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PREFACE. 


The preseot edition of Shirley’s Works/’As far 
as the second drama of the sixth volume, was 
conducted by Mr. Gifford. After his decease, (as 
I am obligingly informed by his executor, the Dean 
of Westminster), no memoranda were discovered 
among his papers either for that portion of Shirley’s 
writings which was yet to be reprinted, or for a 
biographical memoir of the author. 

To the dramas viliich Mr. Gifford earned through 
the press, I have added all those pieces which were 
absolutely requisite to complete the edition; as 
well as some Poems by Shirley, liitherto unprinted^ 
from Rawlmson’s MSS in the Bodleian Library, 
Oxford ; and several effusions addressed by him to 
different friends, ^^hlcll, in the course of my read- 
ing, I had found prefixed to tlieir respective publi- 
cations. The scattered Commendatory Verses on 
Shirley, I have placed together in the first volume, 
the station which Mr, Gifford intended them to 
occupy. 

In the hope of being enabled to throw new light 
on the personal history of Shirley, I examined eiery 
probable sourc(3 of information concerning him, 
and I can only regret* that, after much careful 
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inquiry, the follo\\ing memoir should bo little more 
than an enumeration of his works 

1 have gratefully to express my thanks to the 
Rev. Dr Bliss, who searched, though without 
success, the public Registers of Oxford, for a notice 
of Shirley’s admission into that University, to the 
Rev. S. Reay of the Bodleian Library, who collated 
the proof-sheets of the Poems now first printed 
with the original MS. in Rawlinson’s Collections ; 
and to the Rev. J. W. Bellamy, who allowed me 
to inspect the Entry-books belonging to Merchant- 
Taylors’ School, by which the date of our author’s 
birth has been ascertained. 


ALEXANDER DYCE. 
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SOME ACCOUNT 


OF 

SHIRLEY AND HIS WRITINGS. 


James Shirley was descended from the Shirleys 
of Sussex or Warwickshire * He was born either 
on the 13th. or 18th. of September, 1596,^ in or 
near the parish of St. Mary Woolchurch/ London 

Oil the 4th. of October, 1608, when he had 
little more than completed his twelfth year, he 
was admitted into Merchant-Taylors’ School. The 

‘ Coni|Kirc the poet's .iir.is, in the engraving jirefixed to the 
present noik, from the pictuie iii the Botllcidn Library, Oxford, 
witli the bearings ot the bhirlcys in Iknj's Pedigrees of Sussex 
Fain dies, y 17 ‘ 2 , and Dugd.ilo s oj fVaiwuk (by Thomas) 

p 112.5 

* In the entry-book of Merchant-Taylors’ School, his " na- 
tivitie" IS registered in seven different “ Tables of the tschoole b 
P robation, ' as having taken pl.ice on the 13th Septr. 1596, 
but in the eighth and last table where it occuis, it is fixed on 
the 18th. Septr Whether the latter date was a correction ol 
the former, or a slip of the pen, cannot be discovered 

Oui poet’s name was frequently written " Sherley ," so it is 
sjielt in the above mentioned entry-book, and in the register 
of ills death 

* " Where the Stocks-Market now is," says Wood , who 
adds in a note, “ So I have been infoinied by his son, the 
butler of Furnival’s inn, in Holborii, near London ’’ Ath. Oion 
lol 111 p. 737 ed Bliss 
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honourable, situation of his name in the Probation- 
tables of the Entry-book belonging to the School, 
is a proof that, even during boyhood, his superior 
abilities were displayed. On the llthof March, 
1612, he was “ the eighth boy, or last monitor;” 
and we may conclude that he left the School on 
the 11th of June following, — the annual election- 
day, w'hen the " upper boys” almost invariably 
depart. 

From Merchant-Taylors’ School he was re- 
moved, (in 1612,) to St. John’s College, Oxford.'* 
“ At the same time,” says Wood, “ Dr Will Laud 
presiding that house, he had a very great affection 
for him, especially for the pregnant parts that were 
visible in him, but then having a broad or large 
mole^ upon his left cheek, which some esteemed a 

* Wilson’s //is< of MeTchant-Taylors School, VMl'n p n!l2 
“ In what coiulUion he lived there, [at St John's] whether 
m that of a servitour, batler, or commoner, I cannot yet 
find ’’ Wood’s Ath Oxon vol ni p 737 ed liliss 

• Shiels’s improvement of this anecdote, in the book called 
CibbeTs Lives of the Poeti, is too curious to he omitted here 
■' hhirley had unfortunately a large mole upon his left cheek, 
which much disfigured him, mid gave him a very forbidding 
appearance Laud observed very justly, that an audience can 
scarce helji conceiving a prejudice .igainst a man whose ap- 
pearance shocks them, and were he to preach with the tongue 
of an angel, that prejudice could never be surmoanted, besides 
the danger of women with child fixing their eyes on him in 
the pulpit, and as the imagination of pregnant women has 
strange influence on the unborn infants, it is somewhat cruel to 
expose them to that danger, and by these means do them 
great injury, as one's fortune in some measure depends upon 
exterior comeliness." vol ii p 26 



SHIRLEY AND HIS WRITINGS. 


V 


deformity, that worthy doctor would often tell him 
that he was an unfit person to take the sacred 
function upon him, and should never have his con- 
sent so to do.”** As no mention of Shirley^ occurs 
in any of the public records of Oxford, the duration 
of his residence at St. John’s College cannot be 
determined. 

Having quitted Oxford (in consequence, perhap.s, 
of Laud's unreasonable objections, and, as it seems, 
before he had taken a degree,) he repaired to 
Cambridge, and was entered at Catherine Hall. 
While a member of that society, he had for his 
contemporary, Thomas Bancroft, the epigramma- 
tist, who celebrates their friendship in these point- 
less lines ; 

To Jarncf*] Shrley 

“ Janies, thou and I did spend some precious yeeres 
At Kathenne-Hall , since when, we sometimes feele 
In our poetick braines, (as plaine appeares) 

A wliirling tncke, then caught from Katherine's wheele 

Though the legisters of Cambridge’* afford no 

* Oioii \ol 111 p 737 ed. Bliss 

^ “ I never remember” (the lleverenil Dr Bliss obligingly 
writes to niej " to have had <1 longer, and certainly nevei a 
more uns.itishictory search than in the present instance, for no 
entry whatever of James Shirley can I find, although I have 
looked over every book that can throw any light on such an 

admission, if it ever took place I have also had access 

to a list of the members of St John’s College, actually in Laud's 
own hand-wntmg, and no such name occurs.” 

® Two Bookes of Epigrammes Sic Written by Thomas Bancroft. 
1639 4to, {Book 1. Ep. 13 ) 

® "The present Registrar of Cambridge” (f quote from the 
letter of a friend who made diligent enquiries on the subject) 
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information* concerning Shirley, it is certain that 
he there became Bachelor of Arts, not only from 
the following memorandum in the hand-writing of 
the accurate Dr. Farmer,* “ James Shirley, B. A. 
Cath. Hall, 1619,” but also from the title-page of 
the production immediately to be noticed ; and (as 
we afterwards find him holding church prefer- 
ment) he, must, in due time, have graduated 
Master of Arts. 

Eccho, oh the Infortunate Lovers, a poem 
by James Sherley, Cant in Art. Bacc. Land. 1618> 
8vo. Primum hunc Arethusa mihi concede la~ 
harem^ of which not a single copy is known to 
survive, appears to have been his earliest publica- 
tion. There can be no doubt that it was the same 
piece which he again printed in 1646, under the 
title of Narcissus, or The Self-Lover, with the 
motto “ hcec ohm," to indicate that it was the per- 
formance of his youth In composing this poem 
he evidently chose for his model the Venus and 
. Adonis of Shakespeare , but ho has more success- 
fully imitated the faults than the beauties of that 


“ after a careful examination of all the Degree documents in 
hiB Office, could find no mention of Shirley the dates in the 
Admission and Commons’ Books ot Catherine Hull go no 
farther back than the year 1642 " 

' On a copy of Shirley’s Poemt &c. 1646, now in my posses- 
sion what was Dr Farmer’s authority for the memorandum, 
I cannot discover. See too the Epitaph printed from MS 
vol VI. p 514. 

“ “ From a MS note to Astle’s copy of Wood’s Athens."— 
CeruuTa Lxteratia, vol u, p. 381 ed 1815. 
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enchantuig tale. The Narciams, hotvever, nol- 
withstaodieg its quaintness and conceits, occasion- 
ally exhibits descriptive passages of considerable 
merit. 

His academical course being finished, Shirley 
took holy orders, and was appointed to a living, 
either in St. Albans, Hertfordshire, or iq the 
neighbourhood of that town. How long he con- 
tinued to discharge the office of a minister cannot 
be ascertained ; but most probably only a short 
time elapsed between his establishment in a 
benefice and his conversion to the Church of 
Rome ^ That he was induced to change his re- 
ligion by no interested motives, and that throughout 
the remainder of his days he steadily adhered^ to 
the new faith, which he had conscientiously em- 
braced, there is every reason to believe. 

Having abandoned the clerical profession, he 
became a teacher in the Grammar School of St. 
Albans, founded by a charter of Edward the Sixth. 
We learn from the document^ in the note, that 
during the years 1623 and 1624, he was occupied 

^ " Being Ihen unsettled in his mind, he changed his reh- 
gion for that of Rome, left his living," &c Wood’s Ath Oron. 
vol 111 p 737 . ed. Bliss 

* See various passages in these volumes, and note, vol ii p 59. 

» III Clutterbuck’s Hist, of Hert is a list of the masters of 
the Grammar School of St Albans, part of it is as follows 
" 1603, Thomas Gibson 

1630, Steed 

16S3, James Sherley.-^ 

1635, John Westermon 

1636, John Harmar " vol i. p 48. 
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in the drudgery of tuition; “ which employment 
also/’ says W6od, “ he finding uneasy to him, he 
retired to the metropolis, lived in Oray’s-inn, and 
set up for a play-maker.”* 

The stage was flourishing under the auspices 
of an accomplished monarch, and the demand for 
theatrical novelties w'as incessant, when Shirley 
thus devoted himself to the composition of plays. 
The bent of his genius towards dramatic poetry had 
perhaps been shewn at an early period of life; and 
there are grounds for supposing that before he 
ceased to be connected with the school at St. Albans, 
his comedy called Love Tricks was performed in 
London ^ It is probable that for some time after his 
career of authorship had commenced he was almost 
entirely indebted to his pen for the means of sub- 
sistence; and from his dramas, which followed each 
other in rapid succession, he must have derived an 
emolument ample enough to satisfy his humble 
wisheS; He “ gained,” says Wood, “ not only a 
considerable livelyhood, but also very great respect 
and encouragement from persons of quality, espe- 
cially from Henrietta Maria, the queen consort, 
who made him her servant.”^ It appears, however, 
that he failed in improving the opportunities of 
advancement, which such patronage afforded: " I 
never,” he observes, “ affected the ways of flattery ; 

® Ath. Oxon vol iii p 737. ed Bliss 

7 It wdS licensed Feb lO, 1624-5 (see p vii) at which 
time, perhaps, John Westerman had not succeeded Shirley, 
(see the foregoing note) 

® Ath. Oxon vol. iii p. 737 ed Bliss. 
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some suy, I have lost my preferment by not prae- 
tising that court sin.’’^ Concerning his domestic 
circumstances, we only know that he was twice 
married, and had several children : his first wife 
was, perhaps, the lady whom he has termed Odelia, 
in some poems of his youth. ^ 

Love Tricks, or The School op Complement 
was the earliest dramatic production of Shirley, as 
its Prologue informs us : 

" this play 18 

The first fruits of a Muse, that before this 
Never saluted audience, nor doth mean 
To swear himself a factor for the scene.’’ 

Here is a singular assertion to have proceeded 
from a man, who afterwards became so great a 
“ factor for the scene ’’ But it is evident that when 
Shirley wrote these lines, he entertained no thoughts 
of depending on the theatre for a livelihood ; and, 
as I have already observed. Love Tricks was per- 
haps performed before he had resigned his situation 
of schoolmaster at St. Albans. It was licensed by 
Sir Henry Herbert, as Love Tricks, with Comple- 
menls, B'eb. 10, 1624^5,^ and made its first ap- 
pearance from the press in 1631, entitled The 
ScHOOLE OF Complement. As it was Acted by her 
MatesUes Servants at the Private house in Drury 
Lane. It was reprinted in 1637 ] and again, after 
Shirley’s death, in 1667, As it is now acted by His 

/ 3 Dedication to Tht Maid's Revenge, vol i p 101. 

' See Poems in vol. vi 

^ Malone's Shakespeare (by Boswell), vol. iii. p 231, 
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Royal Htghnesse the Duke of York's Servants at 
the Theatre in' Little Lincohu-Inne Fields, with 
the following short Prologue by some nameless 
writer ; 

" In our old plays, the humour, love, and passion. 

Like doublet, hose, and cloak, are out of fashion 
That which the world call'd wit in Shakespeare's nge. 

Is laugh’d at, aa improper for our stage , 

Nay, Fletcher stands corrected , what hope then 
For this poor author, Shirley, whose soft pen 
Was fill'd with air in comic scenes ^ alas, 

Your guards are now so strict, he'll never pass ' 

And yet, methinks, I hear the critics say, 

'Twqs our fault, why would we revive his play ’ 

But, modern poets, if you’ll give me leave. 

To tell you what I humbly do conceive. 

The fault's yours , for our stage shall be no debtor 
To Shirley's play, if you would write a better 
Meantime, we hope our noble guests will think 
Th’old wine good, till the new be lit to drink.” 

In the Diary^ of the gossiping Pepys is this 
memorandum : oth [August, 1667]. To the Duke 
of York’s house, and there saw Love Tnckes, or 
the School of Compliments ; a silly play, only Miss 
Davis, dancing in a shepherd’s clothes, did please 
us mightily.” A Droll by Kirkman formed from 
this comedy and entitled Jenkins Dove-Course and 
Perambulation, is printed in The Wits, or Sport 
upon Sport, ^ 1673. Love Tricks is the work of 
an inexperienced writer, but of one who gives rich 
promises of future excellence The scene of the 
Complement School in act third, the satire of which 

* Vol 11 p. 109, 4to ed. '' F, 13. 
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is chiefly directed against the books of polite in- 
struction so common in Shirley’s days, can only be 
relished by a reader who has examined those pre- 
posterous treatises. 

That The Maid’s Revenge was Shirley’s “ se- 
cond birth m this kind,’’ we learn from its Dedica- 
tion to Henry Osborne. It was licensed Feb. 9, 
1625-6,'^ and printed in 1639, As it hath beene Acted 
with good Applause at the private house in Drury 
Lane, by her Majesties Servants. Though The 
Maid’s Revenge has some impressive scenes, it 
is, perhaps, the worst of Shirley’s tragedies. 

The comedy of The Brothers was licensed as 
early as Nov. 4, 1626,® but not given to the press 
till 1652, when it was published (with five other 
plays in an octavo volume,^) as it icas acted at the 
private House in Black Fryers. Soon after the 
restoration, it was revived. The citation of the 
following beautiful passage from this drama by Dr 
Farmer, in his Essay on the Learning of Shake- 
speare, 1766, may be regarded as one of the ear- 
liest attempts to rescue the works of Shirley from 
the long oblivion to which they had been consigned: 

" Her eye did seem to labour with a tear. 

Winch suddenly took birth, but, overweigh'd 
With its own swelling, dropp'd upon her bosom. 
Which, by reflexion other light, appear'd 
Ai nature meant her sorrow for an ornament , 

After, her looks grew cheerful, and I saw 
A smile shoot graceful upward from her eyes, 

* Malone's S/ialccrpeare (by Boswell), vol ni p. 231. 

* Malone's Shakespeare (by Boswell), vol iii. p 231. 

^ The general title-page of the volume is dated 1653, 
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As if they.had gain'd a victory o’er grief. 

And with it many beams twisted themselves. 

Upon whose golden threads the angels walk 
To and again from heaven 

The Witty Fair, One was licensed Octobers, 
1628,^ and printed in 1633, As it was presented at 
the Private House in Drury Lane, By her Majesties 
Servants The last edition of the Biographia Dra- 
mahca affirms that “ it did not succeed so well 
as some other of Shirley’s dramas,” — one of the 
numerous unfounded statements in that worth- 
less booh. Our poet, in the Dedication prefixed to 
this excellent comedy, mentions the “ applause” 
with which it had been received on the stage. The 
incident, in the fifth act, of the libertine Fowler’s 
reformation, effected by nearly persuading him 
that he is dead and has become a disembodied 
spirit, IS, doubtless, not a little absurd , but so 
skilfully is it managed by the poet, that we lose 
sight of its extravagance. In 1G66, shortly after 
the author’s decease, '^1’he Witty Fair One was 
revived. 

Of The W lddinq there is no entry in Sir Henry 
Herbert’s office-book. Mr. Gifford thinks that it was 
probably written sometime between 1626, the year 
in which The Brothers was licensed, and 1629, 
when it first issued from the press, As it was lately 
Acted by her Majesties Servants, at the Phenix in 
Drury Lane, ushered in to the public by six com- 
mendatory pieces of poetry It was reprinted in 

® Vol. 1. p. 202 

® Malune'i Shakespeare (by Boswell), vol iii p 231 
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1033; also in 1660, when it was revived This 
comedy is one of Shirley’s most perfect productions, 
equally admirable in its serious and in its broadly 
humorous scenes : its plot is conducted with in- 
finite art, and its characters are strongly drawn 
and happily contrasted. 

The Grateful Servant was licensed, under the 
title of The Faithful Servant, November 3, 1629;* 
it was printed the following year, As it was lately 
presented with good applause at the private House 
in Drury Lane, By her Majesties Servants, and 
other editions appeared in 1637 and 1655.^ Eleven 
copies of verses by various friends of Shirley are 
prefixed to this fine tragicomedy ; those which 
Massinger furnished, contain not a mere compli- 
ment, but a well-merited eulogy 

" Here are no forc’d expressions, no rack’d phrase. 

No Babel compositions to amaze 

The tortur'd render, no believ'd defence 

To strengthen the bold atheist's insolence, 

No obscene syllable, that may compel 
A blush from a ch.iste maid, but all so well 
Express'd and order'd, as wise men must say. 

It IS a grateful poem, a good play. 

And such as read ingenuously shall find 
Few have outstrip! thee, many bait behind " 

The Grateful Servant was revived, soon after 
Shirley’s death, in 1666, when Mrs. Long performed 

' Malone's Skafcejpenre (by Boswell), vol in p 231, 

® Mr, Gifford says it was reprinted " I believe, in 1655 " the 
Biog. Dram mentions an ed in 16'60. The only ed subsequent 
to that of 1637 which I have met with, is one without a date, 
apparently not earlier than 1660 
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Dulcino, " and," says Downes, " the first time she 
appeared in Man’s Habit, prov’d as Beneficial to 
the Company, as several succeeding Plays.*’-* 

The Thaitob was licensed May 4, 1631,* and 
given to the press m 1635, as Acted by her 
Majesties Servants. It is the most powerful and 
pathetic of Shirley’s tragedies : the subtle Lorenzo, 
the fiery Sciarrha, and his brother the gentler 
Florio, the timid Despazzi, the licentious Duke, 
and the pure-minded Amidea, are pictures, full of 
truth and vigour, by a master's hand. Soon after 
the restoration, it was revived. Towards the 
close of the seventeenth century, an attempt was 
made to convict Shirley of plagiarism in having 
published this noble drama as his own, and to shew 
that its real author was a person named Rivers, of 
whom I can learn nothing but what the following 
notices supply In 1692 was printed The Traylor. 
A Tragedy -■ TVith Alterations, Amendments, and 
Additions As it is now Acted at the Theatre 
Royal, by their Majesties Servants. Written by Mr. 
Rivers ; prefi.xed to it, is this Dedication : 

“ To The Right Honourable Donnogh Earl of 
Clancarty, V'^iscount Muskery, and Baron Blarney. 

“ May it please your Honour, 

“ To Pardon my Boldness in Presuming to 
shelter this Orphan under your Lordship’s Protec- 
tion. I am not ignorant, having never as yet de- 
served any Favour from you, that it cannot but 
meet with a severe Construction, but wholly relying 

' Hostwi AngUcanui, p. 27, ed 170B. 

■* Malone’s Shahapcarc, (by Boswell), vol. in p. 231 
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upon your Clenaency, who have always been a 
favourer of ihe Muses , I flatter myself that your 
Lordship may, for the Author’s sake, vouchsafe to 
grant it a favourable acceptance. I will not slander 
it with my Praise, it is Commendation enough, to 
say the Author was Mr. Rivers, I am very well 
assur’d, after your perusal, your Honour will esteem 
it one of the best Tragedies that this Age hath 
Produc'd. 1 humbly beg your Lordship to pardon 
this Presumption, 

“ Of your Honours most Humble 
And most Obedient Servant.” 

Ill Ttie Gentleman's Journal for April, 1692, 
Motteux writes thus; “ The Traylor, an old Tra- 
gedy, hath not only been revived the last Mouth, 
but also been reprinted with Alterations and 
Amendments , It was supposed to be Shirley’s, 
but he only usher'd it in to the Stage ; The Author 
of it was one Mr. Rivers, a Jesiiite, who wrote it 
in his Confinement in Newgate, where he died.”'* 
Whether Rivers basely palmed The Traitor on 
his friends as his own production, or whether, after 
his death, they attributed it to him on some mis- 
taken grounds, I cannot ascertain. It was again 
revived in 1718 at the theatre in Lincoln’s Inn 
Fields, with alterations (says Coxeter^) by Chris- 
topher Eullock. A tragedy by Mr. Shiel, called 
Elv^ne, or the Statue, taken partly from The 
Traitor, was acted with success at Covent Garden 
Theatre in 1810. 

j) '.31 ‘ Biog. Thain, 
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The Duke, a play, ^^as licensed as Shirley’s*, hy 
Sir Henry HeV'bert, May 17, 1631.'' It no lonfjer 
exists, and most probably vvas never given to the 
press. 

Love’s Cruelty vvas licensed November 14, 
1631,^ and printed in 1640, if was presented by 
her Majesties Servants, at the private House in 
Drury Lane At the Cockpit, says Wright,'^ 
“ Burt used to play the principal Women’s parts, 
in particulai Clariana, in Love’s Cruelly, and at 
the .same time Mohun acted Bellamcnte, which 
part he retained after the Restanration ” 

The Change.*, or Love in a Maze, was licensed 
January 10, 16 ’1-2, and printed in 1632, it 
was presented at the Private House m Saltshury 
Court, by the Company of Jus Majesties Revels 
This amusing comedy was revived after the Res- 
toration, when Lacy acted the part of Thump with 
great applause ' 'The points of resemblance be- 
tween the Changes and The 3Iaiden Queen of 
Dryden are so extremely faint, that Mr Gifford 
has rather hastily applied the term “ plagiarism” 
to the latter drama. 

" Malone's Shakespeare (by Bo&welJ), vol in p 232 
^ Malone's Shakespeare (by Boswell), vol in p 232. 

® Hutoria Histnomca, 1699, p 3 
9 Malone's Shakespeare (by Boswell), vol in p 232 
* Downes quotes these doggerel lines concerning Lacy 
" For his Just Acting all gave him due Braise, 

His Part in the Cheats, Jony Thump, Teg, and Bayes, 

In these Four Excelling, the Court gave him the Bays ' 
Rosiius Anglieanus, p. 16 etl 1 70S 
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Thk Bird in a Cage, noL registered in Sir 
Henry Herbert’s office-book, appear\to hare been 
produced about 1032, and was printed in 16:33, 
As it hath bet^ne Presented at the Pficenix in Drury 
Lane, with a sarcastic Dedication to Prynne, who 
was then in eonliriement on account of the offence 
which his Histriumastix had given to the court It 
is inipossdjle to approve of the spirit in vvliich this 
Dedication is composed ; but we cannot wonder 
that a man whose subsistence was derived from 
the stage should take an opportnnitv of exulting 
at the discomfiture of its most bigoted foe. The 
Bird in a Cage, was reprinted in Dodslej’s Old 
Plays, 1744, and in Reed’s edition of that collec- 
tion, 17S0 According to the Biorjraphia Dra- 
mafira, (bv Jones 1812) “ it was acted at Coveiit 
Garden, a few vear.s ago, for Mr Quick’s benefit 
Hvde Park was licensed Apiil 2(i, 16-32,- and 
printed in I(j37, As it irns presented hit her Majes- 
ties Seiiants, at the pi n ufe house in Diiuy Lane 
Coiiceriiiiig its lexnal after the aiitlior’s death, 
Pep\s lias the following memorandum ‘‘ 11 [.Inly 
166(8.] To the Kunj’s playhouse to soc an old play 
of Shirley's, called Hide Parke , the first day acted, 
where horses are brought upon the stage but it is 
but a very moderate play, only an excellent epilogue 
spoke by Beck Marshall ’ ‘ Here, I believe, is the 

* Mnlone's Shaktspeare (by Boswell) vol lu. p ■iae 
' II p StH 4to ed — The Epilogue iilluded to in 

this ipint.ition w.is prob.vbly ne\ei printed ns Pe])js thought 
it " excellent," wc may perhaps conclude that it u.is utterly 
worthless 

VOL I b 
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earliest record of horses being introduced upon the 
English boards, a species of absurdity with which 
modern audiences are highly gratified. The opi- 
nion entertained by Pepys of this very lively and 
elegant comedy, will not weigh much with those 
readers who have gone through his Diary, and 
observed how slightingly he writes concerning 
some of Shakespeare’s finest pieces. 

The Ball was licensed No\ ember 1(5, 1632,'* 
and printed in 1639, as the joint production of 
Chapman and Shirley, ptesen/ed by her Majesties 
Servants, at the pnvate House in Drury Jjane. In 
Sir Henry Herbert’s office-book is the following 
entry: 18 Nov 1632. In the play of The Ball, 

written by Sheri ey, and acted by the Queen’s 
players, ther were divers personated so naturally, 
both of lords and others of the court, that I took it 
ill, and would have forbidden the play, but that 
Biston^ proniLste many things which I found faiilte 
withall should be left out, and that he would 
not suffer it to be done by the poelt any more, lio 
deserves to be punisht, end the first that offends 
in this kind, of poets or players, shall be sure ol 
piibliqiie juinishmenL ' The title-page of the 
printed copy, in which the more obnoxious person- 
alities were doubtless omitted,' attributes a part 

‘ M.ilone’s Shakc^pedri' (by lluswcll) vol ni p 2J2 

^ Christoplier Beeston 

Malone's Shnhoipeare (by Boswell) vol m p 1 

^ In The Lady of Pleasure Slurley alludes to the present 
drama 

“ Another g-.imc you have, wlurh consumes more 
Yi.ur fame thrill jiuise , vour rei els in the night, 
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of this play to Chapman’s pen it will be remarked 
however, that in the preceding entry Sir Henry 
makes no mention of that author. Judii-ing: from 
internal evidence, I should say, that 'I'he B\ll was 
almost entirely the composition of Sliirley , but Mr. 
Gifford assigns the largest portion of it to his 
coadjutor In a w'ork called The Old English 
Drama^ 182d, this comedy is reprinted. 

A play by Shirley, which has not come do\\n to 
IIS, entitled The Eeawties, was registered by Sir 
Henry Herbert Jan 21, l()32-3.^ 

In the 3d Jac. 1. c 21. an act was passed, winch 
inflicted a jienally of ten jiounds on any individual 
who should wantonly use the holy name of God, 
Christ Jesus, or tlie Trinity, in any stage-play, 
interlude, &c. Thi.s statute, houever, was uisul- 
ficieiit to banish piofaneness from the theatie. In 
consecpicnce of oaths introduced into Ben Jonsoii’s 
Magnitic Ludy in 1032, tlie player* nere suni- 
nioned before the High Commission Court, and 
severelv censured , when they had the audacity to 

^'i)iir tail’d The 11\i i., to 'rthich rcp.ur, 

to till' i ourt ot idea'iuri’, .ill vinii irnll.ints, 

\iul KiclK'b, thitlii'r limind by .i subjuriici 

Of \ I'lius, and sin ill ( ujiid's high displeiisui c , 

'Tis but the l.iiiiili ot Line translated 

Into more cosllv sin ' I'beie ^\as a I’l.w ou t. 

And bad the poet not been bnl) d to a uiodert 
Expression ol your antu p.iraboli. ill t, 

Some daiks luul been diaLOvcr'd, and Ihe deeds too 
111 time lie may rejient, .iiid make some blush, 

'I'o see the second p.iit d.iiii'd on the st.ipe ' > ol iv j) 9. 

’’ Malones S7in/c ( ipi'fii e (by Boswell) icd. m p. -d'2 
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lay the blanae, first on the poet, and next on the 
Master of the Revels, but afterwards confessed that 
the offensive passages were interpolated by them- 
selves. It was necessary, to state these particulars, 
before quoting the following entry concerning The 
Young Admirae of Shirley, from the office-book of 
Sir Henry Herbert- “The comedy calledTheYonge 
Admirall, being free from oaths, prophaneness, or 
obsceanes, hath given mee much delight and satis- 
faction in the readinge, and may serve for a pat- 
terne to other poetts, not only for the betlnng of 
raaners and language, but for the improvement of 
the quality, which hath received some brushmgs 
of late. When Mr. Sherley halli read this appro- 
bation, [ know it will encourage him to pursue 
this beneficial and cleanly uaj of poetry, and when 
other poetts lieare and see his good success, I am 
confident they will imitate tlie original for their 
own credit, and make such copies in tins harmless 
w^ay, as shall speak them masters in their art, at 
the first sight, to all judicious spectators It may 
be acted this 3 July, 1033 1 lane entered this 

allowance foi direction to my successor, and for 
example to all poetts, that shall write after the 
date hereof.”'-* About this time, indeed, Sir Henry, 
in consequence of the disagreeable situation in 
which he had been placed by the perforraer.s in 
The Magnetic Lady, “ w'ho would have excused 
themselves on him,” had become a little over- 
cautious in his capacity of licenser, as appears by 

s Malone’s Shakespeare (by Boswell) vol iii. p. ‘232 
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the next entry, which relate-s to Davenant’s comedy 
The IVits: “ The kinge is pleasd to take faith, 
death, slight, for asseverations, and no oaths, to 
wliicli I doe humbly submit as my master’s ]udg- 
ment ; but under favour conceive them to be oaths, 
and enter them here, to declare my opinion and 
submission.”'' In a note on this curious entry, 
Malone cites the doubtful authority of a modern 
tract to |jrf)ve that the amiable and unfortunate 
Chillies the First u as an habitual swearer. I may 
just remark, that his ro\:il predecessors had set 
linn a bad example in \iolating the third command- 
ment • the luiiguage of Ins father James was ex- 
treniclx profane, and the favourite exclamation of 
the Virgin Queen was notorious throughout Eu- 
rope * Sir Henry Herbert has a second memo- 
randiini conceriiiiig our author’s plax “ On tus- 
day the 1‘Jth of No\ ember [l(>d3] being the King’s 
biitliday, I’lie Young Ailmirull o as acted at St. 
James by the (jiieen’s jdaxci.s, and likt bv the K. 
and Queen.”-’ It \^;ls first piiiitcd in 1637. As it 
uas Pi esented by her 3Iujeslies Set vanls, at the pri- 
vate house ni Drill y Jjane. On the Restoration it u as 
revived “ 20 [Nov. 1602],” " ntesEveleMi, “Dined 
w*’ the Com[itroller Sir fliigli Pollard , afterwards 
saw The Yoiuj arted liefore ye King.”' 

'I Malone’s ISIudf^pcuri' (by Bosnell) vol iii p 2J5 
‘ *' Ipsii etiain Eli/abctha An^li.c llegina jiirabat s.epius 
Goli ilulj absit blasplieini.i " Staligviujiia isc per F E 1’ F 
p I HO eil 166S 

' Malone's .S/iaAMpecoe (by Boswell) Mil m p ^34 
' 1/(01(IIM, M/1 1 p {-•'> llo cil 
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The Gamester was licensed Nov. 11, 1633'*. 
The following notice occurs in Sir Henry Herbert’s 
office-book: “ On thnrsday night the 6 of Febru. 
1633 [i. e. 1633-4] The Gamester was acted at 
Court, made by Sherley, out of a plot of the King’s 
given him by mee , and well likte. The King 
sayd it was the best play he had seen for seven 
years”-’ It was first given to tlie press in 1637, 
As if was presented bij her Majesties Servants, At 
the private House in Drury Lane ; and has been 
reprinted in Dodsley’s Old Plays, 1744, and in 
Reed's edilioii of tliat collection, 1780 Three 
alterations of this excellent comedy have been 
brought upon the stage. The first in 171 1, named 
The TVife's Relief, or The Husband' s Cure, was 
by Charles Joliiison The next, in 1758, called 
Tlie Gamestc) s, was by Garrick, who in a prologue 
of his o^^n composition, told the audience ; 

" When this sdrae play ^v.is writ, that's now before ye, 

The English stage had reach’d its point of glory ’ 

No paltry thefts disgrac'd this author's pen , 
lie painted English maaners, English men, 

And form’d his taste on Shakespeare and old lien 

The third, in 1827, by a popular living dramatist, 
was entitled 7he TVtfe's Stratagem, or Mure 
Fnyhtened than Hurt 

During 16 33 was published Shirley’s ingenious 
moral Interlude, The Contention of Honour and 
Riches, evidently not intended lor theatrical 
representation 

* Malone's Shakespeare (bj’ Iloswell) vol in p '234 
jMnloiie’s Skahcijieare, (by Iloswell) vol iii p 23tj. 
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In Sir Henry Herbert’s office-book is.the follow- 
ing memorandum : “ For a play of Fletcher’s cor- 
rected by Sherley, called TTie Night Walkers, the 
11 May, 1633, ^2 0. 0 For the queen’s players.'’” 
The piece in question appears to have been left 
imperfect by Fletcher, and finished by our poet, 
who is supposed to have also fitted for the stage 
three other dramas of his deceased friend,^ Love's 
Pilgrimage, The Noble Gentleman, and The Lovers 
Progi ess 

We have now to notice the most magnificent 
pageant ever, perhaps, exhibited in England, — 
The 'rRiiiMi'H OF Peace, — the literary portion of 
which was furnished by Shirley Several of the 
chief members of the four Inns of Court pur- 
posing to present a masque*' at Whitehall, it 
was intimated to them from that quarter how 

® Malone's Slinlci •qicate (by Rosu ell) vnl iii p 236 

‘ Fletclier died m 102j — Hitchcock foolishly remirks . 
“ This wiiter, [''hirley] we aie told, possessed some sketches 
of Eeniinioiit iiiid Fletcher, winch, if true, m a great measure 
accounts foi the inequality so evident in all his pieces Hist 
I ii'w of ihp /nsli Stage, \ol i p 12 

“ “ Tlicie are tuo Masques in Hand, the first of the Inns of 
Court, which is to be iireseiited on Candlemas-daj , the other 
the King presents the Queen with on tshiove-Tuesday, at 
Night High Expenses, they speak of 20,000/ that it will 
cost the jMcn ot the Law Oli that they would gi\e o\er these 
Things, or lay them aside for n Tune, and bend all their Endea- 
vours to make the King llich ’ For it gives me no Satisfaction, 
who am but a looker on, to see a rich Commonwealth, a rich 
People, and the Ciown poor (iod diiect them to remedy this 
quickly ” Letter from Mr (iarrard to the Lord Deputy, Jan 
!l, 1633 — 'I he ilail of Sh (ijfoi dt'- Lilter^ Mil i. p 177 
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acceptable to the King and Queen such a tes- 
timony of loyalty would be ; “ and some held it 
the more seasonable, because this action would 
manifest the difference of their opinion from 
Mr. Prynne’s new learning, and serve to con- 
fute his Histriomastix against Inteiludes.*'” In 
prosecution of this design, a committee vvas chosen, 
consisting of two members of each House , Mr. 
Edward Hyde, and Mr. VVhitelock of the Middle 
Temple, Sir Edward Herbert, and Mr Selden of 
the Inner Temple, Mr. Attorney Noy, and Mr. 
Gerling of Lincoln’s Inn, and Sir John Finch and 
Mr. — of Gray’s Inn Several sub-committees 
were also formed, to order and superintend the 
poetical part of the entertainment, tlie properties of 
the Masquers, the dancing, &c , while money was 
unsparingly supplied by the governors of each 
society in equal proportions J'he care of the 
musical department being assigned to Whitclock 
111 particular, he appointed Simon Ives and 
William Lawes to compose the airs and songs, 
and called in the assistance of oilier eminent musi- 
cians, English, French, Italian, and German Six- 
teen gentlemen, four of each Inn of Court, were .se- 
lected fur the Grand Masquers,- who viere to Ire 

® Whitelock’h i5ic ]) 19 

^ A thin 4to tract ajjpcdred in 1634. entitled The huics oj 
Court Anagrammatiit or The Maiqutr^ in Anagramrne^ 

Lxpici.\ed in Epig? antique hues, upon their m erall Nama,, nl diniiic 
in the neit Page Composed hy Francis Lenlon Gent one of Her 
Majesties Poets In this nnc i»iecc (for the use of which I .1111 
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drawn to Whitehall in four splendid chariots ; and 
disputes having arisen, as well about the order in 
which the chariots were to move, as about the 
chief places in them, it was agreed that their pre- 
cedence should be regulated b^' casting the dice, 
and that they should be fashioned of an oval shape, 
to put all the seats on an equality The time being 
fi\ed for the performance of the Masque, Mr. Hyde 
and Mr Wliitelock had a conference with the 
Lord Cliamlierlain, the Earl of Pembroke and 
Montgoinoiv, and «ith the Comptroller of the 
Iloiiseliuld, Sir Henry Vane, to make the necessary 
previou'5 arrangements “ The scenes were arti- 
ficially prepared’"'^ by Inigo Jones at the lower end 
of the Laiiqueltiug-IIoiise , and a gallery, behind 
the State, was reserved for those gentlemen of the 
Inns of Court who should be pre^cnt as spectators. 

On the aflernoori of the 3d February, 1633-4, the 


intlcbteil to R Ilebcr, Esq ) the list of the Griiiid Masquers is 
AS follows 

“ Sir Thomas Da)rell, Marshall 


Graijei) I>iiie 
John Ileade 
James Aiskcn yhc 
thiwnrd I’-ige 
John (Taw ley 

Middle Temple 

Robert Owen 
I’hilip IMorgiui 
Martyn Il.irvey 
Robert Conic 

' M hilt'loL'k.' 


Inner Temple 
Edmvnd Carew 
Arthur Baker 
John Fnrwell 
Reginald Foster 

Lineolnes Inn 
John North 
Edward Herne 
Henry M.icscy 
Stephen Jay 
Mcniri lali, p 10 
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Masquers assembled at Ely House in Holborn ; 
and, when evening fell, they moved in giaiid proces- 
sion down Chancery Lane tow'ards Whitehall, the 
torches and huge flambeaux by the side of each 
chariot diflfusing a brilliant light A minute des- 
cription of their gorgeous and fantastic dresses will 
be found, in the words of Shirley, [irefixed to The 
Triumph of Peace * Their progress was rendered 
slow both by their own numbers, and by the multi- 
tudes w'lio thronged the streets, and “ seemed loath 
to part with so glorious a spectacle.”'’ Meantime 
the Banquetling House was croiided by nobility 
and gentry, glitteiing in jewels and rich attire 

The King and Queen stood at a window looking 
straiglit-forwaid into the street, to see the Masque 
come by , and being delighted with the noble bra- 
very of it, they sent to the Marshal to desiie that 
the whole show might fetch a turn about the Tilt- 
yard, that their Majesties might have a double 
view of them , which was done accordingly, and 
then they all alighted at Whitehall-Gate, and were 
conducted to several rooms and places prepared 
for them 

The entertainment having commenced, the va- 
rious performers acquitted themselves in the most 
perfect manner. The Queen and ladies of dis- 
tinction honoured the Masquers by mingling in the 
dance; towards morning, their Majesties retired, 
and a stately banquet served up to the Gentlemen 

■* Vol VI. • AVhitelock's M( monnii, it 21 

Whitelock'H p 21 
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of the Inns of Court concluded the revelry ^ The 
cxpences of The Triumph of PfiAcfe amounted to 

7 " On Monday after Candlenias day, the Gentlemen of the 
Inns of Court performed their Masque at Court , they were 
sixteen in number, who rode through the streets in four Cha- 
riots, and two others to carry their I’ages and Musicians, at- 
tended by an liundrcd (ientlemen on great Horses, as well clad 
as eicr I saw any, they far exceeded in Hravery any Masque 
lliat foniieily had been presented by those Societies, and per- 
formed the dancing Part with much Applause In their com- 
jiany w.is one Mr Head of Gray s-Inn, whom all the Women 
and some Men < rv d up for as handsome a Man as the Duke of 
lliitkingh.un 'Ihcy were well used at Court by the King and 
Queen, no Disgust gi\eu tbeiu, only this one Accident fell, Mr. 
May of (day s Inn, a tine Poet, he who translated Lucan, came 
athwart my Lord Cli.iinberlain m the Banqnettmg House, and 
he broke hia •'tafl oier his Shoulders, not knowing who he was, 
the King present, wlio knew him, for he calls him his Poet, 
ami told the Chamberhun of it, who sent lor him the next 
IMoriiing, and fairly excused himself to him, and gac e him fifty 
Pounds III Pieces I believe he was the more indulgent for his 
name's sake I'liis ruling ''hew took so well, that both King 
and Queen dcsiicil to see it •ig<ori, so that they malted theiii- 
scdies to Supper at my Lord IMayor's Within a Week after, and 
the IMasipicrs came m a more glorious Show with all the Rulers, 
which were encreased twenty, to Merchant Taylors Hall, and 
there performed it .igain The Mayor of London, tho' a sick 
Man, gave them an Entertainment beyond any in Scotland, or 
in the way thither, and the grave Aldermen would have pre- 
sented a Purse with two thousand I’ounds in Gold to the Queen, 
but my Lord Chamberlain with u little Sh.irpncss decry cd the 
Gift, as not a littmg Present from such a Body , so it was not 
given, but within two Days they sent to the Queen a Diamond 
cost them four thousand Pounds, which was well accepted ’’ 
Letter from Mi Garrard to the Lord Deputy, Feb. ‘27, 1C33 
Thr Liirl of ^liojfoulc s J,etleti<, ttc vol i p. 20“ 
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upwards of twenty-one thousand pounds !® [t was 
printed as presented by the Foure Honourable 
Houses, or fnnes of Court Before the King and 
Queenes Majesties, tn the Banquetting- House at 
’Whitehall, February the third, 1633, and reached a 
third edition in the same year. 

Soon after this costly display of loyalty, Sir John 
Finch, Mr Gerling, Mr Hyde, and Mr White- 
lock waited on their Majesties by order of the 
committee. They were first introduced to the 

® Whitelock’s Memorials, p 22 — In a MS formerly belonging 
to Dr Morton of the British Museum, entitled Hlutelocks labours 
rememberd tii the annales of his life, written for the use of Ins chil- 
dren, the expences of The Triumph of Peace are reckoned at a 
still larger sum “ For the Musickc, which was particularly 
committed to my charge, I gave to Mr Ives, and to Mr Lawes 
loot a fiiece, for their rewards, for the four French gentlemen, 
the queen's servants, I thought that a handsome and liberall 
gratifying of them would be made known to the Queen, their 
mistress, and well taken by her I therefore united them one 
morning to a collation, att bt Dunstan's taverne, in the great 
room, the oracle of Apollo, where each of them had his plate 
lay’d for him, covered, and the napkin by it, and when they 
opend their plates they' found in each of them forty pieces of 
gouldj of their master’s coyne, for the first dish, and they had 
cause to be much pleased with this surprisall The rest of the 
musitians had rewards answcarable to their parts and qualities , 
and the whole charge of the Musicke came to about one thou- 
sand pounds The clothes of the horsemen reckoned one with 
another at 1001 a suit, att the least, amounted to 10,0001 The 
charges of all the rest of the masque, which were borne by the 
societies, were accounted to be above twenty thousand pounds.’’ 
Burney's Hist of Music, vol lii p 37C Warton, by mistake, 
says that The Triumph of Peaie cost " two thousand pounds ’ 
Hist, of English Poetry, vol ii p 3911, -Ito ed 
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King; and, when the^ had kissed his hand, Sir 
John Finch, in the name of the others, spoke thus : 
“ Sir, by the command of your Majesty’s most 
affectionate and loyal subjects, tlie Readers and 
Gentlemen of the Four Inns of Court, we are here 
to attend you with their most humble thanks, for 
your great favour to them in your gracious accep- 
tance of the tender of their service and affections to 
your Majesty, m the late Masque presented to you, 
and for vouchsafing your royal presence at it.” The 
King replied, “ Gentlemen, pray assure those from 
whom you come, that we are exceeding w'ell 
pleased with that testimony wdiich they lately gave 
us of their great respect and affection to us, which 
was very acceptable, and performed with that gal- 
lantry, and 111 so excellent a manner, that 1 cannot 
hut gi\e them thanks for it, and shall be ready 
upon nil occasions to manifest the good opinion I 
have of them, and to do them and you in particular 
any fa^ou^’’ They "ere next conducted into the 
presence of the Queen , and, after they had kissed 
her hand, and addressed her in such a speech as 
they had offered to the King, “ she answ'ered quick 
and well pleased, that she never saw any Masque 
more noble nor better performed than this was, 
which she took as a particular respect to herself as 
well as to the King her husband, and desired that 
her thanks might be returned to the Gentlemen for 
it 

The Example, was licensed June 24, 1634,^ 

® Whitelock's Memorials, p. 22 

' Malone's Shaketpeare (by Boswell) vol in p 232. 
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and printed in 1637, As it was Presented by her 
Majesties Servants At the private House in Drury 
Lane. Sir Solitary Plot, is a happy imitation of 
Ben Jonson’s^ characters of humour, Bellamia is 

® I lake this opportumty of laying before the reader some 
anecdotes of Ben Jonsoii, from a MS. copy of his Conversations 
with Drummond, which were kindly communicated to me by 
Mr David Laing of Edinburgh 

Mr Gifford treats as an "absurd tale calculated for the 
meridian of Mr Joseph Millar,” the story ot young Raleigh 
putting Jonson, when intoxicated into a basket, he , and ob- 
serves "as young Raleigh was not born till ITiOo, Jonson could 
not well he tiUoi to him in 159;i, the period usually assigned ” 
MtnioiT,\ of Jonson, p. x. It is nevertheless certain that Jonson 
was joung Raleigh’s tutor, and that the hopeful jiupil took 
advantage of the poet's love of wine to play him ,i proioking 
trick Among Informations be lien Johnston lo fi’ 1) [rKiiiiiiond] 
when he came to Scotland upon J'oot 1C19, is the lollowing most 
curious and authentic statement “ S W Raiilighe sent him 
[Jonson] Goiernoiir with his sou anno 1613 to France, this 
youth being knnsishly iiiclyned, among other pastimes, as the 
setting of the favoure of damosclls on a coodpiei c, caused him 
to he drunken, and dead drunk, so that he knew not wlicr he 
was, thereafter laid him on a larr, whuh he made to he draweii 
by pioners through the streets, at every corner shewing his 
Governour streetched out, and telling them that was a more 
lively image ot the Crucihx than an) they had, at which sport 
young Raughlics mother delyghted much (saying his father 
young was so inclyncd) though the Father abhorred it ” 

In relation to the next extract from Drummond’s M.S I may 
observe, that though Jonson's version of Horace's Art of Poe- 
try exists, the Preface to it, as well as an elaborate commen- 
tary from Aristotle with which it was illustrated, were de- 
stroyed by fire "To me he read the preface of his Arte ot 
Poesie upon Horace Arte of Poesie, wher he hath ane Apologie 
of a play of Ins, St. Bartholomees faire by Cnticus is undei- 
stood Done [i e Dr. Donne]." 
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cliarmingly painted , and the scenes between her, 
Sir Walter Perignne, and Lord Fit^avarice, are 
full of interest. On the restoration this comedy 
vva.s revived. 

The Opportunity was licensed Nov. 29, 1634,* 
and given to the press in 1640, As it teas presented 
by her Majesties Servants, at the private House in 
Drury Lane. Though Aurelio’s being mistaken for 
Borgia, by all the kindred and friends of the latter, 
renders this comedy a tissue of gross improbabili- 
ties, it is one of the most amusing pieces our author 
has produced It vvas revived after the Restoration. 
Ill The Wds or Sport upon Sport,^ 1673, published 
by Kirkman, is a droll, formed from The Oppor- 
tunity, and entitled A Prince in Conceit. 

'I’liE Coronation vvas licen.sed Feb. 6, 1634-5,'’ 
as a play by Shirley ; but the title-page of the 
first edition, in 1640, As it was presented by her 
Majesties Sen ants at the pr irate House in Drury 
Lane, attributes it to Fletcher, who had been dead 

Concerning Jonson s rontcimons ivith ^larston, and dislike 
of Inigo .Tones, Drunnnond i\ntcs thus “ He had in.iny quar- 
icls i\itli Mnistoii, heat liiui, and took his jnstoll from liiiii, 
wrote ills I’oetasici on him, the begininiig of them wire that 
^Marstoii rcjirescnlcd him on the stage iii his youth as giieii to 
venenc ’’ 

' He said to Prince Charles, of lingo .Tones, th.at wlien he 
wanted woids to evpicss the greatest villame in tlie world, lie 
would c.ill him ane Inigo .loiies having accused him for nam- 
ing him behind his back a loolc, he denied it, hut sayes he, 1 
said he was ane arrant knave, .iiid I aioucli it 

■' Malone's Shakeipearc, (by Boswell) vol in |i '232 

* p. .39 

’ Mnloiie's N7ifilrf’v;jearr, (by Boswell) i ol in (i ‘232 
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nearly ten years before its appearance onthestaofe. 
Shirley claipied it in a list of his pieces,^ appended 
to The Cardinal in 1652 ; yet it was inserted in the 
second folio of Beaumont and Fletcher’s Works, in 
1679, and all subsequent editors of those two poets 
have continued to publish it among their dramas 

ChaboTj Admiral of France, the joint perfor- 
mance of Chapman and Shirley, was licensed 
April 29, 1635,^ and printed in 1639, As it was 
presented hy her Majesties Servants, at the private 
House in Drury Lane. Nearly the whole of this 
tragedy is CMdently from Chapman’s pen; and 
though containing some scenes of considerable 
merit, it cannot be ranked among his finest com- 
positions for the theatre. While the present 
age may have over-rated Jiis translations of The 
Iliad, The Odyssey, and The Homeric Hymns, it 
certainly lias not done justice to the original and 
deep-thoLighted plays of Chapman. 

The Lady of Plea.sure was licensed Oct 15, 
1635,® and printed in 1637, As it was Acted by her 
Majesties Servants, at the private House in Drury 
Lane. In the MS. Diary of Sir Humphrey Mild- 
may is the following entry ; — “8 Dec. [1635] 
Dined with Rob. Dowgell, and went to the La. of 
Pleasure, and saw that rare playe.”*^ It was then, 
no doubt a favourite entertainment , and it deserved 

* Thus , The Coronation — Falsely ascribed to Jo. Fletcher." 

? Malone's .S'/iiiAfipparf, (by Boswell) vol iii p 232 

® Malone's Shakespeare, (by Boswell) vol iii p 232 

# Colhtf 3 History of English Dram Poet.\o\ n p. 70. 
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lo be so ; for of Shirley’s purely comic dramas it 
is perhaps the most brilliant. 

Ill 1633, the great and unfortunate Earl of Straf- 
ford arrived in Ireland, having been appointed to 
the government of that distracted country in 1631.*® 
Among the domestic retinue of the Lord Deputy, 
was John Ogilhy, a worthy and enterprising man, 
v^hose voluniinous |Hil)lications at a later period 
are siiflicicnlly notorious By his noble patron he 
was creiilcd Master of the Revels in Ireland ; and 
he built and became manager of the first regular 
pla’^hoiKe erected in Dublin. It stood in Wer- 
liiirgh Street, and its exhibitions commenced in 
1035 ' Ab( nit two years after it had o|)ened, we 
find Shu lev resident in the Irish capital Enjoying, 

’J'lie E.irl at MralTortle''' Itftfn, &.c \ol ii p 430 (Ap- 

IK'iiilix) 

' Oil the breaking nut of the icbcllioii, the the.itre in M'er- 
luiigh Street w .is eloseil , aiul Ogilby, alter exjienencing' va- 
iioiii iiiisfoituiie^, wiiliiliorv (o Eiiglaiii] In ICG'2, having' 
]ir(icureil from ( luirleb tlie sorond a renewal of the patent for 
IMasIcr 111 Ihelteiel', m trclaud.he rctiiriieil toDulilin.anil erect- 
ed hy suhic 1 iptuiii a theatieiii Smotk Alley, Mien called Orange 
street In Ih;!, part of the building iell cloaMi, dunnir the 
re[iu mentation of .i plaj, wjieii twoperson;- were killed, ami 
many sc^eicly wounded this accident put a slop, for a long 
time, to di.iinatu eiitertaiments m lliat kingdom, and Ogilby, 
in (hsuust at his lepcated losses .ind failures tiiially (|uiClcd it 
See lliteheock’s J/is/ J'nii a) llif lush >/(ii'i,iol i p la The 
rcmaiiuler of his life w as spent in London, whcie he died, 1076 
A list of the \olumes published by this ludustnous man, in 
.spite of the diflicnltu s with which he liail to struggle, may be 
found m Wood's Atli Own vol iii p 740 ot soq ed Bliss 
Ills jioetical jierforniaiices arc iiie.iii and prosiiic beyond ex- 
amjile, 1111(1 tlic name of Ogilby lias, not undeservedly, passed 

\or., I. c 
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It would ee^m, the favour of the Lord Deputy, he 
there employed himself on dramatic composition, 
and furnished several pieces (which will be pre- 
sently enumerated) for Ogilby’s theatrical com- 
pany. “In 1637/’ says Octavius Gilchrist, “ Shir- 
ley went to Ireland, under the patronage of George, 
Earl of Kildare, to whom he dedicated his Royal 
Master, and by whose induence that comedy had 
been acted in the castle at Dublin, before the Right 
Honourable the Lord Deputy Ilcve, 1 believe, 
the time of Shirley’s going to Ireland is rightly 
fixed For the assertion that he went thither 
under the patronage of the Earl of Kildare, Mr. 
Gilchrist had perhaps some authority with which 
I am unacquainted , but if it was nierelv founded 
on the following passage of the Dedication men- 
tioned by that gentleman, I must consider it as not 
fully warranted ■ “It was my hap[)Illes^, hL-ing a 
stranger in this kingdom, to kiss your Lordship’s 
hands, to which your nobleness and niyown ambi- 
tion encouraged nie.”-^ In a Prologue, written for 
Ogilby’s theatre, Shirley makes an evident allusion 
to himself: 

“ I’ll tell you what a poet says ; two year 

He has liv’d in Dublin ,”■* 

and the Dedication just cited, which was printed 

into a by-word for a bad translator Some of lus works, in 
which he is said to have been assisted by Shirley, will be after- 
wards noticed 

= Letter from Octmius Gikhnsl, in Wilson’s //ut. oj Merchant 
Taylors' School, Part ii. p 673 
Vol IV p J03 


^ Vol VI, p, 493 
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in 1638, informs us, that, certain affaifs requiring 
his presence at home, he was then on the eve of 
departure from Ireland. 

Before The Royal Master was licensed, it had 
been performed in Dublin, both at Ogilby’s theatre, 
and at the Castle in the presence of Lord Strafford. 
This comedy was entered in Sir Henry Herbert's 
Office-Book, April 23, 1638,’ and printed in the 
same year, (ten copies of commendatory verses 
being prelixed to it), As it teas Acted in the new 
Theater in Diddin and Tiefote the Thijht Honor- 
able the Lord Deputie of Ii eland, in the Castle. 

3'iie Duke’s Mistress, a tragedy, \>as licensed 
Jan 18, 1635-6,*' liv Sir Henry Herbert, v\ho has 
also registered that it was “ pKiyed at St. James 
the 22(1 of Feb ”* follow'ing It as given to the 
press 111 1638, As it was presented by her Alajes- 
ties Servants, At the jirivate House inDmry Lane, 

That The Doubtful Heir, a tragi-comedy, was 
first performed at the Dublin Theatre, with the 
title of Rosania or Love's 1 ictory,*^ appears by the 
Prologue [irinted among Shirley’s Poe.ms in 1646.® 
It \\as licensed as Rosania, June 1, 1640 and 
published (with fi\e other plays lu an octavo vo- 

Miilone's Shakespeare, (by Boswell) \ol in p 'J32 
" Malone’s .VtidAciprare, (by Boswell) \ ol in. p 232. 

' Malone's ShaKeipeate, (by Boswell) vol iii p 239 
" Malone, by an o\ crsight. incliiilcs Hoinnui, or Loi e ? Eli /orp, 
in a list of olil playt, w hich are not known to have been printed . 
Shakeiipcare, (by Boswell) %ol ii p, 430 
c Jscc vol 11 p 278 

' Malone’s Shakespeare (^by Boswell) vol in. p 232 



XXXVl 


SOME ACCOUNT OF 


lume^) in lj652, under the name of The Doubtful 
Heir, jIs it >was Acted at the private House in 
Black-Friers. 

St. Patrick for Ireland, of which no entry 
occurs in Sir Henry Herbert’s office- book, was 
written for, and performed at, the Dublin Theatre. 
In the title-page of the old copy, printed in 1640, 
it is termed The First Part, and though Shirley 
declares in the Prologue, 

First welcome this, you’ll grace our poet’s art, 

And give him courage for a second part,” 

and again in the Epilogue, 

“ Yet this IS but a part of what our Muse 

Intends, if the first birth you nobly use,” 

we do not find that he ever produced a continua- 
tion of this strange drama, A little volume, called 
A Select Collection of Old Plays, edited by Chet- 
wood, and published at Dublin in 1751 , contains a 
reprint of St Patrick for Iheland. 

The Constant Maid, not m the list of Shirley’s 
pieces licensed by the Master of the Revels, is 
supposed by Mr. Gifford to have been produced 
between the years 1636, and 1639, duringthe poet’s 
residence in Ireland. The first edition in 1640, 
makes no mention at what theatre it had been 
performed. In 1661, it was reprinted under the 
name of Love uill finde out the Way, An Excel- 

^ The (general title-page of the volume is tlalcd 1653 
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lent Comedy by T. As it was acted with great 
Applause, by her Majesties Servants,'at the Phcemx 
in Drury Lane This second edition was again 
put forth in 1C67, with the following new title- 
page, The Constant Maid: or. Love will Jinde out 
the Way. A Comedy, By J S. As it is now 
Acted at the new Playhouse called the Nursery, in 
Hatton- Garden . In 1744, it was inserted in the 
collection of Old Plays by Dodsley, wlio used the 
impression of 1661 ^ 

The H uMoKOUS Courtier, a comedy, is another 
of Shirley's unregistered dramas. Mr. Gifford 
a.s&igns its appearance on the stage to a date pre- 
vioii.s to the year 164(1, when it came from the 
press, As it hath been presented tciih good applause 
at the private house in Dniry Lane. 

The Aklauia, also unnoticed by Sir Henry 
Herbert, was limited in l()40, (liaMiig been doubt- 
less produced at an earlier period) as Acted by her 
Majesties Set rants at (he Phivnix in Drury Lane. 
In this Pastoral I he chief incidents of Sidney’s fa- 
mous romance arc not unskilfully dramatizeil, 

T II of wlioin I know nothing, appended to this comedy, 
the following 

Ejiiloguc. 

“ Through many hazards Loi e h ilh found a way 
For friends to meet , good omen to nurl’lay 
If love liatli ljuuighi \ou hither, gentlcinen, 

Love will find out the way to come agen , 

And we dare promise, if you relish these. 

Our loves shall find out other ways to please " 

* “ I can, ' he says, "give no account, cither of the .iiitlioi 
of this Jilay, nr when it was vviotc ’ vol xii p 96 



xxxvili SOME ACCOUNT OF 

Thk Gentleman of Venice, a tragi-comedy, 
was licensed’ October 30, 1639,^’ and printed in 
1655, as Presented at the Private house tn Salis- 
bury Court by her 3Tajesties Servants. 

St. Albans, a tragedy, and Looke to the Ladie, 
a comedy were entered, as Shirley’s, on the book 
of the Stationer’s Company in 1639 both have 
perished 

The Imposture was licensed Nov. 10, 1640,^ 
and printed in 1052, (with five other plays in an 
octavo volume)® /Is it teas Acted at the private 
House in Black Fryers This fine tragi- comedy 
seems, from the Prologue, to have been the tirst 
of Shirley’s productions after his return from 
Ireland, — 

"He has been stranger long to the English scene.” 

Mr. Gifl’ord observes that The Politician 
" does not appear to have been licenced by the 
Master of the Ke\els he thinks that it was pro- 
duced not later than 1639 , and that it may indeed 
have been lepresented while the poet was- in Ire- 
land. I feel eoiiMiiced, houever, that the fullonmg 
entry in Sir Henry Herbert’s office-book, relates 
to this tragedy , “ The Politique Father, May 26, 
1641 vve have already seen that Shirley’s 

M.ilonc’s Shakespiare, (by Boswell) vol in p 2;j'2 
** The Bwqraphia Dramatica, (ed .Jones), ivithout <uiy auUiu- 
nty, attributes to Shirley tlic lost play, called The General, 
for which he w'rotc a Prologue sec vol vi p. 495 
' IMalone’s Shakespeure, (by Boswell) vol. in p 2.12 

4'hc gencr.il title-page ot the volume is dated 1()5,{ 

'I M.iloiic’s ShiiLrspcarc, (hy Boswell) vol in p. 232 
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dramas were not always printed with •the names 
under which they had been licensed.’ The Poli- 
tician was given to the press in 1655, as Pre~ 
sented at Salisbury Court by her Majesties Servants. 

The Cardinal was licensed Nov. 25, 1641,^ 
and printed in 1652 (with five other plays in an 
octavo volume-) As it was acted at the private 
House in Black Fryers There can be little doubt 
that, while composing this tragedy, Shirley kept 
his eje on Webster's Dutchess of Malfy : the for- 
mer indeed contains no scenes or passages which 
can be pointed out as plagiarisms from the latter, 
yet the geneial resemblance between the two dra- 
m-as could scarcely have been accidental. Though 
The Cardinal is not characterised by the dark 
terrors, the profound pathos, and the intense passion 
of The Duchess of Malfy, it is a very powerful 
and alTectiiig play, and less olfensive to correct 
taste than its subliraer jirototypc It appears to 
me the mo'-t perfect of Shirley’s tragedies with the 
cxceplion of The Traitor, but some readers may 
peiha|)s prefer it to that earlier clVort of our poet, 
and agree with him in c.stecmmg it “ the best of 
his fleck Hart, the celebrated actor, laid the 
foundation of his fiime br performing, u hen a boy, 
the part of the Dutchess in The Cardinal.^ Pepys 
informs us that on October 2d 1662, he slipped 
into the Cockpit by a private door, uhen the King 

' lM.Uonc'8 Shakt'speare, (by Boswell) vol in p 
^ Tile f^cneiiil tillc-jiiige of the Aolume is il.ited 1013 
' See tlie Dedication jirefixeil to it , also the I’rologue. 

* Miiglil's I li.^loi IK Ilihli toiiiia, 10!)fi, p .1 
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and Queen* were there, to witness the representa- 
tion of this play ; and adds, with his usual discern- 
ment, nor is there any "real matter in it !”^ 

The Sisters was licensed April 26, 1642,^ by 
Sir Henry Herbert, whose duties were then draw- 
ing' to a close, and was first printed in l()5-2, (with 
five other plays in an octavo volume,') /is tf was 
Acted at the private House in Black Fryers. After 
^the Restoration, this tinstling comedy was revived 
The first ordinance of both Houses of Parliament 
for the suppression of stage ])laYs thronglioiit the 
kingdom was issued in September, ir)J‘2 Shiiloy, 
like the other dramatists of the dav, enlisted him- 
self on the side of monarchy. “ When the rebel- 
lion broke out,” says Wood, ‘‘ and he thereupon 
forced to leave London, and so conscfjucntly his 
wife and children, (who afterwards were jiiit to 
their shifts) he was invited by his most noble 
patron William, Earl (afterwards Marquevs and 
Duke) of Newcastle, to lake his for tune with him 
in the wars , for that Count had engaged him so' 
much by his generous liberality tow arils him, that 
he thought he could not do a worthier act, tliaii to 
serve him, and so coiistqiientlv his prince 4’o 
the munificence of the Duke of Newcastle, lien 
Jonson and other men of genius liad been deeply 
indebted as well as Shiiley, who appears to h.iie 


’ Diary, vol 1 I» ins, 4 III cd 

^ M, done's ShdKf'.pcnre, (by llos i%cll) \ol in p '2 i'J 
^ The genei.d tillo-pnge of tlie 'volinne i-. il.iled llin) 
Alh Oxan vol iii |» 737 cd Itliss 
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first courted his notice in 1638, by dedicating to 
him The I’raitor,'’ Every reader, has learned 
from the pages of Clarendon, how gallantly this 
nobleman exerted Jiimself in his sovereiffn ’s de- 
fence, till 1644, wlien, after the disastrous battle 
ofMarston Moor, he hastily withrlrew from Eng- 
land.^ Many years passed on the continent, amidst 
great privations, gave a keener relish to the tran- 
quil happiness which he enjoyed during the later 
portion of his life, in the splendid retirement of 
his hereditary (loiiiam. In the memoir of the Duke 

“ \'ol II p H*. 

* Tor Ins r.wli and precipitate (Ic])arture to the continent, the 
Dutilicss tluis accdurits — "Ilaiiiig nolliinf; left in his jioMcr 
to do Ills Majcst) .mv furtlici Service m ttiat kind , for he hud 
neither Ammunition, nor Mone\ to raise more rorccs, to keep 
either York, or any other Tow lhatwcie yet in Ins Majesties 
Devotion, well kiiowmjr that those which were left could not 
hold out and being also lo.ith to have asjiersions cast 

upon him, that he did sell (hem to the Eneiin , m C asc he could 
nut keep tlicin , he took a Kcsolutiun, and that justly and ho- 
nourahlv, to forsake the Kingdom , and to that end, went the 
ne\( morning to the I’rinee [Rupert] , and accpiainted him with 
his Design, desiring His Highness would be pleased to give 
this true and just Reijort of him to his Majeslv, 'I hat he had 
behaved himself like an honest man, a (lentleman, and a Loval 
iSubject A\'hicli request the I’riiice hav ing granted, my Lord 
took his leave , and being C'oiidiuted bj aTroop of Hoise, and 
a Troo]) of Dragoons to bcai borough went to sea, and took 
shipping lor Hamborougli ; the Gentry of the Country, who 
also came to take their leaves of My Lonl, being inucb trou- 
bled at Ills depaiturc, and speaking very honourably of him, as 
'.urcly they had no Reason to lire contrary " Li/t f>/ Ih'' Duke 
i<t p b’r, cri ICTb, -Ito. 
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written by his eccentric Dutchess, “the high-minded 
and affectionate partner of Ins varied fortunes, the 
name of Shirley does not once occur. 

According to Wood, “Shirley did much assist 
the Duke in the composure of certain plays, which 

^ Amidst all the absurdity, coarseness, and bad taste of the 
numerous folio volumes which this extraordinary woman pro- 
duced, we occasionally meet with original thoughts .mil plc.is- 
ing gleams of fancy. Tlie following lines in her Dmloi^ue 
hflwcen Mchuithobj and Mirth, were recently pointed nut to me, 
as a proof that she was endowed with true poetic feeling, by 
one, who IS himself the greatest of our living jioets 

” Tlic Tolling licll, which for tlic Dead rings out , 

A BIill, where rushing M'aters run about 

I dwell in Groves, that Gilt are with the Sun , 

Sit on the Banks, by which clear Waters run 
In Summers hot, down in a Shade 1 lye , 
l\Iy Musitk is the Buzzing of a Tlvc 

I walk in Meadows, where grows frcsli green grass , 

In Fields, where t orn is high, I often pass 
Walk up the Hills, wheie round I Prospects sec , 

Some brushy Woods, and some all Chamjiains be 

• *-*'St*X*jl.* 

In Winter cold, when Nipping Frosts come on, 

Then I do live in a small House alone. 

Which being Close and Little, makes it warm, 

No IVind, or Weather cold, can do it liarm 
Although 'tis pl.iin, yet cleanly 'tis within, 

Like to a Soul that s pure, and clear from Sin , 

And there I dwell in quiet and still Peace, 

Nor filld with Cares Jiow Riches to encreasc, 

I wish nor seek for vain and fruitless Pleasures , 

No Riches are, but what the l\lind intieasiircs 
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the Duke afterwards published.”-* The style of 
his Grace’s dramas'* would certainly have induced 
me to suspect the truth of this statement, if I had 
not discovered, that a drinking-song, which is 
inserted in the Duke’s comedy, called the Country 
Cajitatn;' is |)rinted among our author’s Poems 
“ After the King’s cause declined,’’ continues 
\Vood, “'Shirley retired obscurely to London, 
where among others of Ins noted friends, he found 
^J’homas Stanley, Esq who exhibited to him for the 
jiresent 'I'liis aniiaide scholar Mas the son of 
Sir Thomas Stanley, Kii and, about the period 
of our poet’s history now under consideration, he 
appears to ha\c been resident in the Middle Tem- 
jile. Having relinquished all other pursuits for those 
of literature, he applied himself to study with the 
assiduity of the Scaligors and his elegant taste 


Thus ,1111 I snlit.irv, live alone , 

Vet better lov il, the more that I am known 

Po(iii!i, o; Siienil in I'risi, Kc pp 11‘2, 

114, 1 r., third etl IGGS, ful 

J he cold-hearted Al alpolc, in hiS Iti'i/nl and Velde jtuthoii, 
has written iMth insullciable tli|>i)aiic\ concerning tins lady and 
her husband 

' Alli Oioii col 111 p 739-cd. Uliss 

' Coiinti ij ('iijiliunr, iim\ J'/ie t (im tic. (printed togclliei ) 1G49, 
l‘2nio Till Uninuioiih Iahi'ii, 1077, 4 to , The 'I nnmphanl 
ff iilon , 1077 , 4to 

' At the o[)eniiig at Act iv — “ Come, let us tliiow the dice, ' 
fee See sol vi p 4J;i 

•' y#//i (hull vul 111 p 7d7, c’ll ISliss 

' “Ncithei the eares noi eniieerns for liis f.iiiiih , noi the 
( aies^cs ,ind enderu incuts of a ytuiiig wile, eoiild |)rei ad with 
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and profound erudition have been manifested to the 
world by hrs Poems, his History of Philosophy, 
and his edition of JEschylus.^ The “ greatness 
and the number of the Favours," which he conferred 
on Shirley, are acknowledged in the Dedication 
prefixed to the Comedy of The Brothers '' 
Among the associates of Stanley, r>as his kinsman 
Edward Sherburne,' afterwards Lniglitcd byCliai les 
the Second ; and with this accomplished \ersifiLT, 
who possessed no despicable share of Icainmg, 
SJiirley was also on very friendly terms 

From his talents, as a dramatist, Shirley could 
reap no benefit in those gloomy and puritanic days , 
and, having a wife and family to maintain, he re- 
sumed the occupation, to winch two of Ins earlier 
years had been devoted “ Following Ins old 
trade,” says the Oxford antiijuarv, “ of teaching 
school, w'hich was mostly in the While-lriers, he 
not only gained a comfortable subsistence, - - - but 

him to internut his ordinary studii's, on vvbicli he was ohsii- 
nately bent " Account of tlie Life anil AViitmgs of Sl.uilcN, 
prefixed to his Ihslouj nf Vhdo\<)phy,c{\ 1743 

s Even if it be allowed that Stanley, in Ins edition of .•£ir/n//in, 
made a disingenuous use of the emendations of jircccding cntii 5 , 
(See Mus Cnt aol 11 p 488, cl sci] and Hloiiilield's PreJ ml 
Again p IX et sccj ed. IS^O), he is still entitled to the praise of 
great learning 

B V^ol 1 p 189 

’ Mr A Chalmers, by mistake, s.iys that Sherburne s inti- 
mate friend Stanley, was “father of the learned 'I’liomas Stan- 
ley, Esc] Life of Sit E ShirhuTnc, — Lnglish Ports, vol m 
p 604 
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educated many ingenious youths, who afterwards 
proved most eminent in divers faciiltjes.”- That 
he was fully competent to perform the duties of an 
instructor, is evinced liy his grammatical treatises, 
which will be presently noticed , and there is every 
reason to believe that he pursued this honourable 
employment, in easy though not atlluent circum- 
stances, till the termination of his life. 

A small octavo volume, eiililled Poe.ms &c. By 
Jamos Shirley Sine alttfua dementia nullus Phcebiis, 
issued from the pre.ss in Ibdb It consists of 
1 Verses o'l various subjects, 2 Narcissus, or The 
Self Lnver, 3 Seveial Prologues and Fijulogues, 
and 4 The Tram jih of Beauty Of the verses on 
\aiiaus subject', 'vliich occupy about Jialf of the 
volume, a lew had been jireviously prmtetl in the 
author’s jilays.' They .seem, for the most part, to 
iKne, been etbisions of his youth: the elegy “ Upon 
the death of King James”* was certainly written 
111 1G21, and to some of them, I a|)|)reheiid, 
dates coiisidei.iltly anterior to that e\eut may be 
a.ssigncd How ditrereiit was the .shape wdiich 
many of ihcm uore on their original production 
from lhat^\hlch they assumed w hen giicn to the 
public III this miscell.iiiY, 1 have shewn by copious 
extracts from one of Rawlinsoii’s iMSS in the 

“ Alh (hon \cil.iu ]j, "37 ed Uliss — He had an usher, a 
ScotLhm.iii, naiiK’d J)a\ iil Uliitfoid, by ivhoin Ogilby, about 
1C34, was taught tlie Gree’.. l.ingu.ig-e Id p “a'i 

' Sec tabic, A ol. \ I p 401 

* \'ol VI [) 443. 
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Bodleian Library, Oxford.^ These Verses are 
of very unequal merit; while some scarcely rise 
above mediocrity, others aie replete with fancy, 
grace, and tenderness. Narcissus, or The Self 
Lover, (which first appeared in 1G18 under a dif- 
ferent title) has been before noticed *’ The Tri- 
umph of Beauty, as il teas personated by some 
young gentlemen, for whom it was intended, at a 
private recreation, is a very spirited and elegant 
composition " To the volume just described seven 
poetical eulogies by Stanley, May, lic are prefixed. 

In order to procure a subsistence iliiring the 
silence of the stage, the jiersecuted actors had re- 
course to various expedients In 1 647, ten come- 
dians of note united in publishing those dramas of 
Beaumont and Fletcher, vvhich had till then re- 
mained 111 manuscript; and fortius collection, liicli 
came forth in folio, an address ‘‘ To the Reader,” 
was furnished by Shirley.*^ When \\c retlect how 

* See vol VI. ji 40.,, ct seij The same valuable S baa 
enabled me to lay before the reader f>everal pocma by Sliiilev, 
hitherto unprinled see \ol \i p 497'. and sec] 

® See p VI of this memoir 

' A dr.imaon the same subject by I'eele, called The Ariaign- 
'vient of Parn, «as acted before Queen Elizabeth by the children 
of her Chapel, and printed in 1584 see my cd. of I'ccle's 
W'dr/ii, vol 1 ]) 1 (1829 ) 

“ To Tin Rnui'ii 

" Poetry la tlie ehild of ii.iture, which, reg-ulated .ind made 
beautiful by art, presentetli the must harmonious of all other 
compositions, .among which (if we rightly consider) the 
dramatical is the most absolute, in regard ol those transcendent 
abilities which should wait upon the composer, who must 
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little is known concerning the illustrioijs pair, on 
whose genius he there bestows such a glowing 

have more tlmn the instruction of libraries (which of itself is 
but a cold contemiilative knowledge,) there being required in 
him a soul miraculously knowing and conversing with all 
mankind, emabling him to cvjiress not only the phlegm and 
folly ot thick skinned men, but the strength and maturity of 
tliewHC, the air anil insinuations of the com t, the discipline 
and resolution of the soldier, the iirtucs and passions of every 
noble (onditiori, nay, the counsels and characters of the greatest 
priiH cs 

" This, \ou Mill say, is a vast comprehension, and hath not 
liappciied 111 iii.mv .ige= lie it then reniembeied, to the glory 
ot out own, that all these are deinoiistiativ e ,mJ met in Beaii- 
iiioiit and lletcliei, wlioni but to uientinii is to throw ,i cloud 
iijjon .ill foiiner names, ,md benight posterity , this book being^ 
witlioiit ilatteiy, the greatest monument of the scene tint t.me 
and liiiiiianity have pioduced, .md must live, not only the 
crown ,iiid «ole icput.ition of our own, but tlie stain of all other 
n.itioiis 1111(1 l.iiiguage's • for, it may be boldly averred, not one 
iiulisi rction li.Uh branded this paper m all the lines, tins being 
the aulbentu wit tliat made Ulackln.irs an acade-niy, v\ here the 
three hours' speet.iclc, wliile Ucaumoiit and Tletclicr vv ere pre- 
sented, vveie usually of more .idv.int,igc to the hopeful young 
heir, than a custlv, daiigcious, foreign travel, with the assis- 
tance ot a governing Monsieur or &ii;iiiar to boot, and it 
camuit be denied but that the young spirits of the tunc, whose 
birtli and qu.ility made them iiiip.iticnt of the sourer ways of 
cduc.vticn, have, fioin the at'eiUive hearing these pieces, got 
ground ni point ot wit and carnage of the most severely-em- 
ployed students, while these lecrcations were digested into 
rules, and the very pleasure did edify How niiuiy passable 
discoursing dining wits stand yet in good credit upon the bare 
stock of two or three ot these single scenes ' 

“ And now, leadei, m this tragical age, where the theatre 
hath been so much out-acted, congratulate thy own happiness, 
that, in this silcnee of the stage, thou hast a liberty to read 
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panegyriq,, and that he had enjoyed tlic intimate 
acquaintance of Fletcher, we cannot but regret 

these inimitnhle plays, to dwell ami converse in these immor- 
tal groies which were only shewed our fathers in a conjiiring- 
glass, as suddenly removed as represented, the landscape is 
now brought home by this optic, and the press, thought too 
pregnant before, sbrill be now looked upon as greatest bene- 
factor to Englishmen, that must acknowledge all the feluity 
ot wit and words to this dentation 

" You may here find passions raised to that excellent piteli, 
and by siicb insinuating degrees, that yon shall not cboose but 
consent, and go along with them, hnilinn yourself at last 
grown insensibly the very s.ime person you read, and then 
stand admiring the subtle tracts of your engagement Fall 
on a scene of lote, and you will never believe the writers 
could liav c the le.ist room le<^t in their souls for another (i.ission , 
peruse a scene of manly rage, and you would swear they caniint 
be expressed by the same hand^ , but both aie so cxcelleiillv 
wrought, you must confess none but the same hands could 
vvoik them 

" Would thy iiiclancholy have a cure’ thou shall laugh at 
Democritus hinistlf, and, but reading one piece of tins comic 
variety, find tby exalted fancy m Elysium, and, when thou ait 
sick of this cure, (for the excess of delight m.iy too imuli dilate 
tliy soul) thou shall meet .ilmost m cveiy leaf a soft jiurlmg 
passion or spimg ot sorrow, so powerfully wrought high Ijv 
the tears of innocence and wronged lovers, it shall persuade 
thv eyes to weep into the stieam, and vet smile when they 
contribute to their own ruins 

“ Infinitely more might be said of these rare copies , but let 
the ingenuous reader jieruse them, and he will hud them so 
able to speak their own worth, that they need not come into 
the world with a trumpet, since any one of these meoinparahle 
pieces, well understood, will prove a preface to the rest , and 
if the reader can taste the best wit ever trod our English stage, 
he will be forced himself to become a breathing panegyric to 
them all 
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that his characteristic modesty should have de- 
terred him from becoming their biographer ; “ he 
must be a bold man,” says our too dithdent 
poet, “ that dares undertake to write their lives.” 
To the same collection he also contributed a 
short copy of encomiastic verses, in which he pre- 
dicted the speedy return of Charles to the throne, 
— a vain prophecy ! for be was soon to witness 
the murder of the king, and the triumph of 
Puritanism 

Vu AD Latinam Linovam Compi.anata, The 

" Not to detain or iirejiare tliee longer, be as capricious 
and sK'k-br.unrd as ignorance and malice c.in make thee, here 
thou art rectified , or be as healthful as the inward calm of an 
honest heart, learning, and temper can state thy disposition, 
yet this hook may be thy fortunate concernment and coin- 
jianion 

It IS not so remote in time but very many gentlemen may 
remember these authors , and some, f.innhar in their contersa- 
tion, deliver them upon every ple.is.mt occasion so fluent, to 
talk a comedy. He must be a bold man that dares undertake 
to write their h\es wh.it I h.ive to say is, we have the 
precious lein.iiiis, and as the wisest contemporaries acknow- 
ledge they liM’d a miracle, I am very conhdent this volume 
cannot die without one. 

" ^\'hal more specially concern [s] these authors and their 
works, IS told thee hj another li.md, in the following Epistle of 
ihe fetatioiu'r to the Headers 

“Farewell read and lear not thine own understnnrhng , 
this book will create a clear one in thee and when thou hast 
considered thy purchase, thou wilt call the puce of it a charity 
to thyself, and, at the siimc time, lorgivc 

" Thy friend, 

“ And these Authors’ humble admirer, 

“ Ja Shirley “ 
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TVay made jilatn to the Latine Tongue. The Rules 
composed in English and Latine Verse : Fur the 
greater Delight and Benefit of Learners. By 
James Shirley Ai'ia Pieridum peragro loca. Luo et. 
1649. \2mo pp 125, was his first publicalion in 
the eapiicity of school -master This useful little 
treatise is dedicated, in what Wood justly calls 
” fine language,” to William Herbert, son of 
Philip Lord Herbert and is recommended to the 

9 " To the most hopeful pledge of Honor, Willum Ilerbei t, 
Son to the Ilight Honorable IMiilij) Lord Ilerbei t 
Sir, 

At tins time, the picss doth almost groan with the 
burden of new Grammars, by which, some ould proidietically 
imply the decay of Learning, as if the root iiiid foundation of 
art stood in need of warmth and repaiation if I were guilty 
of this belief, I am not so old in practice, to forget how much 
unworthy I am, to ap|)ly po such public necessity It shall be 
happiness enough to me, il while jour years are lit fur jiriiici- 
plesof this nature, this Look be not thought iiinvorthy of yuui 
shade and protection 

I dare not be so bold to iirescnbe it to your particular use, 
others haung more woithily the honour to be eni|doyed in 
youi education, but, if with their jiidgineiU, it may be admit- 
ted to your reading, 1 am \ery coiihdciit, it will much faeiht.ite 
your progress, and make the way short and pleasant, il you 
walk by rules to the Latin tongue 

It remains, that I wish you lu.iy grow' up the great example 
of true nobility you cannot but raise our exjic’ctaLion, while 
you are remembered flic son of youi most nobly act oinplished 
father, descended from your yet flourishing grandfather, whose 
name is worthily aflixed a jialron to more generous wit than 
our nation must hope to see again in all future ages 

Nor can the glory of your great uncle, William Earl of 
Pembroke (the ornament of the court and kingdom) and the 
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world by nine pieces of verse from. the pens of 
various friends. A single couplet will auHice as a 
specimen of its poetry : 

“ In di, do, dum, the Gerunds chime and close , 

Uni the hrst Supine, u the latter shews ’’ p 117. 

Such were now the labours of Shirley’s Muse ! but 
be it remembered that Milton stooped his mighty 
mind to tile voluntary composition of a book for 
children.^ 

The S IX New Playes, v/j:. The Brothers, The 
St<iters, The Bouhtfull Heir, The Imposture, The 
Cardinal, and The Court Secret, which Shirley 
printed in 1053'^ have been already separately 

CM ei -c cluhratccl name of Sidney, whose blood is warm in your 
\eius, be out of your eyo .md imitation their fames I look 
upon as an unmortal Ireasuiy, loft by tliem, who had merited 
for nioictlian thernseh es, and mi‘;hl, from their supernume- 
rary virtues, spare enouiih to indulge posterity. 

lint let their characters be the argument of a more able 
pen 1 rituiii to my first ambition, that these papers, dedicate 
to your name, may owe then Inst light ami life to the influence 
of your morimig, so the world shall rc.id, to the happy pi esage 
of your great n ime, tliat you disdained not to begin to learn, 
and to lie a JLi'ceiias, together, while I (encourat^ed by youi 
virtue, to lay this first public sacrifice upon your virgin altar) 
am but the more engaged to profess myself, 

■‘ur, 

Tlie most humble and faithful lionourcr 
of yuiir family, 

JvMFS blllBLEY.’’ 

' Accedence commeiic't Giainmat, 1069, 1‘imo 
“ The title-pages of the other plays in this volume bear 
date , that of the Coint Aeircf, 16.5.1 
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considered, .with the exception of the last. The 
Court Secret, was Never Acted, But prepared for 
the Scene, at Blackfners ; and the well-written 
Dedication prefixed to it, informs us : “it happened 
to receive birth when the stage was interdicted, 
and wanted that public seal which other composi- 
tions enjoyed ; though it hath been read and honour- 
ed with the allowance of some men, whose opinion 
was as acceptable to me, as the vote of a smiling 
theatre.” According to Langbaine, this tragi- 
comedy was performed, within his recollection, at 
the King’s House, 

Cupid and Death. A Masque As it was Pre- 
sented before his Excellencie, the Embassailour of 
Portugal, Upon the 26 of March 1653, was given 
to the press during the same year. This very 
beautiful piece, founded on the fable of Cupid and 
Death exchanging weapons, was reprinted in 1659. 

The Gentleman of Venice, and The Politi- 
cian, already more particularly noticed, were pub- 
lished in 1655. 

Filh T)i Sciro. Or Phillts of Scyros. An Ex- 
cellent Paslorall. Written in Italian by C. Gui- 
dubaldo de' Bonarelli. And Translated into En- 
glish, by J. S. Gent., 1655. 4to., is a very indiffe- 
rent version of a most tedious drama ; and as it 
has been ascribed to our poet solely from the 
initial letters on the title-page,! have not admitted 
it into the present collection. 

The Rudiments op Grammar. The Rules com- 
posed in English Verse, For the greater Benefit 
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and delight of young beginners, by James Shirley, 
l2ino. pp. 9i, appeared in 1656. 

In 1659 Shirley published together, in a small 
octavo volume, Honoria and Mammon, and The 
Contention of Ajax and Ulysses for the ar- 
mour OF Achilles. The former piece, founded 
on his own interlude called The Contention of 
Honour and Riches, seems never to have been 
designed for the stage, and closed, as he tells us, 
the list of his dramatic productions : “ it is now 
made public to satisfy the importunity of my 
friends: I will only add it is like to be the last, 
for in myresohe, nothing of this nature shall, after 
this, engage either my pen or invention.” For 
The Contention of Ajax and Ulysses, which 
was ?wbly represented by young Gentlemen of 
guahty, at a private entertainment of some persons 
of honour, he is not only greatly indebted to Ovid, 
but also owes considerable obligations to Hey wood, 
who had treated the same subject in the First 
Part of The Iron Age:^ When the writings of 
Shirley had fallen into oblivion, the grand and 
solemn stanzas at the conclusion of his last-men- 
tioned piece, were printed as Butler’s, in a volume 
of that poet's Posthumous IVorks, and entitled 
“ A thought upon death, after hearing of the 
murder of Charles 1st. !” * 

* Actv Heywooil's Iron Age was not printed till but 

bad been acted at <1 niucli earlier period 

* Charles the Second used to ha^e this dirge sung to him ; 
sec note, vol 1 1. p. 3!)7 Zouch, without citing any authority 
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MANDuc'no : or a hading of Children by the 
Sand Through the Principles of Grammar, The 
second edition enlarged. By Ja: Shirley. 12mo. 
pp. 243, came from the press in 1600.’ 

Andromana : or The Merchant' s Wife. The 
Secene Iberia. By J S 1660, 4to. has been attri- 
buted to Shirley, though it bears not the slightest 
resemblance, in diction, thought, or versification, 
to his acknowledged dramas This wretched 
tragedy is reprinted, with all the blunders of the 
original 4to , in Dodsley’s Old Plays, 1744, and 
in Reed’s edition of that collection, 1780 • I need 
scarcely add that it forms no portion of the present 
work 

The Restoration of Charles the Second does 
not appear to have bettered, in any respect, the 
condition of Shirley ' On the opening of the 

for the tniecclote, obsers cs, “ Oliver Cromwell is said, on the re- 
cital of it [the dirg-e], to have been seiiCcd nitli gre.it terror, ,ind 
agitation of niiinl.” Note on Walton's Liiti, jj ^42 ed I.S07 
' An Eshay ToiLarih an Unnctsal and llaliuiial (tinmmar , 
Together iLiili Rulei for Lcai ning Latin ill Ltighsli / t-iir runnnbj 
composed by Mi Shirtey, tin Lest Diumaln Pod in bis Time To 
which u annexed SfL. For the Use of Prince M'lUiam [Jly Jeiikin 
Thomas Phillipps] 8vo was published in 17'26 

® See an article (written I believe by Mr O. Gilclirist) on 
Jones’s cd of the Bmciraphia Diamatn a Quail Rtucu vol \ii 
p 290 1 am surprised to find so acute a critic as Dr b’arniei 

attributing Andromana to Shirley, in his Essay on the Leainiiia n/ 
Shakespeare his recollections of it amounted, perhaps, to little 
more tlian that the initials “ J S " were on the title-page 
i “ After his majesty's return to his kingdom, several of Ins 
plays which he before had made were acted with good ap- 
plause, hut what oflice or employment he had cgnferr'd u])on 
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theatres, wliicli were eagerly attended by the people, 
several of his pieces were revived with success , 
but his declared resolution® of never again at- 
tempting dramatic poetry, was not to be shaken. 
He continued to earn a livelihood by teaching his 
little school ; while a degenerate race of play- 
wrights arose, to delight with bombast and ob- 
scenity a tasteless and licentious age.^ 

Our author, says Wood, was a drudge for 
John Ogdby iii lies translation of Homer’s Iliads 
and Od ysses, and some of Virgil’s works, into 
English verse, with the writing of annotations 
on them and though the indefatigable rhymer 
who put forth those ponderous tomes makes 

him after all In-. -lUfll'rings, 1 cannot justly tell " ^Voo(i s Alh 
Oioii \ol 111 ji i-'il Bliss 
” See () liii ot tin-. ^IcMiioii 

-9 Three of Dryiloii's plays were acleil before Miirley s death, 
The IVdd (lalhtnt, The Rnal L<iiht\, .mil The Indutn LmperoT . — 
Coiiccimiig Diydon's contemjiorary, Nat Lec, the folluAving 
memoianduui is written m an old hand on .v copy ot L.\ngbaine’s 
Account oj iltc Ijiyli I UniDKilK I'oct^ in my possession “ l ie 
heard from y' Attuis he M.is a well-looking' nun, and had a 
bcautilul head of li.iir he died in y' street, not murder'd, but 
thro inconsidei ateness, luuiiig drank excessiiely hard when 
he was m ,i milk diet, uhicli ivas ordered m liujies to restore 
his intellectuals lie acted only lou parts as Otway did " 

J he ‘ beautiful head of liair” is \cry conspicuous lu a line 
jiortr.iit of Lee, now in ]\Ir ISIuttlicw s's galleiy al lligligate 
' Ath Oroa. iol iii ji 7;1<1 eil Uliss — 'I lie lirst edition of 
Ogilby s J cTf’il, an octa^o \olume without nnnolations, np- 
jieared in Ifilp and ciil.irgcd edil'ons of it were printed in folio, 
16r>4, 10()8 his Ilwd Was published in IGGO, his Odystey in 
1065, both in folio 



Ivi SOME ACCOUNT OF 

no allusion to such assistance, the statement of 
Wood is most probably correct. That Shirley 
and Ogilby were m habits of intercourse at Dublin, 
has been already shown , and it is certain that 
their acquaintance ripened into friendship with the 
lapse of years * 

In “ The Scession of the Poets, to the Tune of 
Cook Laurel” [Cock Lorell], printed among Poems 
on yiffairs of Slate;^ are the following passages ; 

“ Old Shirley stood up, and made an Evcusc, 
Because many young Men before him were got ; 
Hevow’d he liad switcli’d and spiir-gall’d his Muse, 
Blit still the dull Jade kept to her old Trot. 

Ned Howard, in whom great Nature is foniid, 

Tho’ never took notice of till that Day, 
Impatiently sat till it came to his Round, 

Then rose and commended the Plot of his Play. 

Such Arrogance made Apollo stark mad , 

But Shirley endeavour’d to appease his Cholei , 
By owning the Play, and swearing the Lad 
Jn Poetry was a very perl Scholar.” 

The last stanza I am unable to illustrate, havin'^ 
never elsewhere discovered any mention of our 
author in connection with Edward Howard. This 

^ See the lines by Shirley, vol vi p. .'513, and those by 
Ogilby, among the Coniinendatory Verses on Shirley in vol i 
* Vol 1 p 206, C(J. 1703 
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Honourable scribbler wrote various plays, of which 
four^ are extant , but in these, assuredly, there is not 
a sirif^Ie scene that Shirley would have “owned.” 
The occasional strokes of satire on his vanity as a 
dramatist in The Rehearsal, and the bitter verses 
’in which Dorset, and other wits of the time, assailed 
his heroic poem, The British Princes, have pre- 
served the name of Howard from utter oblivion. 

The principal facts in the preceding pages of 
this imperfect essay are gathered from the valuable 
work of Wood ; and had it not been for his curious 
researches, ive should have possessed no memorial 
of the calamitous event which terminated our poet’s 
existence. “ At length,” he relates, “ after Mr. 
Shirley had lived .... '’in various conditions, 
and had seen much of the world, he with his second 
wife Frances were driven by the dismal conflagra- 
tion that happened in London an. 1666, from their 
habitation near to Fleet-Street, into the parish of 
S Giles’s ill the Fields in Middlesex, where being 
in a manner overcome with affriglitments, discon- 
solations, and other miseries, occasion’d by that 
fire and their losses, they both died within the com- 
pass of a natural day: whereupon their bodies 
were buried in one grave in the yard belonging to 
the said church of S, Giles’s, on the 29lh of Octob. 

* The Usurper, IfiGS , The Six Days Adveiilure, The 

Wumeii’s Cornpicst, IG/l, unci The Man of Newmarket, 1678, nil 
in 4to of Ins oilier plays the ii.imcs only rtmaiii. 

® The words omitted in this quotation are " to the dg-e of 
7'i years at least " Wood did not know the date of bhirley'a 
birth 
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in sixteen ' luindred sixty and si.v.”^ Shirley de- 
ceased at the coramencement of his seventy-first 
year. 

Of his personal apjjcarance, the portraiL*^ in the 
Bodleian Gallery, Oxford, conveys a very distinct 
idea it is doubtless authentic, and has been faith- 
fully copied for the present work. To the blame- 
less tenour of his life there is abiiiuhint contempo- 
rary testimony gentle, modest, and full of sensi- 

Alh Oion 111 j) 7-tO C(1 Itliss — I copied thcfolli)\\- 
ing entry frcmi the Rcgiater of llun.ils liclonging to St (iiks's 
Church 

'' Octoljci , l6Ch 
f Mr James Sherlcy, 

1 Mirs ffraunccb Sherlcy his uilc '' 

" The jiaintcr's name unknown There are two old eiigi.iM'd 
portraits of Shirley The earliest, a >cry jioor pcrfoi inaiuc, 
representing him in a gown and hand, ii prelKed to his Paniii, 
1646 below It are these lines 

“ Here iummuin vali'in Shiilcium }>inf:it 
Sotem sir TeddU tlcl/dvi iinihra muni 
At ii naliiil fulgeiiliiii litu itdebis. 

Exhibit en proyiut pirta TabeUa viiiiiii ” 
and after them, “ 11 Mardtall sculpsit, 1640 ' Tlic otlier, a host 
of the poet With his armorial bearings, and by no means con- 
temptible as a work of art, is jirchxed to IJii/ioria and Mumiiinn, 
&c 16 t 9, (not to All New Vlaije-,, lO'iS, as Grainger say-,, 
Biog Hist of England, \o\ i P ii p 491 ) below it is inscrdicd 
" Jacobus .Shirhcus (I Pliuiih janx II Guijwoijd,JrLil 105S ’ 
this engraving bears .such a resemblance to the llodleian jior- 
trait, that I used to consider it as a copy of that picture, with 
certain alterations and omissions , but Mr. Lupton wlio en- 
graved the latter for the present loluincs inclines toadiHereiit 
opinion. 

® See Commendatoiy Verses addressed to Shiiley, vol. i 
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bility, he seems to have conciliated the affection of 
all his associates. 

His orphan children were most probably thrown 
destitute on the world. The situation of Butler in 
Fiirnivals Inn, was occupied by one of his sons, 
in the time of Wood ’ 

According to Langbaine, Shirley left behind him 
several plays in manuscript. The Double False- 
hood, which Theobald published in 1728, is sup- 
posed by Dr. Farmer to have been one of these , 
and internal evidence corroborates hi.s conjecture “ 
If a copy of this tragi-comcdy could have been 
procured, exhibiting the author’s genuine text, I 
should have included it in the present volumes ; 
but unfortunately the Double Falsehood only ex- 
ists as Revised and adapted to the Stage by Mr. 
Theobald.'' 


' See f) I (note) of this Memoir 

^ In Ins I.'ssay on the I.iarniii^ of Fikakfiprui e .iiid see Quart 
vii [) 5^10 

’ Jiouhle haUthood, or, the Ihstrost Lovei A Plrni, A\ it n 
Ailed at the Thiatie Royal in Drim/ Lam Ifnlhii orii'iiialli/ bi/ 
/r Sh(ikc\pearc , .Rid now Rimed and Adiijitcd to the Sto,;e By 
Mr Thiohuld, the author of Shake'.peari Ruhn d, 172S,S\i) 

Theobald possessed more than one M53 copy of tins tragi- 
comedy, i^hich IS loimdcd on the story of Canlenio in Don 
Quixote lie chose to attribute it to tihakespcare, (as perhaps 
the title-page bore an abbreviation of the author’s name "Sh ") 
but his eiieiiiic.s, (jiaying him a compliment which they did 
not intend) allected to think it bis own composition It con- 
tains several pietty passages, c g 

'' Strike up, my masieis, 

But touch the stiings with a icligioiis ^oftllcss , 
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The few' revivals of our author’s plays on the 
stage, from the period of his decease to the pre- 
sent time, have been already enumerated. 

Teach sound to languish through the night’s dull ear, 

Till Melancholy start from her lazy couch. 

And carelessness grow convert to attention 

Act I sc 111 

“ The voice of parents is the voice of gods. 

For to their children they are Heaieii’s lieutenants , 

Made fathers, not for common uses merely 

Of procreation, (beasts and birds would be 

As noble then as we are) but to steer 

The wanton freight of youth through storms and dangers. 

Which with full sails they bear upon , and straiten 

The moral line of life they bend so often 

For these are we made fathers , and for these 

May challenge duty on our children’s part 

Obedience is the sacrifice of angels, 

Whose form you carry ’ Act V Sc ii. 

" When lovers swear true faith, the listening angels 
Stand on the golden battlements of Heaven, 

And waft their vows to the eterutil throne.” 

Ibid 

The first of these passages being much admired, Theobald 
was vain enough to declare that it was the only one throughout 
the whole play which he had written ' In Marlinui Stnblrrut 
Htpi HaBovg, or the Art of Sinking in Poetry, some lines from the 
Double Falsehood arc most unjustly ridiculed. It was acted 
with success at Drury Lane Theatre in 172H, and revived at 
Covent-Garden Theatre in 1767. 

Theobald was the only person of his time who had stu- 
died the early English writers with attention, and his exjio- 
sure of the errors which Pope bad committed as an editor of 
Shakespeare, made him the original hero of the Duntiad 
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That a deadly blight was cast on the literary 
reputation of Shirley in 1682, by the following 
passages of Mac Flecknoe, cannot be questioned , 
the critical decisions of Dryden, however unjust, 
had no slight influence on the public mind 

“ Hey wood and Shirley were but types of thee, 
Thou last great prophet of tautology.” 
******* 

“ Now Empress Fame had publish’d the renow’n 
Of Shad well's coronation through the town: 
Rous’d by report of fame, the nations meet, 
From near Bunhill, and distant Watling-street. 
No Persian carpets spread the imperial way, 
But scatter’d limbs of mangled poets lay ; 

From dusty shops neglected authors come. 
Martyrs of pies * * * * 

Much Hey wood, Shirley, Ogilby there lay, 

But loads of J3liadwell almost chok’d the way ” 

He possessed no ordinary kno>sledge of Greek literature, in 
which Pope and his coterie were limentably deficient. To the 
first volume of Jortin’s MuLclluneoui Ohserratiom, 1731, he con- 
tributed several pajiers, signed L T , on passages of Eustathius, 
Athcnieus, Suidas, Strabo, Anacreon, and ./Eschylus , and he 
published translations of the Ltcilra and CEdipus Tyrannus of 
Sophocles, and the Plutus and Cloudii of Aristophanes. 

* “ The Commendations which you give me,” writes Dennis 
to Dryden in 1693, exceedingly sooth my V'anity For you 
with a breath can be.stow or conhrm Reputation - a whole 
Numberless People Proclaims the praise which you give, and 
the Judgmenta of three mighty Kingdoms appear to depend 
upon yours " Lctteis upon several Occasions, Sic Published by Mr, 
Denni’i, 1696, p 51 
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“ Mr. Langbaine,’’ says Gildon, writing in 
1698/’ “gives him [Shirley] no small Praise, and 
indeed he does to most of the indifferent Poets, bo 
that shou’d a Stranger to our Poets read him, they 
wou’d make an odd Collection of our English Wri- 
ters, for they would be sure to take Hey wood, 
Shirley, and leave Dryden," &c. 

About the commencement of the eighteenth cen- 
tury, a poetaster, named Robert Gould, thus ex- 
pressed the contempt, which was then generally 
felt for our author’s works : 

“ Think, ye vain scribbling tribe of Shirley’s fate, 
You that write farce, and you that farce translate , 
Shirley, the scandal of the ancient stage, 

Shirley, the very Durfey of his aye , 

Think how he lies in Ducklane shops forlorn. 

And never mention’d but with utmost scorn : 
Think that the end of all \our boasted skill, 

As I presume to prophecy it will 
Justly, — for many of you write as ill ' 


* Livei and Character'i of the Unglish Dram Pueti, p 131 
Langbaine liad described Shirley <w " One of such Incompa- 
rable parts, that he was the Cliicf of the Second-rate Poets , 
and by some has been thought even equal to Fletcher him- 
self’ — Account of the English Dram. Poets, p 474, cd 1C91 
® The Flay House, a Satire, — Poetical Works of Robert Gould, 
vol. 11 p 946, ed. 1709 
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■ 

Shirley’s facility in composition is proved by the 
number of his plays , and doubtless they would 
have swelled into an ampler catalogue, had not the 
antipoetic spirit of Puritanism suppressed thestage, 
while the vigour of liis genius was yet unimpaired. 
No single w’liter, among the early English dra- 
matists, with the exception of Shakespeare, lias 
bequeathed so many regular five-act pieces to 
posterity ' 

Ills predecessors and contemporarie.s v\ere 
insually indebted for their materials to novelists and 
histuiians, wliose narratives they sometimes fol- 
lowed with a strange servility But Shirley draws 
largely on his own invention for his plots : we 
recognize few borrow'ed incidents througliout Ins 
numerous plays ; and it is remarkable that not one 
of them (unless we can except St Patrick for 
Ireland) has its foundation on British History, the 
exhaustless mine from which so many of our early 
dramatists derived their subjects. 

His line moral feeling rejected those unhallowed 
themes, on whichsomeof hi« coiitcinporanes biddly 
ventured he olTeiids us by no glowing pictures of 

' Thirty-tliree rcg-ular dnuiuis by Shirley .irc printed in the 
jircseiit work Shakespe.iic’s |)l.iys, it wa include among them 
Pcnclci, Titiii, jindronu us, niid Hciiiy the Su th. Part I .ire thirtj - 
seven in numher Ileywond vi.is the most loliiininous draiii.itic 
Writer this country ever produced “ This Tr.igi-Coiiiedy," says 
he. 111 an Addrets to the Header, before The Pnylislt Traieller, 
1633, “ being one reserved luiiongsl two hundred .iiid twenty, 
HI winch 1 have had either an entire hand, or at the le.ist a iiiaine 
Jinger, ’ fii.c but only twenty-three of them remain 

“ See Ford s ' J'lf Pity tShi s a If hoi e, Illassinger's I'liiiatiiial 
t (DiihnI, _ •> 
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incestuous love. His writings are soiled, in a eer- 
tain degree, by gross and immodest allusions , but 
whoever is conversant with our ancient drama will 
admit that the Muse of Shirley is comparatively 
chaste. 

In the present volumes we meet with occasional 
recollections of Ben Jonson, and with one character^ 
of an abstract and artificial nature drawn in express 
imitation of the great painter of humours , but the 
general manner of Shirley is altogether different 
from that of Jonson, whom, nevertheless, he has 
termed his “ acknowledged master.”^ Beaumont 
and Fletcher are the poets, whom he chiefly resem- 
bles, and for whom he almost seems to claim a 
superiority to Shakespeare, in tlie enthusiastic 
language of the Preface, which he furnished for 
their works. ^ 

Most of his plays are tragi-comedies, — now 
sprightly and broadly humorous, now serious and 
solemn. The happiest effort.s of his genius will 
perhaps be found in the tragic portions of these 
variegated dramas . they contain many a scene 
of elegant teriderne.ss, of deep and ijuiet pathos ; 
and express the feelings of honour, love, and friend- 
ship, m their highest fervour and refinement. 

From the opinion of those critics, who consider 
that he has been unsiicces.sful in all Ins tragedies, 
I must be allowed to dissent. Not to mention The 
Cardinal — had they forgotten, or did they overlook 

® Sir Solitary Plot in The Example 

^ Dedication of The Gkatlfui, StavAvr, vol ii, [i 

* See p xlvi jif this Memoir 
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The Traitor, a drama full of ten or and of pity, 
powerful botli in conception and in exdcution'? I 
cannot think that it siilfers by comparison with 
any piece of the kind produced dmin2;Sliirley’s long 
career and, assuredly, since his decease, no tra- 
gc'tly of C(jiial cvcelleiicc has graced the British 
stage. 

Of pure comedy'’ Ins Lady of Pccasvre and 
Ih DE Park arc finished specimens; replete with 
airy, s|)arKliiig nit, with i(naiiit and joyous humour. 

Though he ncca'^ionallv fails in iiivin;; vitjour 
and indiMdualitv to Ins characters, the Dramatis 
PcTsoiue of hi» best productions are strongly 
diawn and clearly discriminated. In the extrica- 
tion of the fable lie sometimes betrays carelessness 
and ha.sle ; but Ins plots are generally conducted 
with admirable art and ludgment. 

IIc abouiul.s in lirilliant lliouglits, in noble and 
majestic seiitimciit.s, yet exhibits little of profound 
reflexion Ills iinagmation seldom takes a lofty 
flight ; he loves to crond Ins dramas n ith events 
of romantic Ijeauty, but be shews no fondness for 
llic ideal xvoild, its gliosts, and magic wonders.* 


- “ 1 lU) nut linil but ibc luglicst ul ourEnglibh '1 r.i^eilics, as 
( .iI'liIhu'j JlioMnul s J , Itollo, Tin ChhIdiiiI ninl Tmi/toij" 

I’rcf.ici' tu If’umi ii\ Ouuyuol, lOTl, a I'oniedj by the 
lion Kdn.ird Howard 

^ The (it.tirsii n is another of his lit chest plaj s , but it h.xa 
.1 slight mixture of the tragic 

* 111 only one of his plays, Sr rriiucK nm Iiir lavh, is 
supernatural agency cinplojcd , and in not one of iliem does a 
voi. I. e 
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His faiicy was exuberant His scenes are rich 
in delicate imagery, and picturesque similies ; and 
even on those plays, where character is somewhat 
faintly delineated, his eloquent and softly-coloured 
dialogue bestows a charm 


ghost iniike its appearance Suth personages as Ilonoui, 
Riches, Death, Nature, Irene, Diclie, \.c in Ins iiiasipies anil 
interludes, cannot he adduced to di^proie the alioie rcmaik 


Corrigendum, p \ 1 2G. 

Instead of " A Droll by Kirkinan formed from tins comcili," 
&c. lead A Droll formed from this comedy, .iiid entitled Jtn- 
kinsLoi'e-courjt and Rcramiutuhtiii, was printed by Kirkuiaii, ' &c, 
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To HIS Learned and much Respected Friend, 
Mr James Shiki.ey, upon his WEDDING. 

An enforc’d rapture, and high-swelling' phrase 
Doth oiilv gaudy ignorance amaze ; 

Conceits, that yield piJicious writers glory, 

Enrich the beauty of thy comic story , 

Lo\e’s passion in smooth numbers is descried, 
Such as becomes the softness of a bride. 

I want a poet’s airy soul to give 

Due praises to thy lines, winch shall outlive 

The critic’s spleen, the atheist’s impious jest, 

A modest pen becomes the Muses best; 

And such is thine, as thy fair Wedding shows; 
Who crowns thee not, a debt to knowledge owes. 

Edmond Colles. 

To HIS Worthy Friend Mr. Shirley, upon his 
Nuptial Comedy. [The WEDDING ] 

Is Beaumont dead^ or slept he all this while. 

To teach the world the want of his smooth style 1 
If lie he dead, that part of him divine, 

By transmigration of his soul, is thine : 
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High is ihy fancy, yet thy strain so sweet, 

Death would be lov’d in such a winding-sheet. 
This Wedding needs no offering, and thy worth 
Is above flattery, to set thee forth , 

From whose rich Muse thus Wedded, we shall see 
Many fair children born to Poesy. 

Robert Harvey. 

To MY Deserving Friend Mr. James Shirley, 
UPON Hia Comedy, the WEDDING 

Thou need’st not, friend, that any man for thee 
Should to the world put in security. 

Thy comedy is good ; 'twill pass alone, 

And fair enough without these ribbands shown 
Upon the forehead on't. If high-rais’d passion, 
Temper’d with harmless mirth, in suchsw cctrH«sliion 
And vvith such harmony, as mav invite 
T«o faculties of .soul and both delight, 

Deserve an approbation, in mine eye 
Such in just value is this Comedy. 

Tho. May ‘ 

' Thomas May ] Son of Thomas May, (who purchased the 
manor of Mayfield Place in Sussex, and was knighted in 1C03) 
■was born in 1595 He was educated at Sidney College, ( am- 
bridge, and afterwards became a member of Gray’s Inn. He 
■was patronised by Charles the First (see Account of Shirley and 
his Writings, p xxvn, note) and Queen Henrietta, and published 
several poetical pieces at their particular recommendation. On 
the breaking out of the Civil Wars, however, he so actively 
exerted himself in the cause of the Parliament, that he w,is 
appointed their Secretary and Historiograjihcr. He appears lo 
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Of this Ingenious Comedy, The WEDDING : 
To Mn James Shihlev, the Author. 

The bonds nre eqiifil, and tiie marriage fit. 

Where judgment is the bride, the husband wit. 
Wil hath begot, and judgment hath brought forth, 
A noble issue of delight and worth, 

GrovMi in this Comedy to sueh a strength 
Of sweet |)crfection, a> tliat not the length 
Of du\s, nor rage of maliee, can have force 
7 ’o sue a niillitv, or work divorce 
Bclv\ecn this well-lrimm’d Wedding and loud 
beanie, 

liicli shall 111 every age renew thy name. 

John Ford - 


In liV.MEX.FL’M I.noeniosissi.mi Jacobi 
Shirley 

Dies fiigaci desiliiint pedc, 

Nee. iirna ciii(|nani jmrcit, at improbae 
^ ivit siiperstes fania morli, 

Ncc gelidum metiiit scpulchriim, 

li.nt been n very ilcbniulietl man lie (heil m IGbO He 
Nsriitc hM) Instinu.il jioenis — Tin m Unini '1 lu' 

III J'dimul III IMavs, a Tintislalioii e; Lucan i Pliui- 

uilia, .111(1 a Lnlm Su])plcmcnt In t/icil J’ucrii, The Iluilon/ nj the 
I'm hiiniriil, I) 

^ John I'uid ] The eelehinled (Ir.iiiuitisl, na^ bom in 1 j86’ 
bi)e\ lone; be li\eil iitlcr li>:l‘i, m >\lneli ee.irhe ee.iheil lo \\ritc 
lor llie i>Liige, bat not been .im ei t.iiiied 1). 
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O ,qui jugales flavus Hymen loros 
Ambis, coruscajam nitidus toga 
Inccde ! Sliirleiana laurus 
Perpetuos tibi dat triumplios. 

Phoebus sacrntfi vellit ab arbore 
Ramum, modestas quo decoret comas, 
Additqiie vatem laiirealis 

Sideribus, luimerumque claiidit 

Spread fair, thou growing tree, wilh ^^lllcll in vain 
The winds do wrestle ! Blemish’d u ilh the stain 
Of impure life, some by atheistic iliynies 
And witty surfeits force these ruder tune'' 

To fond amazement, but thy fair defence 
Rests in clear art and secure innocence 
As thou, thy Muse is chaste, on «hich no rape 
Was e’er by ihoc committed. Learning’s ape 
Is frantic mutation, and the bough 
That crowns such writers nitliers on tlieir brow. 

I gratulate thy AVedding; love doth guide 
My friendly Muse, thus to salute thy Bride 

WlI.MAM II hum; ION ’ 


^ fyilham IlaLmiiion ] Son of 'llioni.i'i lLLljiiijj,t()n, of 1I( lul- 
li|) in tV’ou chtcrsluu , « .i' bom in 100”) IIo ciliu.itcd 

at St Omers anil at Pans Ho iiiarrnnl Liui.i, iliUij,l)lL'r ot 
VVilli.ini, Lord Pown (the lady nlioiii lie LLlcInati- uniln tliL 
name of Cantina,) mid diwl in 1031 fitsidc', liis biMUtiliil and 
WL-ll-kilown volume of Poems entiUud (\i\liuuj Lliis .iiiiiablc 
man was author of Tht Quan of ^Ina^oit, a ti,ii;i-( omeily, //i.s- 
tory of Edward the Fourth, King of Lnyland, (of wIiilIi Ins fatlii i 
laid the groundwork) ,ind Obscrvulwits upun History D 
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To MY Learned Friend, James ShiIieev, upon 
HIS GRATEFUL SERVANT. 

Present thy work unto tho wiser few, 

I'hat can discern and judge , ’tis good, ’tis new. 
Thy style is modest, scenes high, and thy verse 
So smooth, so sweet, Apollo might rehearse 
To Ills own lute : be therefore boldly wise, 

And scorn malicious censurers , like flies 
They tickle but not wound ; thy well got fame 
Cannot be soil'd, nor caust thou merit blame 
Because thou dost not swell « ith mighty rhymes, 
Audacious metaphors , like \erse, like times. 

Let others bark , Keep thou poetic law’s. 

Deserve their envy, and command applause. 

John Fox. 


To MY Known Fkii.nd, Mk. Shirley, upon ms 
Comedy, The GRATEFUL SERVANT. 

Who would write well for the abused stage, 
When only swelling words do please the age, 
And malice is thought witl To make t appear 
They judge, they niis-intcrpret what lliey hear. 
Rough poems now usurp the name of good. 

And aie admir’d but never understood. 

Thee and thy strains I vindicate, whose pen 
Wisely disdains to injure lines, or men; 

Thou liast prepared dainties for each taste. 

And art by all that know thy IMusc embrac’d. 
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Let purblipd critics still endure this curse, 

To see good-plays^ and ever like the worse, 

Jo. Hai.l.^ 

Ingeniosissimo Amigo, Ia. Shibleio. [In id ] 

Mater daidala nil poimt, liiijus 
Matris mimaqiie nil dolavit altiim, 

(Si tolura e synodis lulere sacris 
Et Musarum hierarchia, et sororum 
Triga, et Castaliiis latex rigaMt) 

Quod non dilaniantque, lancinantqiie 
Moini insulsa tribiis, nepotiiliqnc. 

Ergo per Charitcs, novcnsilcsque 
Divas, intrepidiis niliil morare 
Si qui te lacercntque vcrbercntcjuc 
Quis, Shirleie, tuos jocos, lepores, 

Accentus tliyraeleSj sonos Iheatn, 

Mellitos globules, facetiasqiie, 

Verborum Veneres Cupidinesquc, 

Acetuiii, sesainum, sales, piperque, 

Captus non veneralur, osculatur, 

Est d ivum nisi stoicum assecutus. 

Supra nos homines scvoriore.s, 

Laudent fulmina ; vorticesque qiialcs 
Volvit gurgite taunformis Ister, 

Vocum monstraque pcctinosque soils. 

Velint cum Scmele modos lonantes, 

^ Jo. Hall J Of this rhymer I know nothiiif; ; to suppose 
th.it he was Bishop -Toseph Hall, would be ridiculous , .iiid 
he could not hai'c been John Hdll of Durham, who, when 
these lilies were limited, was an inl.int 1) 
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Quos quum non capiaot, stupent aclusti , 
Sed tu made animo, tibiquc plaude, 

Ride fulniinis acta flagra bruti , 

Laurua tc tna temporum corona, 

Intactum dabit ; intonent Tbeones. 

Tushj I will not believe that judgment's light 
Is fix’d but in one sphere, and that dull night 
Miiflles the rest ; the dimmest lamp of sky 
Hath some nnborrow'd lustre; so may I, 

By which I may discern thy Muse doth tower 
'Bovc common flight, and make the clouds her 
Then, id the higher pitch, see her anon [bower , 
Reacli Ariadne’s cro\Mi and put it on. 

And, there installed, ra\ish with her shine 
The Ciod of poets, not the God of wine. 

Thy II elicon is pure, and is distill d 
Through as clear pipes, winch run, when they are 
Busk nectar Plioelnis hardly can dn me [fill d. 
Which issues are Ins own, and which are thine 

CiiA. Aleyn.^ 

Amicissimo SCO SinuLcio. [In id.] 

Tons occliidilur die Pegaseius, 

Et Parnassia Iraiisdire septa 
Jucundos vetat opliniosque vales 
Custos TartariiE trifonnis anloe : 

’ C/ini/rs jHej/ii ] Wi\s n'lsi'itnnt tc.irlicr m the school of 
Isirnaby the pTiiiuinannn, iinil author of tivo poems, TAc Battles 
of Cre^sij and I’oirlit'rs, and 1 lie Uislojy oj Ilciiii/ f’ll , k.L lie 
issuid toha\c died in IGIO D. 
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Te,trux poslulet Hercules, feratque, 

Queio raptum piito Cerberiim Charonti 
Musarum statuisse Janitorem : 

Tu, Shirleie, poles, favente Musa, 
Latrantem triplici canem boatu 
Tutus spernere , terreat iiiinores . 

Ohm Pirithoum peremit illc, 

Servum non peniuet tuum, hdelem, 
Gratura, Pinthooque chanorem 
Dulcis fabula, dulciorque servus, 

Et tu dulcior omnibus poeta . 

Quales, quas cpulas uterque fundit' 

Istis delicias parare fas est 
Crudas, marmoreasque, saxcasque, 

Et quae molhculos, amice, dentes 
Gaudeiit frangere dunorc morsu, 

Qui ferrum clialybemque strulhiones 
Et ml prcEterea coquant maligiii ; 

Tam forli stomaclio placere noli . 

Nec, Sherleie, places . dapes ministras 
Jucundas, faedesque, melleasque, 

Conditas sale, gratia, lepore 
J laurum pete, quam racrere totam, 

Nec te terreat iste qui poctis 

lam Minos, Rhadamanthus, iEacusque csl, 

Et SI quis numeraiur mde quartus 

Quaesitor dubiae tremendus urnaj 

Sphinx Parnassia, quem timemus omnes, 

Te viso velut CEdipo tremiscat- 

Sic tu solve gryphos, ut ilia nectit. 

Tho. Randolph.® 

* Thomas Randolph'] Was born, say tus biographers, iii 1605 , 
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I cannot fulminate or tonitruate words, 

To puzzle intellects , my ninth lass affords 
No Lycophronian buskins, nor can strain 
Garaganluan lines to gigantize tby vein ; 

Nor make a jusjurand, that thy great plays 
Are tierra-del-fuegos or incognitas ; 

Thy Pegasus, in bis admir’d career, 

Curvets no caprioles of nonsense here. 

Wonder not, friend, that I do entertain 
Sucli language, that both think and speak so plain . 
Know, I upjdaud lliy smooth and even strains, 
That will inform, and not confound, our brains. 
Thy Helicon, like a smooth stream, doth flow, 
Willie others with disturbed channels go, 

And headlong, like Nde-caUiracts, do fall 
With a 1 iiige noise, and yet not heard at all. 

When Ihy intelligence on the Cockpit stage 
Gives it a sold from her immortal rage, 

1 hear the Muses’ birds with full debolit 

^'ing where the birds of Mars s\ere wont to fight. 


lull 111-. |Hirti.vit oil (lie I’liiir.ui'il htlf-jMgc of Ins works has 
llic in'-! njitiiMi (lln{l Ki.ll, <r/iiOs riur 27 lit became 

lellou ol Trinity College, Cainbiiilge, iihcre he graduated 
M A , 111 uhieh degree he w.is incorporated at Oxford He 
gave rery eaily proofb of talent, cxeitcd great admiration in 
Ins eonlcnipoi ancb, and was one ot lien Jonsons's adopted 
^oiis All iircguhir course of life sceins to lun e brought him 
prematurely to the grave Hia work's, consisting of Poems, 
and (if he wrote the Latin ( oiiicdv Curnehnrudn Dulium) seven 
dramatic pieces, ilcseive to he reprinted. D 
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Nor flatter 1, thou knows’t I do abhor it; 

Let others praise thy play, I’ll love thee for it ; 
That he that knows my friend, shall say, he has 
A friend as grateful as his servant was. 

Tho. Randolph. 

To MY Friend, Mr. Shirley, upon his Comedy, 
[The grateful SERVANT.] 

Let others, that before thy book take place, 

VV^rite in thy praises ; 1 will not disgrace 
The time so much, our critics shall not say 
But I will find some errors m thy play. 

Thou art too little jealous of thy Muse, 

Her beauty’s seen too free ; she doth not use 
To wear a mask or veil, which now a days 
Is grown a fashion, for in many plays 
Apollo scarce can to himself give light 
To view the Muse, or read the meaning right. 

Thy fancies are too pleasing : Cupid fears 
To lose his tribute paid in sighs and tears, 

Whilst lovers make their peace with thy conceit ; 
'Tis heinous ; and thy language is too neat. 
Which even to me, that am thy friend, affords 
Leave to report there’s witchcraft in thy words. 
Though to the stage it would be thought blest 
harm. 

Might It be still bewitch’d with such a charm. 

Ro. Stapylton/ 

^ Robert Stapyllon.'\ Sir Itobert Stapylton, of Carleton in 
Yorkshire, knighted for his loyalty by Charles the First, pub- 
lished three execrable plays (the most notorious of whidi is 
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To MY Judicious and Learned Friend, the 
Author, upon ms ingenious poem, 

The grateful SERVANT 

Though I well know that iny obscurer name 
Listed with theirs, who here advance thy fame. 
Cannot add to it, give me leave to be. 

Among tfie rest, a modest votary, 

At the altar of thy Muse I dare not raise 
Giant hyperbole^ unto thy praise, 

Or hope It can find credit in this age, 

Though I should swear in each triumphant page 
Of this thy work, there s no line but of weight. 
And poesy itself shewn at the height. 

Such common places, friend, will not agree 
With thy o\Mi vote and rny integrity : 

I’ll steer a mul-\Aay, have clear truth my guide, 
Aud urge a praise which cannot be denied. 

Here are no forc’d expressions, no rack'd phrase. 
No Babel coraiiosilions, to amaze 
The lortuv’d reader, no bclicv d defence 
To slrenglliL'ii the bold atheist’s insolence, 

No obscene syllable, that may compel 

A blush from a chaste maid , but all so well 
Express'd and order’d, as wise men must say. 

It is a grateful poem, a good play, 

And such as read ingenuously, shall find, 

Few have outstripp’d thee, many halt behind 

Philip Massinger.® 

The. Slighted !\IiUd) bcsiilcs ti.^nsldtiona of Juvenal, JIusaeus, 
f^c He (lied in IfiOJ) I) 

Phihp Miiwingri'] The illustrious dr.amatic writer, was born 
111 ITiS-l, and died iii KiAO D 
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To HIS DfiSErvViNG Friend, Mil. Ja. Shirley, upon 
HIS GRATEFUL SERVANT. 

I do not praise thy strains, in hope to sec 
My verses read before thy Comedy, 

But for itself; that cunning I remit 
To the new tribe, and mountebanks of wit. 

That martyr ingenuity , I must 

Be to my conscience and thy poem just. 

Which, grac’d witli comely action, did appear 
The full delight of every eye and car , 

And, had that stage no other play, it might 
Have made the critic blush at Cock-pit flight, 
Who not discovering what pitch it flie.s, 

His wit came down in pity to his eyes. 

And lent him a discourse of cock and bull, 

To make lii.s other commendations full 
But let such Moini pass, and gam applause 
Among the brood of actors, iii whose cause 
As champion he hath sweat ; let tlicir stale pride 
Find some excuse in being magnified. 

Thy Muse will live, and no adulterate pen 
Shall wound her through the sides of common 
men , 

Let ’em unkennel malice, yet thy praise 
Shall mount secure, hell cannot blast thy bays. 

Tiio Craford 
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To MY Friend the Author [oN'Hra 
GRATEFUL SERVANT.] 

My name is free, and my rich clothes commend 
No deform’d bounty of a looser friend, 

Nor am I ivarm I'th’sunshinc of great men, 

By gilding their dark sms; trutli guides my pen 
Briglit justice, therefore, bold l>v me, doth say 
Man’s under, standing feels no sucli decay 
But it mri\ judge, and while the soul of wit 
Lises bodied m the •'tage, .speotator sit ; 

Old nature s ever 'oung, and ’twerc a crime 
’Gainst leaMiii, to a\er oiii a^ed lime 
Is sielv w itli dotage ; which doth still impart 
To’ th’ better'd woild new niir ieles of art. 

I must applaud thy scenes, and hope lliy stjle 
’VVill make Arabia, ciuioiis of oui isle. 

Confess us hap|)N, '•mcc thoii’st given a name 
To tlie Englisli PlicEijix, whicli Ijn thy great (lame 
Will live in spile of malice to delight 
Our nation, doiiii> art and nature right. 

Go forward still, and when his Muse expires, 

\\ liose English stains the Greek and Latin lyres, 
Divincst Jonson, live to make us see 
The glory of tile stage reviv'd in thee. 

AVilliam Habingto.v.* 

' ll'iHuDii Ilabwgton ] .Sec note, p Ixxii 
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To MY Friend Master James Shirley the 
AUTHOR [of the TRAITOR] 

Friend, — how I haste unto that name ! my quill 
Runs fraught with my whole soul, and fears to spill 
One drop before it ; proud to have men know 
The glory of the name thou didst bestow, 

And to derive eternity thereto 

From this learn’d work, which marble could not do; 

Ambitious, to posterity to send 

For light to both, thy Traitor and thy Friend. 

This, and I’ve said ; for, friend, I stand not here 

To praise, or in thy quarrel spend my jeer 

On some third man, nor court I, I profess. 

The humorous reader into gentleness ; 

No, friend, thou wnt’st before, thyself, and when 
Shirley is nam’d, praise is the same again. 

Will, Atkins, of Gray’s Inn. 


To MY Ingenious Friend James Shirley, upon 
HIS ROYAL MASTER. 

As a rich gem, enchas'd in gold, affords 
More radiant lustre to the gazer’s eye 
Imprison’d so, within it self it hoards 
Up all the beamy treasures of the sky ; 

Beams loose reflex on bodies diaphauc, 

But cast on solids they rebound again : 
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So would thy lines, my friend, in paper pent 
Contract the whole applauses of the age ; 

But should they, a neglected ornament, 

Be solely made the study of the stage, 

They might, like water in tlie sunshine set, 
Retain his image, not impart his heat. 

Then print thy Poem, Shirley, 'twere a fault 
To dungeon this instructive piece oP thine 
Had the sun’ssphcre been made a thick-nbb’dvault, 
We had receiv’d no influence from his shine : 

Thou shouldst die traitor to succeeding times. 
And thy best virtues prove but splendid crimes 

J.iMEs Mekvyn. 


On Mr James Shiui.ey’s ROYAL MASTER. 

Such curious eyes ns in a poem look, 

For the most part, do find the printed book 
With verses frontispiec’d, to shew their \Mt 
III praise of the author’s which occasions it , 

And I have seen some pieces, that have stood 
In need of witnesses to prove them good. 

Tins Poel’.s skill is here so clearly shown, 

In olfering light to his, they dim their own , 

For all that with uns(|umted eyes shall sec 
This well-lirab’d piece of poli''h'd poesy, 

In justice to themselves must needs confess 
Friends cannot add, nor envy make it less. 

Fra Butler. 
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Upon Mr. James Shirley his Comedy, called 
THE ROYAL MASTER. 

Wlien Spenser reign’d sole Prince of Poets here, 
As by his Fairy Queen dolli well appear, 

There was not one so blind, so bold a bard, 

So ignorantly proud or foolish-hard 
To encounter Ins sweet Muse, for Phoebus vow’d 
A sharp revenge on him should be so proud ; 

And when my Shirley from the Albion shore 
Comes laden with the Muses, all their store 
Transfers to Dublin, full PnriKissu>^ brings, 

And all the riches of Castalian spnng.s, 

Shall we not welcome liim with our ]ust votes i 
And shall we do t with har.sh and envious notes * 
No, no, Thalia ! Envy shall not sit 
So high above our judgmenl, and our wit. 

As not to give just merit Ins due praise, 

And crown thy Poet ^\lth deserved bays 
Shirley, stand forth, and put thy laurel on, 
Phcfibus' next heir, now Ben is dead and gone. 
Truly legitimate , Ireland is so just 
To say, you rise the Phoenix of his dust ; 

And since thy Royal Master won so much 
On each Judicious, and hath stood the touch, 

Tis lit he should be more than private, when 
He wears two crowns, their votes, and thy smooth 
pen. Dhu. Cooper. 
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Os THE ROYAL MASTER ; to his Friend 
THE Author. 

Smooth and unsullied lines, keep on your way, 
From envy’s jostle free, a clear ey’d day 
Smiles on your triumph ; only thus to blame. 

Too lavish is your sacrifice to fame. 

Less of such jierfume, to succeeding age. 

The dead would .sweeten, and embalm the stage . 
Here i.s a pile of inccnec, every line 
Ileap.s on fresh nard, your Muse cannot decline 
To intermissions , some leave hills, by turns 
Flame, and expire , his iElna ever burns. 

Ric Belling. ‘ 


To MY DbsERVINQ FrIKNO Mr. JaMES ShIRLEY, 
ON Ills ROYAL MASTER. 

Ij like some petty brook senree worth a name, 
Must yet pay tubule to thy fiill-strcam'd fame ; 
But I'll not .slri^c, as men sometimes, to raise 
An unconlh slrncturo to thy iiiciiL’s jiraise 
F'rom others’ ruins , thy just mind n\i11 seoin 
To own encomiums so basely bom , 

Therefore I virile what may become my free 
Acknovv lodgment, and fit thy modesty 

' ItuJiiiid lieHiiiffJ M'.is born in tla' Counlv of Dublin in 
1C13, rvnd ibcil in l<i7T IJcMilcs l iii<luii.niiiii Ctillioluoi uin Ht- 
hcrnuT, anil other works in I<ntin, be wrote .i Sisth Book to 
Sidney's j4i(adiii 1) 
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Thy Muse 1 honour’d, ere I knew by sight 
Thy person , oft I’ve seen with much delight 
Thy sweet composures , but this last and new 
Smooth piece, which here hath grac’d the publick 
view, 

Claims more regard , I give to all the rest 
Their fair desert, but rank this with thy best. 

T 1 


To HIS MUCH Esteemed Friend Mr James 
Shihlev, on his royal master 

You, w'lio the readers arc of the choice wit, 

And have the leading voice in censuring it, 

AVho.se votes grand-jurors aie, and only ha\e 
The vsoll-kiiowfi power either to kill or save, 

Gi\e this a noble greeting and its due, 

May Phoebus c’lse withdraw his beams from you ! 

My worthy Friend, this Play o' th' publick stage 
Hath gain’d such fair applause, as L did engage 
A nation to thy Muse , wdiere thou shall reigii 
Vicegerent to Apollo, who doth deign, 

H IS darling Ben deceased, thou should st be 
Declar’d the heir apparent to his tree 

AV. Markh \M 


To THE IIONOLRED AuTHOR OF 

THE ROYAL MASTER 


Dear Friend, I joy my love hath found the 
'I’o \rait u|ion, aiul ^ indicate thy scenes 


means 
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From some few scruples of the weaker se*, 
Whose nicer thoughts their female minds perplex : 
(For man he sinks if he but censure, none 
Dare deprave Kings’ Inauguration.) 

Say they, what makes the King in his dispose 
So icy-temper’d as he frankly throws 
Fiecdom on all except himself? contrives 
The way for other men to purchase wives ? 

Takes ]oy to forward propagation, 

B)' nuptial knot, yet to himself ties none ? 

Pretty, poor fools, and virgins, how jour kind, 
Vulgar-like, arc in apprehension blind! 

Coitie, read . jou'll see, when you this piece peruse, 
The Royal Masteii’s spouse is Shirley's Muse 
WMiy then to him and her an altar raise: 

Tapers are set, darning with equal praise : 

See, sec, his Genius gracefully doth bend 
To the ju.st vote of every loving friend , 

The elevated circle is upheld 

Betwixt the binal cherubs palms, beheld 

By all j udicious eyes , the heart, the voice 

Of all ingenious do applaud the choice 

Of your great Royal Master, say they’ve found 

Two Monarclis vv ith one glorious laurel crown'd. 

W. Smith." 

To HIS Worthy Friend the Author 
[of the royal MASTER]. 

All these, thy friends, subscribing to thy praise 
And fail deserviiigs, have done well , 'twill raise 

IF. Siiiif/i ] Perhaps the clrainali^t, author of The Hector 
of (<('i tiKirri/ Kl I) 
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Opinion in the readers, and engage 
Them to peruse^ what we saw on the stage. 

If knowing ones, their judgment thus will be , 

The commendation’s short, the Comedy 
Speaks better for itself, more home ; but yet 
My vote must go, I say no purer wit 
Did ever grace the scene, nay, it hath in’t 
Expressions of so new and rich a mint, 

That the old poets well might wi&h the name 
Of this new Play were added to their fame. 

.loiiN Ogilby.'^ 


To THE MUCH Honoured James Shirley, upon 
HIS ROYAL MASTER 

Let no man think, I lulher coldly came 
On purpose to commend, or to see); fame 
By this impression, that the world may , 

What IS tins Jackson that corn mends the play T 
Though tis a grace to stand, as com tiers use, 

To usher m the reader to lh\ ^Iiisc, 

Yet by the way. I’ll tel! him 1 have lead 
The laws ofFlaccus with a .serious lie, id, 

And that according to those slaliiles llieie, 

Never to be repealed, thy Poems uie , 

Thy discreet slvle is elegantly plain. 

In .sock and Ijuskiii, [iioper to eaeli vem 
Of tune, place, jici-iuii, and lhal all lliy veil 
Is not by chance bnl regulaily nrit , 

* Jdlin Omll/i/] Sp, Actcpiiiil ut Nlurlcv ,,|||] 

] XX\I1] ,ui(l ji Iv 1 ) 
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Nor dost thou gall the theatre, we may . 

Be acted every man, yet see Ihy play • 

Invisible, so curious is thy pen 

Wljich can at once, wound, heal, and better men 

Therefore will I hereafter cease to mourn 

For those great wits, commended to the urn , 

And if ’t be true that transmigrations be, 

Thc\ are in Shirley all, for ought I see. 

John Jackson 


On Mr. J\MKs SiiiiiLEY ins ROYAL MASTER 

TJjcre are some men do hold, there is a place 
Call’d Ltmbus Patrum . if such have the grace 
I'o wave that schism, and Poetariim said. 

They of that faith had me a member made : 

That Limbus I could have believ'd th\ brain, 
Wlicrc Beaumont, Fletclicr, Shakcspeai c, and a 
Of glorioles jioet'., in their active heat [train 

M o> e 111 that orb, as in their former seat. 

AVhen thou begaii’'>l to gne thv Master life, 
MetlKuighl 1 saw them all, with friciullj stiife, 
Each casting in his dose, Beaiminnt Ins o eight, 
Shahespearo his ninth, and Fletcher his conceit, 
With many moie ingredients, ivith tliy skill 
So sweetiv temper'd, that the envious quill, 

And tongue of critics, must botli write and say. 
riiev never vcl beheld a smoother phiv 

James Merv^ n. 
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To THE SURVIVING HoNOUR AND OrNAMENT OF 
THE E^fGLISH Scene, James Shirley, 

[on his cardinal.] 

As Fate, which doth all human matters sway, 
Makes proudest things grow up into decay, 

And when they are to envied greatness grown, 
She wantonly falls off, and throws them down , 

So when our English Drama was at heiglit, 

And shin’d, and rul’d with majesty and might, 

A sudden whirlwind threw it from its seat, 
Deflower’d tlie groves, and quench’d the Muses’ 
heat. 

Yet, as in saints, and martyr’d bodies, when 
They cannot call their blessed souls again 
To earth, reliques and ashes men preserve, 

And think they do but what blest they deserve , 

So I, by my devotion led, aspire 
To keep alive your noble vestal fire, 

Honour this piece, w hich shews, Sir, you have been, 
The last supporter of the dying scene ; 

And though I do not tell you, how you dress 
Virtue in glories, and bold vice depress. 

Nor celebrate your lovely Dutchess' fall. 

Or the just ruin of your Cardinal , 

Yet this I dare assert, when men have nam’d 
Jonson, the nation’s laureat, the fam’d 
Beaumont and Fletcher, he that wo’ not see 
Shirley the fourth, must forfeit his best eve. 

Hall.^ 

* Hall'} The Christian name of this person seems to have 
dropt out at the press he was perhaps the "Jo. Hall ’ who 
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To Mr. James Shirley,® on his PLA.YS 

Mirror of comedies, and of our age, 

That hast re-edified the falling sta^e. 

And once more built the theatre with thy pen, 

In spite of foes, hast made it live again ; 

hat can we render'* Thy admired plays 
Already liave sequestered the bays 
From off the head of those who writ before. 
Which were but sliadows to thy works, no more 
Who IS not joyed, when lie see'th tlie fall 
And punishment of vice, thy Cardin\l, 

And taught by tliy Imposture for to shun 
Lascivious courses, or else be undone] 

Thy Brothers teach us love, thy Sisters do, 

In courtly terms, shew us how to woo ; 

Oi, if we will be read in points of state, 

Then thv Court Secret make[s] us up complete 
What shall wc offer then, or what present ? 

We’ll add this trophy to thy monument, 

Tliat ages yet to come shall hear and see, 

When dead, thy works a living elegy. 

wrote some commendatory verses prefixed to The Gb^teful 
ShRvwT, seep l\xi\ note, or perhaps John Hall of Durham, 
with whom Shirley was acquainted, see vol m p, .lOO, note D 
‘ lo Mr James S/iirlty.] From u volume of Poems, by Philip 
Jciilv)iis, entitled Amorea, ltl 60 D 



XCII 


COMMENDATORY VERSES 


To MY Worthy Friend Mr. James Shirley, 
UPON HIS POEMS. 

When, dearest Friend, thy verse doth re-inspire 
Love’s pale decaying torch with brighter fire, 
Whilst everywhere thou dost dilate thy flame, 
And to the world spread thy Odelia’s name, 

The justice of all ages must remit 
To Her the prize of beauty. Thee of wit. 

Then like some skilful artist, that to wondei 
Framing a piece, displeas’d, takes it asunder, 
Thou Beauty dost depose, her charms deny, 

And all the mystick chains of love untie : 

Thus thy diviner Muse a power ’bove Fate 
May boast, that can Ixith make and uncrcale. 

Next thou call’st back to life that love-sick Boy, 
To the kind-hearted nymphs less fair than coy. 
Who, by reflex beams burnt with vain desire, 

Did, Phceni.x-like, in Ins own flames expire: 

But should he view his shadow drawn by thee. 

He with himself once more in love would be- 
Echo (who though she v^ords pursue, her ha.ste 
Can only overtake and stoji the Iasi) 

Shall her first speech and human veil oblum. 

To sing thy softer numbers o’er again. 

Thus into dying Poetry, thy Munc 
D oth full perfection and new life infuse 
Each line deserves a laurel, and thy praise 
Asks not a garland, but a grove of bays ; 

Nor can ours raise thy lasting trophies higher. 
Who only reach at merit, to admire. 
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But I must chide thee, Friend ; how canst thou be 
A patron, yet a foe to Poetry ? 

For while thou dost this age to verse restore, 

Thou dost deprive the next of owning more, 

And hast so far even future aims surpast, 

That none dare write ; thus being first and last, 
All their abortive Muses will suppress, 

And Poetry by this increase grow less 

Thomas Stanley.® 

To Ml Ho.nolhei) Friend M. Ja Shirley, upon 
THE PRINTIM. OK HIS LLLOANT POEMS. 

Altlicunb thou vMint the lliealre’s nfiplaiisc, 

Winch iKMv IS tltlv silenc’d by the lau's. 

Since llio.'c sad times that ciiil suords did rage, 

Ami make lliree kingdoms the lamented stage 

Of real tragedies, it was not fit 

We ijinle should lose such iiionumeiits of wit 

As flow’d from thy terse pen ■ the press alone 

Can vindicate from dark oblivion 

Thy POEMS, friend- those thalwilh skill can read. 

Shall be thy judges now, and shall, instead 

Of Ignorant spectators, grace thy name 

Though with a narrower, yet a truer fame. 

And crown with longer life thy worthy pains. 

All Muses are not guiltless, but such strains 
As tliine deserve, if 1 may verdict give. 

In .sober, chaste, and learned times to live. 

Tiio. May.^ 

“ T/iomas SlartUy ] See note, vol \’i p 4'26 D. 

' Thcuui!, See note, p K\ D 



xciv COMMENDATORY VERSES 


To Hrs Honoured Friend the Author, upon 
HIS POEMS. 

Whilst I am in thy Poem[s], I am led 
Through a rich gallery, in which are spread 
The choicest pictures of true skill and height, 
Where every pause is rapture and delight. 

Here, by thy fancy taught Apollo plays 
To his own Daphne in a stand of bays ; 

Here myrtle shades are, there the cypress groves , 
Here lovers sigh, and there embrace their loves 
By, through a flowery vale, there gently glides 
A silver stream, whose prattling current chides 
Itself in tiirtle*murmurs, and betray’d 
To every eye, like to some bashful maid 
Di.«cover’d in her beauties, fain would haste 
To hide those blushes which do speak her chaste 
Here thy Narcissus in his loved despair. 

Courts all the rest to silence ; sweet and fair. 

His love and sorrow shews him , but to hear 
Him breathe’em thus, who would not be all car? 
What in his story did before but move 
Our pity, we do now admire, and love 
Beyond himself, so every maid would be 
His kind Nymph’s rival, borrowing from thee 
Those charms of love and language, where thy art 
Gives Cupid [.s] feathers unto every dart. 

Thy Poem is as lovely, and all wit 
Thy Echo is, and making love to it ; 
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Let Ovid boast their story ; but their names 
Will take eternity from thee, dear James. 

Geo. Bucke.® 

To HIS Learned Friend, Mr. Ja. Shirley, on ms 
ELEGANT POEMS 

Friend, in this dearth of art, when but to write 
Or think in verse, is to be destroy'd quite , 

When sergeants too implacable are set 
To fill the compters up with wit and debt , 

Nor any hope of rescue hut from those 

Who would distrust their creed iPt were not prose , 

I 1^onder at the influence of thy pen. 

That could engage such generous knowing men 
(Warm’d with thy flame) so boldly to advance 
’Gainst the prevailing monster, Ignorance. 

Sure, tins so fair return of gratitude 
To dare tlius in lliy cause, must needs conclude 
Thy elegant expressions (while the scene 
Obey’d tliy powerful empire) are not clean 
Obliterated, when thy all-charming wit 
Secures so firm alleffiance unto it. 

’Tis wisely done, thus to erect a shrine 
T’eternize their own names as well as thine 
I envy not their fate ; let it suflSce 
They deck thine altar ; but the sacrifice 
Is my lix’d heart, devoted to thy worth, 

Which all their labour’d lines can ne’er set forth. 

® George Bucke'] A relatioa of &ir George Bucke, Master of 
the Revels He wrote some commendatory verses prefixed to 
the folio ed of Beaumont and Fletcher's 1647. D 
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Best lapidaries ofteatimes do set 
The fairest diamonds in a foil of jet. 

Fra. Tuckyr, 

To MY VERY Worthy and most Ingenious Friend, 
Mr Ja. Shirley, upon his POEMS. 

When I am rais’d by some more noble flame 
To sinir of tliee, and thv Odelia’s name. 

So richly .set in \crsc, thy lines in\ite 
Me still to read, and I forf^et to write 
So when a painter’s hand would lake the grace 
And figure of .some admirable face, 

Struck with (he sight, he lets liis pencil fall, 

And, when Jii.s Jiand should woik, his eve docs all 
Yet, if a sense of thy .sweet fancy may 
Inspire a re.solution to betray 
My want of skill and choice in husbandry. 

To write my own, not read thy poetry , 

Be it enouo;h to draw' the reader near, 

While vie but say the wit of Shirley’s here. 

And though thy worthier friends their flowcr.s 
bring. 

To set forth thy Odelia like the spring, 

Men will with envy look upon the dress. 

That stays their eyes from the wish’d comelines.s. 
And when they see her beauty to be .such, 

Will say their love had shadow’d it too much 

Ed. Powel '■* 

® £t/ Powel ] Wrote also some commendatory verses pre- 
6xed to the folio ed of Beaumont and Fletcher's IVoiks, 
1647 Gildon informs us that Georpe Powel, llie actor, wa* 
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Amicissimo J. Sherleio, et Musje jam Reduci. 

Quid non, te rediente, dulce sperem ! 

Coelorum facies nova, et novas frons 
Antiquusque vigor recurrit omnis, 

Nympharum proprius decor, suu.sque , 

Foiite et Castalides suo replenlnr. 

Dignaris mihi caeterisque grandem 
Imperlire salutem, et ipse plenus 
Ptioebi numine: Ixta Gratiariim 
Musarumqiie cohors amoena circum 
Te, Sherleie. canunt, et ore captat 
Dulci quaH^ue tuo jocosa carmen. 

Sic optatus eras — abibit omnis 
Infoeciinda et opaca nostra nubes 
Te claro rediente sole : nosier 
Evul jam Genius redit, poetam 
Arndente oculo jucundus ipse 
Musarumqiie siiiim Pater salutat. 

Tenduntjam vacuum clielyn Camoens, 

Cingit laiirea dum virens capillos ; 

Ncctiint coelicolee ev tuo coronam 
Horlo, mellidiise artifex Miiiervoe, 

Aptant inqiie tiiiim cnpiit Sorores — 

Tii illis dulce Icvamen atqiie amico 

Geo Hill.’ 

" aon o[ Mr Fowel, an amirnt Player, lately dead " Lives and 
Characters nf F.n'^lish Dram Poets, 1698, p. 113 lliis " an- 
cient Vlnyer” was probably the encoiniosl of Shirley D. 

‘ Geo. liilQ Perhaps the writer of the commendatory rerses 
signed *' G Hills," prefixed to the folio ed of lleaumont and 
Fletcher’s H'orkr, 1647 D 
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When tEage groan'd out thou and thy Muse were 
gone. 

And epitaphs each wit was thinking on ; 

When to bestrew thy grave, and stick thy Jiearse 
With herbs, or the more fragrant flowers of verse , 
WJien to thy w'orth rich trophies how to raise, 

Our fancies strove ; the cypress tlien turn’d bays, 
Which on thy brow grac’d with poetic rage, 
Secur’d thee from the thunder of the age 
Thus the spring's warmth brings back by niilil 
degrees 

Raiment and food to th' leafless, sapless trees , 
Thus the wing’d quire their vocal lutes do string, 
And turtles, having found their males, do sing , 
Thus, like the ipiickening sun, thy flames do 
spread, 

And add new life to us, that fear’d thee dead. 

GliO III CL 


AiTTHoai Amicissimo [VI^ ad eat 
LINGUAM, &c ] 

Felix nefasti gloria saicnli, 

Tu qui severo, quas sibi ilenqiscril, 

M lisas redonaliirus aevo, 

Aiisonias reseras peiiales : 

Annosa linguae jura Quiritiuin 
Non mdecoro carmine vestieiis, 

Spiette ruilimeiitiiiii Miiier\a>, 
Allicis, et repaiiis jiiveiitaiii 
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Immense vales, cm sacra tempera 
Circiim tenaci nexm haedera turn 
Launis adarnbrabunt, coronas 
Grarnmaticam simul et poesin ! 

Tho Stanley.- 


To My Worthy', and Ingenious Friend the 
Author [of VIA AD LAT, LINGUAM, &c j 

Grammar, wbicli taught the poet first to write, 

Is by the poet now taught to delight. 

And poesy, which once unto llie .school 
Ow’d its iiustructioiis, now to that’s a rule 
Thy grateful pen to .science does impart 
Civility, and requites art YVith art 
Yet not like .some (who think they hardly should 
Be ihonght to under.staiid, if understood,) 

Dost thou the minds of weaker tyros vex, 

Or a.s perplex'd ymIIi th art, the art perplex, 

But YYliate’er seem’d tiicrein obscure, maks’t clear, 
Brief, wliat prolix, .smooth, what did rough appear, 
That so the art to learners novv is seen 
As in a fiat, v\|ncli lulls and woods did screen 
How should they err, their journey’s end in mciy , 
Their wav ‘'O pleasing, and their guide so true ' 
Rest then .secure of fame, nor think thy worili 
Can by a private hand be well set forth 
Attempts which to the public profit raise 
Expect, nor merit less than public praise. 

- TIioiikis .Slaiilri/} .Seciiole^ol vi |i 4‘2G U 



c 


COMMENDATORY VERSES 


Idem in idem, ad eundem. 

Shirleie, Angliacum cui olim, celeberrimc vatnm, 
Drama labor nomenque fuit; tibi nunc novus ecquis 
Surgit honos ? qualisve alio subit infula nexu 
Tempora? Nunc video Magnos accinctiis in usus, 
Carmine facundo tractas prsecepta sever® 
Grammatices, Latiaeque canis primordia linguie; 
Ut melius teneros blanda diilcedine captos 
AfBceres animos, et dura elementa nolenti 
Eloquio, nimiumque riidi placitura juventae 
Efficeres. Labor, [en] miiltum meriturus honest® 
Laudis ' non aliter (tua sed mage mellea lingua) 
Tentavit Nestor juvenilia fingerc corda, 

Heroum teneras tarn grato carmine mentes 
Thessalici baud rexit moderator semifer antri. 
Grammatica exultel, vibretquc Heliconia serla 
Laude nova florens : dulci nunc muneie fandi 
Provocet et Musas . decus hoc, Sherleic, dcdisti 

Edw Sherburne.'^ 

^ Edward SherbuTne'^ See Account of Sliirley and hia Writ- 
ing's, p xliv — Sir Edward Sherburne, descended from an an- 
cient family, settled at Stanyhurst in Lancashire, was born 
1616, and died 1702 {Continuation of Collier's Supplement to 
Diet) a Mr. “ S. Fleming, A M” who, in 1819 republished 
Sherburne’s Poems, informs us in the memoir prefixed to them 
“ that the exact period of his death has not been ascertained 
Besides the volume just mentioned, which consists chiefly of 
translations, Sir Edward was author of The Sphere of Marcus 
Mamlius made an English Poem with Annotations and an Astrono- 
mical Appendix, versions of three plays of Seneca, &c His for- 
tunes were ruined by his attachment to the cause of Charles 
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To MY INGENIOUS FrIEND THE AuTHOR UPON HIS 

Poetical Grammar. [VIA AD LAT, 
LINGUAM, &c.] 

Grammar, the scholar’s labyrinth, sir, by you 
Is now iin maz'd, and open’d by your clew : 

Those cloudy parts of speech, which long have worn 
Night’s dress, shine now bright as the orient morn, 
And courtly move , the lame sick heleroclite, 
Peevish by their irdirmity, now slight 
The caps and crutches, and to measures full ; 

And you at once have cur’d an hospital. 

Welcome fair issue of your hajipy brain ! 

Now PhcEbus rules in Ins own grove again , 

For best examples from the laurel sprung, 

And poets first adorn’d each learned tongue. 
Where Lilly once was roar’d, the beardless thronsr 
Shall chauiit thee forth, like airs thou shall be 
sung , 

And where youth learn these clear-composed rules, 
’T shall not be Grammar call’d, but Music Schools 

Ed. Saltmarsh 


the First , but be fouiiil in liter.iture a consolation for his sufler- 
ingh He was knighted by Charles the Second His learning 
was considerable He possessed several scarce editions of 
Alanilius, and .1 collection of papers on that poet which had 
belonged to Gasper Geinrlius , these he lent to Bentley, nhen 
he heard that the great Critic was employed on <v new text of 
Manilius (Sec Disicrl upon the Eputki, of Phalanx, — PiefuLe 
p \xii. ed 17'7') D. 
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To MY Worthy Friend the Author [of ViA 
AD LAT. LINGUAM, &c ] 

Although with justice 1 admir’d thy pen, 

That did before adorn the English scene, 

J easily can forget, and when I look 
On this last act, neglect each other book. 

Thy buskin’d and thy comic Mnse may be 
Preserv’d as monuments of wit and thee. 

And in another temperate age be shown, 

To prove our language liad perfection , 

But here is a design, — who does not see 
In this a plot to take poster ity'* 

A plot beyond thy Plays thou dust jHirsiie, 

And by an artifice, a silken clew 
Of poesy, dost lead, and may’st betray 
Our children into learning, as they play. 

But prosper ; I forgive thee, and presage 
(If ignorance have not quite drown’d our age) 
Thy book an enterlainmciit with good ineii, 

And from this root old art grow up again. 

Geo, Br.AKE.STON 


To THE WORTHILY HONOURED Mlt J\iMKS iSlllRLEV 

[on hjs via ad LAT. LINGUAM, &c.] 

If those things always ihcir own use invite. 

That yield us profit, and .secure delight. 

What shall we owe this last work of your pen, 
Which, more than when you steer’d the souls of men 
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With your harmonious scenes, amJ graceful dress, 
Doth now a power afiove that art express ? 

For, while you seem to stoop, you gently raise 
CMiildren into ability to praise, 

And make them men, who by your skilful hand 
Taught, do both nimbly move and learn to stand 
aMost other Grammars to our youth impart 
A caustic, dry, and nugatory art, 

Whicli they go to, as coldly as young men 
Make love to one of fourscore years and ten 
’'I’was a prodigious music, that did call 
Huge stones to build themselves a I'heban uall ■ 
We may believe that miracle, who see 
Vou have fil’d rocks into a gallery, 

And all those rugged cliffs, that threaten’d youth 
111 their approacli, are by your verse made smootli, 
And Grammar pourtrav’d with a smiling face, 

Is now no more a Fury, but a Grace 

Fu.V LaSG'IU.N 


'I’o iMn Jamks Shirley, upon his Enolisii and 
I^ATIN (illAMMAR j^VI A AD LAT 
LIXGDA.M, &c] 

Sir, 1 have read _>our Giamiuar, and ilo ^ee 
A’^onr le. lining now hulh kiss'd your Puls\ 

I fiiul a double cliann in Syntax, wlien 
You do by this leach }outli, by t’other, men 
Not that I slight gia\e LillVs liluigy, 

Nor lo\e yiur work, for change or novelty, 

Blit for the worth I see in t : tis }unr glorv, 

That now the Schools ha\e found u Directory. 
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Bui this will spoil our Hebrew Lectures quite 
Of rigid masters, which still backward write ; 
When tears and blood come forth to let m names, 
As if the Grammar were all anagrams , 

While the vimineous Bajazets stand by, 

Teaching harsh Latin by phlebotomy. 

But you have plan’d the way, and strew'd it so, 
Children may run in this, as soon as go . 

We shall have swaddling scholars ; infants may 
Now shake their Grammar with their coats away. 

Go on, brave Petrarch, thy sweet rules advance, 
Leave the world no excuse for ignorance. 

What elder days to Lilly render’d, we 
And future times shall attribute to thee , 

And to thy memory fame shall this enroll, 
Whoe’er the Church, thou dost reform the School. 

Alex. Brome.^ 


To MY MUCH Honoured and learned Friend, 
Mr. James Shirley the Author [of VIA 
AD LAT. LINGUAM, Ac.] 

It may hold some proportion, that an age 
Hath temper, or degenerates to rage. 

As the first rules incline ; and may not we 
Unto our iron Rudiments apply 


* Alexander Brome'] Author of .Song-a anr/ roeni.?, (written wilh 
no mean satirical power against the republican jiiirty of the 
tunc) The Cunning Lovcti,, a Comedy, 8ic w.is born in 1620, 
and died in 1666 D. 
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The time’s condition, and believe we haVe 

Blit those impressions a rough Grammar gave'* 

111 -woven, rugged principles^ scarce one 

A friend to nature, or digestion ; 

Verse more uneven than wild mountains are, 

Which makes our travelling infantry despair, 

For only here and there a boy, that can 

Eat stones like the Italian, proves a man. 

But, from our dark and frighted hemisphere, 

An unexpected star begins to appear ; 

The rudiments are chang’d , a modest ray, 

Drest in the blushes of a new-born dav, 

*/ • 

Shines with a train of light. This Grammar writ 
Up to the truth of harmony and wit, 

With its soft numerous enchantment, can 
Make every giant shrink into a man. 

Or, if uncapable of softness, they 
Despise to be reform’d, their children may. 
Drinking these streams, in the next age be found, 
Their hearts with love, their heads with olive 

crown’d. John Ogilby.^ 

’ John Ogilby ] See Account of Shirley, and Ins Writings, 
p xxxiii , and p Iv D 
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The School of Complement] This comedy, .Shirley's first 
dramatic production, as he tells us in the Prologue, was 
licensed by Sir Henry Herbert, master of the Revels, on the 
10th of February, 1G24-5, under the name of Love TVkAs uUh 
Complement * It was first printed in 1631, with the liile of 
The Schoole of Complement, as acted at the private house m Drury 
Lane There was a second edition in 1G37, and a third in 
16CT. This last is very incorrect, several lines being omitted 
in different places, and nearly the whole of thejioctry printed as 
prose. 


See Malone's Hist of the English Stage, jt 378, 



TO THE TRULY NOBLE GENTLEMAN, 


WILLIAM TRESHAM, ESQUIRE. 

SIR, 

I have long cherished a desire, by some worthy 
testimony, to express how much I honour you: but after a 
tedious expectation, hopeless to meet with an occasion to 
make me so fortunate, I resolved, rather than to hazard 
the censure of neglect, to snatch any opportunity of pre- 
senting my services This ( which to me hath no name but 
what your bounty shall bestow ) having pleased you upon 
the stage, coming into the world, offereth itself to kiss 
your hand. If you he merciful, I am upon eien terms 
with the world beside, and will study next to reach your 
mind with imaginations of a higher nature. In the mean 
tunc, grow you up, and ripen yourself for honour, the 
flowings of youi blood will instruct you how to merit , while 
I rest content with my ambition, if I may still mite myself 

Your devoted Servant 

J. SniKLEV. 




PROLOGUE 


ft IS a principle by nature wrote 
In all our understanding, there is not 
One art or action but it must tend, 

And move from some beginning, to its end. 

Tlie soldiers, that wear the honour’d bays 
Upon their brows, and glorious trophies raise 
To fame on pde of wounds, knew a time when 
Tliey suck’d at war . your Muse-inspired men 
And of diviner earth, sacred for wit, 

Crept out of their first elements to it : 
d’lie goodliest harvest had first seed and hope, 
Ere it could lade with an enriching crop 
The rural team • th’exactest building first 
Grew from a stone, though afterward it durst 
Wrap his fair head in clouds: nothing so true 
As all things have beginning. Upon you 
Dwell candid application this jilay i.s 
The first fruits of a Muse, that before this 
Xever salutcLl audience, nor doth mean 
To swear himself a factor for the scene. 

Though he employ some hours, he only prays 
You take it as first-born, although he says 
He meant it not his heir, since ’tis unjust 
One should have all, as m the law it must. 
Accept then a beginning: all men know, 

He first kiss’d bays, that wore them on his brow 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Cornelio, an ancient gentleman.- 
/InfortuDio, a gentleman, lover o/" Selina. 
/Rufaldo, an old merchant. 

/Antonio, son to Cornelio, in love with Hilaria.> 
/Gasparo, a gentleman, lover q/’Felice. 
Bubulcus, a rich gull, in love with Hilaria. 
Jenkin, a Welshman. 

Jocarello, his page. 

/Gorgon, Antonio’s servant. 

Ingeniolo, a justice's clerk. 

Orlando Furioso, a roarer. 

An old Countryman? 

Oaf, his son. 

Shepherds. 

/Selina, Cornelio’s daughter. ‘ 

Felice, her sister. 

Hilaria, Rufaldo’s daughter. 

Delia, a chambermaid 
Medulla, a country gentlewoman. 
Shepherde.sses. 

Officers, Servants.* 


* There is nothing in this play to determine where the scene 
is laid , the only local allusion is in the 2d Scene of the 2d Act, 
where “ this our Fairy-isle" occurs. The fact is, Shirley 
thought only of England, the true fairy isle to him and his 
contemporaries, who, wherever their Scene is laid, generally 
make their characters think, and speak, and act, like those that 
were moving around them. 



LOVE TRICKS, 


OR, 

* 

THE SClIOOL OF COMPLEMENT.* 


ACT I SCENE I 
Tlio Street before Cornelio's House. 

Enter Antonio and (iasparo 

Ant. Sitrali, tins Wilsliinan is in love willi my 
Mslor Solina, and hath chosen me for Ins prolocutor. 

Gusj) Oh' tins love «i!l make us all marl;s 
ihoii knowcst I loved a sister of thine once, but 
heaven knows where she is: I think she loved me 
too , dost think she did uof* Wtill, thy father ha.5 
reason to curse himself, beside some that she and 
I ha^t• 

Ant. Nay, nay, ihou’lt fall into passion again, 
when things are past recovery ; ’twas a good 
wench — But come, prithee leave to think ou her. 

Gasp Nay, I have done. What shall we do ' 

Ant Any thing but talk of stale matters : thou 
hast much intelligence in the world, pnlhcc what’s 
the news abroad * I come forth o' purpose to hear 
.some, and this is an age of novelties 

‘ 77ie A’c/ioot of Complement ] i e tliewhok ciiclc of fashiou- 
ablu accumplishmeuts ; not merely ot polite addic:>;i. 

VOL. I. B 
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Gasp. News? O, excellent news ’ 

Ant. Prithee, what is’f* I lon^ to hear some. 
Gasp. There is no new s at all 
Ant. Call you that excelleiil news ? 

1 Gasp. Is it not good news, I hat there is no bail 
'-news’ The triUh is, the ncws-tnaker, inasler 
I Money-lack, is sick ol'a consnmjition of the wit 
Ant. The new s-inakcr ! w hy , is there any new s- 
inaker'* 

Gasp. Oh, sir, liow’ should younger brothers 
have maintained Ihcniselvcv, that have travelled, 
and have the names of coniilrios and cajilaiiis 
Without book as perfect as their piaveis’ a\, and 
perfeetcr too, for I think tlieie is iiioie jtrobahdily 
of forgetting' tlicir piavcis, llie\ say them so selilnni 
I tell you, sir, I have known a liLiitleinan tlial has 
spent the best part of a thousand pound while lie 
WHS jireiitice to the trade in Holland, anil otil ol’ 
three sheets of papei, whuh was his whole slock, 
(a pen and ink-horn he borrowed,) be set np sho[), 
and .spent a hundred pound a year upon his ^vho^e, 
and found sheets for them both lo he in loo. It li.is 
been a great profe.ssioii , iiiariy , most coimnniily 
they are soldiers , a jicaee eoncliuled is a great 
plague unto them, and if Llie wars hold, we shall 
have stole ol them, oh, they aie men worthy of 
commendations . tliev speak in punt 
Ant. Are they sohlieis’ 

Gasp. ’Faith, so they would be thought, though 
indeed they are but mon«rels, not worthv of that 
noble attribute , I hoy are indeed bastards, not son.s, 
of war, and true soldiers, wdiosc divme souks I 
honour, yet they may be i ailed great pints loo, 
for their valour is iiiMsihle • these, I say, will write 
you a battle in any p.irl of Jwirope at an hour’.s 
warning, and yet never set loot out of a tll^ern, 
descrilie you to'vn.s, lorlilicalioiis, leaders, the 
strength of the enemies, what confederates, every 
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/ 

day’s march, — not a soldier .shall lose a hair, or 
have a bullet fly between his arms, but he shall have 
a p^e to wait on him in quarto,’ — notliiiio; de.stroy' 
them but want of a ^ood memory, for if tliey 
escape contradiction they may be chronicled 

Ant. Why, thou art wise enough to be an iif- ■ 
I'ormer 

Gasp. Ay, marry, now yon speak of a trade 
indeed, the very Allas of a state-politic, the coni- 
tnon-shorc of a city, notliinir falb .muss unto 
lliem. and, if there be no iillli in the coinmoii- 
uealtli, [tliev] can li\e by honesty, and yet be 
kir.ncs l»\ their pricilei^e. tliere is not an oath 
lint they mil have money for it. 
ln( (til bi;u e trade ' 

0(isj> They can eat men alive and di-rest them , 
lhc'> have llieii coii''Cie.u'i“ in a siinip, and can 
.-tide il ,i( Llicii pleasiiro, the devil s joiimej men, 
••et ii[j for tlieiii'clvcN. and keep a danination- 
liou'e of their own indeed they seldom ]irove 
alrleniicii. cd llicy are taken for kiiiuhts e\ cry day 
o’ the week, when they iide iio't ' they leiAt; the 
art ol insiiniat ion, and "[icak wril> famili.nlv , they 
are ai»’ent'<, as I have heard, fui the devil in their 
lifelnue, and d they die ni Ihcir bed, have tins 


a jiage lo iiiul i‘}i Ititi) in quaifu,] Tlu' I'ias the size in 
\iliicli lU'M I s 111 Slinky s turn wcil iisu.. 1U' punted. 
Mutli (it tlic sjIlil m this place is pcisoiial, tlioiiijh it c.mnot 
now ti(. :i)ipiopi utcil. The Same allu'inns to ili-uiulcd officers 
Ijcl ilvinp llieiiisLUes to Uie composition ot nc-iis, occui in many 
of (im old poets, particularly in Jicauinont .nul FIttchcr, and 
.loiisun 'J'o tlic long and curious list ol news-ji i|K'i-', fui- 
nislied by ilic in detail gable industiy of .Mr C'h dmei'. Tddaioiis 
might yet be made, by a diligent iiispcLtoi of the donnas of 
.lames s days 

^ they are taken fur knigbls cveiy dnv the titeh, uhen they 
ri(/epost:3 A punning allusion to liigliw ay-men, who wele 
usually termed knights of the post 

13 2 



10 


LOVE TRICKS. 


[Jet I, 


privilege, to be sons of hell by adoption, nnd take 
place of Serjeants. — Stay, who’s here'* Thy sister 
and Infortunio; let’s observe. \_They walk aside. 

Enter Infortunio and Sci,ina. 

Infor I must have other answer, for I must 
love you 

Set Must' but J do n ot sec any n ccesMty tha t 
I should love you , Ido confess you are a proper man. 
lafor Oh, do not mock, Selma , let not cvcel- 
leuce, 

Which you are full of, make voii proud and scornful. 
I am a gentleman , though my oiilward part 
Cannot attract all'eetioh, yet some lla^e lold me 
Nature hath made me what she need not sliarne ; 
V’^et look iiilo my lieart, there yam shall see 
Whdt you cannot despise, fin there you are, 
i^Vitli all your graces wailing on yon , there 
Love hath made you a throne to 'it, and rule 
,0’er Infortunio, all my thoniiht' obeying 
And lioiiouring you as queen ]ias^ liy my outside. 
IVly breast I dare compare illi any man 

But who can see this breast you boast ofso ^ 
Infor Oh' ’tis an easy n<jrk , lor ifioiigh it be 
Not to be pierced by tbc dull i ye, whose beam 
Is spent on outward shape', there is .mv.-iy 
To make a search into [its] hiddeii’sl passage. 

1 know you would not love, to please your sense 
A tree that bears a ragged, unleaf’d top. 

In depth of winter, may, when summei loriies, 
Speak, by his fruit, he is not dead but yonlhlul, 
Though once he shew’d no sap. My lieart s a plant 
Kept down by colder thoughts, and doulitlid fears , 
Your frowns, like winter storms, make it seem 
dead. 

But yet it is not so ; make il but yours, 

And you shall see it spring, and shoot forth leaves 
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Worthy your eyo, and the oppressed sap 
Ascend to every part to nnakc it ^reen, 

And pay your love with fruit when harvest comes. 
If my aU'ectioii he suspected, make 
Exi)erience of my loyalty, hy some service, 

Though full of danger , you shall know me better. 
And so discern the truth of vvhat you see not. 

Sel Then you coulees your lo\e is cold as yet, 
And winter's in your heart? 

Infor Mistake me not, 

Selma, for I sa\ my heart is cold, 

Not lo\e. 

Sel And yet \our love i^ from your heart, 

I’ll v\ arrant. 

htjor. Oh, yiii are ninihle to mistake ; 

My heart is cold in \oui displeasures only. 

And yet nn love is fer\eiit . lor your eye, 

C’astuig out beams, inamtains the llame it burns m. 
Agum, sweet love. 

My hcai't is not mine ouii, 'liv yours, you have it, 
And, wliile it naked lies, nol dLign’d vonr bosom 
To keep iL warm, how can il be but luld, 

111 danger to be frozen blame not it, 

\oii only are in fault it ii.^b no heat 

Sel Well, sir, 1 know you have rhetoric , but I 
Can, without art, give you a final answer, 

Infor. Oh, stay! and think awhile; I cannot 
relish 

You should say Jinal ■ Sweet, deliberate; 

It doth eoiicern all the estate I have, 

I mean not diitmhill treasuic, but rav life 
Doth stand or lull to it. If your answer be, 

That you can love me, be it swift us lightning , 
But, if \’ou mean to kill me, and reject 
My so long love-devotions, wdiich 1 have paid 
As to ail altar, stay a little longer. 

And let me count ihe riches 1 shall lose, 

By one poor airy word : first give me back 



12 


LOVE TRICKS 


I. 


That part of Infortunio that is lost 

Witlmi your love ; play not tlic tyrant with me. 

Se/. You’re over i\eak to let your passions sway 
5 on 

If I kneiv any thing I hatl of yours, 

I would nut do you that injustice, sir, 

To let it stay with me , and, for ynur love, 

I cannot jiay it liack ayam witli mine, 

Either rLleasc the debt, or 1 shall the in't: 

Your suit is triutless, hopeless ; pardon me. 
Farei^ell’ I Goint/ 

Ant [comniq furum (l'\ — Now, bv all mv hopes 
}oii aic to blame, sisfei , come, this gentleman flc- 
serves ymr !o\c — Infortuiiio ' \_hifi)r u-lun\<i 
Sel RroLlu r, you forget voiirsell* 

Avt. NVln, I do remember 1 am your brother, 
I .say 3011 must lo\e him 
Sel. INIiist ! 

Ant AVhat! docs lliat move your spirit* 
What aie yon, but you inayloic * be not [lelu- 
lant , you aie a baggage, and iiol worthy of a man 
Se/mn ] 15 \ heaieii, 1 now could kick liei 
Gasp d'liy t'other sister M as of .1 calmer lempt r 
this, a true woman. 

Infoi Sir, liad not nature made you brother to 
hei , 

1 should tic angiy. 

Ani Ala'., poor gciitlciiian ' 1 do not feel 
myself in suth an huniuni lor llilaiia and vet, bv 
this hand, I love her u’cl! ciioiigli , and, now I 
think on’l, 1 piouii'icd hei my coiiijtaiiy She has 
a. damnable, iismions, stinking wretch to her 
father, that caniii/l abide me; 'out ’tis no matter, 
till', wench and I may hiid a place to meet m, m 
spite of his eyes and spectacles — 

Enlei G Olio ON 

How now, Gorgon, whal says she * 
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Grorg. Sir, I have done your remembrances to 
mistress Hilaria, and told her she should find you 
coming by and by ;■* but you were best pass in 
some oliscnnly, lor licr father Riifaliio is hard by, 
sir — Lupus lu fahnla* 

Luter Rufaloo. 

Aut. Caspiiro, an thou love me, shew thy wit 
to entertain this |jieee of black damask and vehet 
yards, while I <;o ui (o ITdaria Antonio. 

Ruf Old men ai e the truest loveis, young men 
are niconstaiil, and AAay «iLh every wind; we 
iie\er move, but aie as true a^ sleek 

Gorg But lu women’^ matters as weak as 
water, as weak as water \_Aiside. 

Ruf Besides, sw eet Uwe,. — but do I couit a 
sliadow ! To sec whither love will carry a man! 
Let me see , 1 could find iii my he;irt to bestow a 
ring- upon my sweetheart, but tli.it I am loth to 
part with it Hem • I will iiet but one ehihl, and 
that .shall be a boy, lest haAm:i loo many children, 
I undo my heir, and my goods lie (lisiiled O 
sweet Selma ' t) ami.ible ,*seliiia 1 sure I am 
not old 

Gor I IiaAe it — sigiiioi C.ispaio, pray let me 
begin with my nicrelumt, if Non loNC me, and 
you like it, .SCI Olid me 

Gai^p Goto, Gorgon , lets see thy wit now 

Ruf. Old men walk with a sliilf, and cieep along 
the street, hold their liead.s below their girdle, 
f'aulter in their speech, foam at the mouth, 
breathe ten times iii a furlong, and aie ready to 
•Spit their lungs on every man’s threshohl. 

+ ‘’lu‘ find i/oii loiiiDi" Ini and hti Okl copy, Y’ou 

iihoiil.l liml lier, .\l 

^ Ini/nii III Jahiila ] 'i his is ajirovcibi.il t’ssion ; and is 
used vvlu'ii the iieisoii of nlium i\c aio siicjlviiiij unexpectedly 
iiiakta his appeuMuLo, 
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Gorg [^comit)g forward.'] God save you, sir! 
Ruf God-a-mercy, honest Gordon ’ 

Gorg. I cry you mercy, sir ; 1 assure you, sir, I 
took you for master Rufaldo, the old merchant. 

Ruf Why, and am not I Is not the fellow 
drunk? I am Rufaldo 

Gorg It may be some kin to him, but not that 
Rufaldo I mean , you are younger a fair deal 
Ruf I am that Rufaldo, the merchant, that 
buried my wife lately, and have one daughter, 
Hilaria, ancient acquaintance with (jonieho and 
your master Antonio 

Gorg. Oh, sir, you must excuse me for that 
Ruf Is thy name Gorgon ? 

Gorg What else, .sir'* honest Gorgon I 
Ruf Do I know thee to be Gorgon'* Wliat’ 
shall I be faced out of myself? why, thou varlet, 
who am 1, if not Rufaldo* 

Gorg. Why, sir, ’tis plain, you have no gray 
hairs in your head, your cheek i.s scarlet, a wanton, 
youthful eye , Rufaldo had a head like frost, hi.s 
eyes sunk into their hollows, a rugged brow, a hoary 
beard, and all his body not worth a drop of blood ; 
a very crazy, old, meal-mouth’d gentleman ; you 
are younger at least by thirty years 

Ruf I'll assure thee 1 w'as Rufaldo, when I 
rose in the morning. 

Gorq You have not slept since, have vou '* 

Ruf No 

Gorg. 'Tis the more strange ' 1 have heard of 
some that have been changed in a dream, but never 
waking befoie . this is strange, nay, admirable. 

Ruf Young! changed' art sure thou dost not 
mock ? 

Gorg. 1 were a very knave then if you be 
Rufaldo, I hope your worship knows 1 have been 
bound to my good behaviour 

Ruf. Altered ! young ! ha, I would I were ! and 
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yet methiriks I am livelier than I was ; I feel my 
joints pliable as wax, and iny voire is stronger too 
Blit tell me, honest Gorgon, is it possible for an 
old man to be young again'* 

Gorg. Nay, 1 see you’ll not believe me: well, 
sir, I will be bold to report the wonder abroad, and 
astonish all your friends. 

Ruf Nay, stay, honest Gorgon — Ha ! young ! 
no gray hairs ! [Gnsparu comes fin ward^ — Stay, 
who’s here? 

Gasp Ha! ’tis not he , I’ll speak to him , no, 
'tis ui \aiii , I’ll sec if he knows me [Parses hy. 

Jxuf Ga.sparo ! What ’ docs not he know me 
too '• 

Gasp. Sir, I should know you , arc you not 
sigiuor Petrucchio, the daiicing-niasler? 

Ruf Tricks! passages! I am Riifaldo, old 
Ruf.ildo. 

Gasp. Rufuldo indeed is old, but you are 
young , Mill do retain his countenance . I would 
swear you were he, but you are \ouuircr far 

Ruf T IS so, I am changed^ 1 am younger than 
I was. I am that Rufaldo, belieie it, 1 know 
jou to be a learned gentleman, named Gasparo : I 
was told afore I was altered — But not to trouble 
\oii with many questions, only one, Gasparo , is it 
a thing possible for an old man lobe young again* 
1 know 'tis admirable, but is it possible? you are 
a scholar. 

Gasp. Possible ! oh yes, there’s no question, for 
we see, by experience, stags cast their old horns, 
and prove Mgorims , snakes cast oft' their old 
coats ; eagles renew their age ; vour plants do it 
familiarly , the phoenix, when she is old, burns 
herself to ashes, from thence revives a young 
phoinix again. Possible ! I have heard some old 

men have been twice children, sir, therefore, 

tis not impossible. 
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Rti/. ’Tis very strange * lam not yet confident. 

Gasp. There be receipts in pli'ysic, sir, to keep 
lliem youno-, saving- that time runs on a little 
beforehand with them ; yes, and to make young ; 
since it IS harder to make alive when lliev are dead, 
than In make voiing when they are alue, and physic 
doth revive some, out of all ipicstion; though not 
so familiarly as kill, for that lliey do with a little 
study ; iiiarty, I think, if it were as gainful to the 
physician to restore as to dcslrov, he uould prac- 
tise the ait of reco\eiv \erY failhliillv 

Ruf. Whv, do you think it would not prove as 
gaiidul 

Gasp. Oh ’ by no means , for where an old 
man would give a hundred pounds, to have fortv 
or fifty y-ars v iped offthe old score of his life ; his 
wife, or next hen. Mould join, rather than tail, lo 
outbid liim half ori’l. to put him out of debt quite, 
and to send his old leaking xcssel into ntarc 
mortnum 

Jivf. Well, well , but it I be xoung, I have ta’en 
no phy.sic for’t 

Gasp If! nay, ’ti.s past if., and and too you 
are certainly restored , let me see, you look like 
one of four or six. and thirty, not a minute above, 
and so much a man may take you for 

Buf Well, 1 know nol what to say tot, there 
IS some [lower in loxe has Vilc'^t me Now, Selma, 
be thou gracious 

Gasp. Ale you in love'* nay, the wonder is noj; 
so a ieaL, "ho can express the [lower of lave'* I 
ha\e read of a painter named Pygmalion, that 
made the [iicluie of a woman so to the life, 
th-at he fell m love writli it, emu ted it, lav in bed 
with it, and, by [the] [lowcr of love, it became a 
soft-natuicd wench, indti'd, and he begot I know 
not how many children of hei Well, sir, Selma 
cannot choose but be mad for you. 
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Ruf. Not mad, Gasparo , 1 would be loth to be 
troubled vvilli her, an she be mad. 

Gasj) Yes, an she be mad in love there is no 
harm ml, she rannot be too mad in love, your 
cornucopia may be alialed at pleasure: besides, 
sir, the bc^l moral men say, love itself is a mad- 
ness, and Ihe madder your wife Is, the more sure 
vou mav be she loves you. 

Hu/ No, no , I love no madness on any condi- 
tion, tor fr.ii of being horn-mad. 

Cinsf) by, sir, madness is not such a discre- 
dit, as the aije goes sou know there are man\ 
mad I'.ishions, and what man liul sometimes may 
be mad ' ^Vre nol vour great men mad, that, when 
the) have enough, u III p aiMi tliior soul for a 
riioiiopnlv ' ‘ Beside mad lords, what do you 
think ol ladies at sonu' timeol tlio inooii'* you may 
spell them m llicir names, mad-darn, You liave 
mud cointieis, that rim madding after citizen's 
wives the citizens are nuivl too, to trust Ihciu 
with their wares, who have been so decji in their 
wives books befiire Vour justice of peace is 
.sometimes niad loo, for when lie inav sec well 
enough, he will sulfer any man to put out Ins eye 
with a bribe: some lawyers are often stark-mad, 
and talk wildly; no man is able to endure their 
Terms. 

Ruf Prithee, mad-cap leave; I am almost 
mad to hear thee 

Gasp. Well, riiyold young Rufaldo, if vou marry 

'' will pawn Ihcii wul for ti iiionojioly '] llic- i^i.inliiit;: ol 
monopolies oT tlir in.iiiut.K tine, oi sale of Liilaiii ailitlcs, so 
preralent in Sliiilij'-i lime, is olieii alluded to am old wn- 
ters, ami \^ itlv good le.isou; m geneial, they weie bestowed 
on the lavouiiUs of the day, who eithei i.used va-f sums on 
their s.dc, oi sliaied m the inujuituiis puihls which they pro 
dutetl riie leadci wdl liiid .i most i munis list of the chie- 
inonoiii'lies iii the beginning of J.imcs the First s reign, in 
Lodge’s lllust of JJiit. Hist, vol in p 
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Selma, I shall have a pair of g^loves, I hope, and 
you’ll let me dance at your wcddiiif; 

Ruf. That thou shall, boy, and I’ll dance myself 
loo — Hey ' . \Exit leaping. 

Gasp Farewell, credulity! ha, ha' wilh what 
a greediness do old men run out of their wits ! 
'Twas a good recreation to see with what pleasure 
he suffered himself to be gull’d ; faith, Gasparo, 
play out thy hand now thou art in , methiiiks I 
have an excellent appetite to make myself merry 
with the simplicity of this age. Let mo .sec ; ’Iks 
.spring, and 1 mean to giie my head a purgation ,■ 
it may beat off the remembrance of my lost love, 
f’^elice. A pox of melancholy ! I will act two or 
three parts, if 1 live, in .spite of it, and if I die, 
then 


Re-enter Gorgon ' 

Gorg. Signior Gasparo, my ma.slcr would speak 
with you • the project too ! I met the youth strutting 
like a gcntleman-usher ; ’tv\as niy invention. 

Gasp But 1 ga\e it poh-sli, Gorgon 

Gorg I confess, you took off the rough-ca.st ; 
hut ’twas Gorgon’s head brouglit forth the project : 
from my .Jove's brain came this Minerva. 

Gasp 1 think thou art a wit 

Gorg Who, 1 a wit * I thought you liad more 
wit than to make such a question: all the town 
takes me for a wit Here’.s a pate hath crackers 
in’t, and flashes. 

Gasp An thou sayst the word, we 'll join in a 
project of Mit, to make an ass of the woi Id a little , 
it shall make us merry, if it take no other ways • 
wilt join'* 

Gorg Bylins hand, any project of wit; what 
is't, good Gasparo? the project? 

Gasp Canst be clo.se? 
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Gorg As midnight to a bawd, or a pair of 
trusses to an Irishman's buttocks ' 

Gasp, Go to: thou shall now then excuse me 
to lliy master, 1 will presently furnish myself with 
new lodgings, and expect to hear from me shortly, 
my brave Delphick, 1 have it in embryo, and I 
sliall soon be delivered 

Gorg. If I fail, call me spider-catcher 
Gasp Mum , not a word , if all hit right, we 
may 

Laugh all our melancholy thoughts away \_Ej:eunt. 


A C T II SC K N E 1. 

A Room in Riifaldo’s House. 

Enter Bubolcus 

Bub. If I IV ere a vvomaii, now could I fall in 
love with myself every body tells me I am the 
propciest gentleman lu the town, and I put it up ; 
for the truth is 1 dare not give any one the lie. A 

~ IIS tlo-f as fi fair i>t tnis'.es to an Irishwa/i ] Had tliis 
paba.igc occviiied lo he* would not ha^ e asserted tl\at 

when liiihiiicn loik' in c/mi trusses, Diey lode “naked" Tlie 
esjnesbion ib M'ly tniiimon in oui old ivntcib, and means 
netlliei inoieiun le'= 1 lian a tiijlit pan ofdiawcib Inl/ifCor- 
coiii/i, Maiia b'lys lo ilii bupjiobud tush t'uotin in, “ O lou lioljby- 
ticadcd lascal * t‘ll hiiiL yon tl.i\eil, anil fiotscis niaile of your 
skin" line, say tin editors, “ tro.\sers apin'.ii to be loose 
brccelicb And yi t ]Mai la liaJ just befme cxelamn'il — 

You lot^ue! 

You enemy to all but little biLeclies, 

] low dare you come, iit 




20 


LOVE TRICKS. 


[Jet II. 

pox o’ fighting 1 I can look as. big as another, but 
shall 1 be such an ass, to venture myself with 
beasts'* for they say your swords most commonly 
are foxes,* and have notable metal in them — Let 
me see, I am now at Rufaldo’s, my fathcr-in-law 
that must be ; here he is — 

EntC) Rufaldo youthfully apparelled 

Master Rufaldo, if you had been mine own father, 
as you are but like to be mv fathcr-in-law, I should 
have proved myself a fool by this hand, I should 
not have known you; why, how busk, and neat, 
and youthful he is ! 

Ruf. I am something altered, I confess, since 1 
saw you. 

Bub. By this flesh that shines, a man would not 
take you to be above five or siv and thirty at mosi , 
how came this ? 

Ruf. Just as Gasparo told me' ’tis apparenl 
Nay, nay, son, forbear lo be incjiii'itive : 1 confess 
I am abated of my ago, — the power of love, and 
.so forth— but I see your fire of love is not out loo 

Bub. No, mine was but raked u]) in the embers 

Rif ^Vliy, this love does make us all ingenious 
too , come, sit down. — [places a cushion uutier 
Aim] — Saving your tail, sir, a cu.shion , ue may 
discourse with the more ease. 

Bub. Pray, how docs niy sweetheart, inustress 
Hilaria ? 

Ruf. She IS very well. — Ila, son, 1 am in love 
too , son I call you. I hope you will get my 
daughters good will , but you’ll find lier peevish 

Bub No matter, sir, for that ; I would not have 

* j/oi/r swords moil cnminonl’j a^c foxes] This is (lie cant 
name given to a svvoid by all our old dijinalists , |jiabjhly 
because, as the sententious Nyin says, “ ii can bite iijnin 
occasion " 

® Alluding to the proveib It's a wiSP child, Sre 
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her easily; I ivould sweat for her; I warrant I'll 
make her love me. 

* Quf. Look you, can you read. — [Gives Bub. a 
paper.^ — I made a ditty to send my mistress, and 
my musician, that I keep in my house to teach my 
daughter, hath set it to a very good air, he tells 
me: you sliall hear and judge of it , I hear him 
tuning Ills instrument. 


Musician sings within 

Gt)il nf lonr, (n Cupid yield, 
lie IS maslet of the field ; 

He with ni row hits the heart, 

Thou with lance the uorser pari. 

Cupid greater i.s than Jove, 

Since he wounded was with love ; 

Jsay, in pou er, by much odds, 
lie e.iccLs the other s'ods. 

Jjfiie transform’d Jove to a swan. 

Jfnde I'^lysse.'s a mad- man, 

But Rufaldi) It does make 
\ uuug . for his Selma’s sake. 

Ruf How ilo you relish it, ha? 

Bub In troth llie ditty is as pretty an an as e er 
I saw , ’tis divided into three regions, too , I war- 
rant you can make ballads ca^'ily? 

Ruf Oh tie! they are harbaroii.s and ignoble, 
that’s begii.iily 

Bub But for all that, 1 have read good stiitt’ 
.sonietiiiics, especially iii your lighting ballads . 
When cannons arc roaring, and bullets are flying , 
S,^c 

Rif Fie 1 whi|)piiig-post, tinkerly stiilf How 
did you like the air ^ 
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Bub. As sweet an air as a man would wish to 
live in; but ’tis somewhat backward 

Ruf. [sings.] Ohmustc^ the life ofthesonl! 

Bub. I should have learn’d music once too, but 
my master had so many crotchets, 1 could ne’er 
away with it But where is your daughter, sir? 
there is no music without her ; she is the best 
instrument to play upon. 

Ruf. And you shall have her between your legs 
presently. 

Bub. I had as lief be betwi.vt her’s, fur all that 

Ruf Hilana ! where is this girl I’ll fetch her 
to you, and leave her with you, for 1 have a love of 
mine ovvn, to whom [ mean in person to picsent 
this ditty I'll fetch her. \_Extt. 

Bub. I do not see nliat fault she can hud with 
me , and if I had some good word to come over 
her;— but I must help it out, an need be, nith 
swearing But here she is. 

Re-enter Rofaloo with Hilaru , Antonio 
following at a distance. 

Ruf Still Antonio with yen'* you are a foolish 
girl . do I take care to provide a husband for you, 
and will you cast away yourself upon a prodigaP 
But that 1 would not cJisconlent his sister, vvhorn I 
hope to make ray wife, I would forbid him my 
house, therefore be wise, and take heed of him, 
he's giddy-headed, and loose-bodied The bee 
may buz, but he will leave a sling: plant your 
love there,— [potniing to Bubulcus.] — upon my 
blessing , he hath many lordship.s. 

Hil. Bray heaven he have good manners ’ 

9 Play heavt)i he have guod manneis ] Tliih play bet wten lord- 
ships and manors, h olten found in our old wntcia, ivho take 
advantage of the loose orthogiaphy of their tunc to raiie a 
number of wittitisms on it. 
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Ruf I have set open the of opportunity , 
Cupid .speed u.s both! \^Exit. 

Bub Let me alone to cuter my man, now the 
point is open. — Hum! [^sees .lutonio ] — Stay, there's 
a man in her tabic.s more than I looked for: ’sfoot, 
he kisM'.s licr ! I'll call Kiifaldo back. — \_(Joe.s to the 
side of the stiujeS\ — He's out of sight ; it vveie but 
a cowardly trick for me to run away 

Ant The bee may buzz > — now* the sting of con- 
.acience eat up his gut, fry his siiel, and leave him 
at his death not able to weigh down a pound of 
candle. 

/jw/y He tallv.N of suet , I do melt already. [Aside. 

Hd. Look, do yon sec that man of clothes? — 
[pninlniy to Jiuhii/ais ] — upon m\ father's bless- 
inc. he must be iny husband ^V'^hat w'lll you do? 

Ant Fight with him, his clothes are too big 
tor him , I'll beat him till ho swell to them. 

Hd No, as von loAe me, do not strike him. 

Bub. [aside} — 1 will set a good face [on’t], 
whatsoever come — llilaria. hoiv does my love* 
come, kis.s . [(Iv.v.se.s' her ] -why, so ! this comes of 
\aloiir e fall to, and he fall'- off, he's .some 
coward, 1 hope.— And how dost, Hilaria? 'tis an 
age since I saw thee • what springal is that * ha ’ 

Hil One tli.it desires to be ot your acquaint- 
ance, .sir 

Bub. My ac(|naiiitancc ' AVho is he * none but 
knights, and knighls fellows, are of my acquaint- 
ance. I .scorn gentlemen 

Hi!. But, for my .sake, pray be acquainted with 
him. 

Bub. Thou shall do much with me — Sir, I am 

’ 'I'lic t)c»' Ilia/ hu7.v ’ — nniL, &c.] The nlil ee]W rc.id'', Be 
buzzard now, the sting, 8.c of winch I can make 110(111115. It 
seems as it Antonio, who liad overhcaid Kiifaldo a parting 
speech, tomes forward, indignantly repeating the old man s 
allusion to himself 


VOL. 1 


c 
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content, for her sake vi’liom I love, to be acquainted 
with you : Wilt borrow any money? for so do all 
that bco 111 tlicir acquaintance u itli me , ’tis the 
fashion — lie is .a couard, is he noO — \lo Sehna ] 
— Here ; — -intonio — Nay, an you 

scorn niv money, I scorn your acquaintance 

Hd. Pray, for mv sake. 

Siih. Why, he will borrow no money of me ; I 
had never such a trick put upon me, since I knew 
what acquaintance was : I am sure tliere have been 
forty acquainted uith me, since 1 came to toun, 
and not one had so little lircedin^, to let me ask 
them the (piestion We could no sooner shake [one] 
hand, but llie other was in my pocket" it may be 
’tis his modesty. — Sii , this is my love, lldaria, and 
if you mil not borroii money of me, by this hand, 
there lies my sivord , — [throics donn Jus suord ] — 
he Is a coward [//.str/e to Hd. 

Hd. It appears 

Bub. Hilana is my mistress, and if any man 
dale be so mnturous as to bla'-t her rcqnitation 
w'lth a foul breath, he .shall breathe his last. 

Hd. ’Ti.s A'ery .sure , he sljall not be imniorlal. 

Buh Or, if you shall ufler, in n y preseme, to 
dehle her lip, or touch her hand, or Kiss but the 
nether pai t of her Aestnre, yon had belter kiss her 

jn another place , nay, do but blou on her 

]_Hait)Cs his voice 

Hd. Yon foi’i^^ct yourself, this is my friend. 

Buh. Or wink at her, or speak to her, or make 
sij^ns, or think on her to my face, \oii had 
better lycej) your thoughts to yourself — now, to 
conclude, and if you be aggrieved, my name is 
Bubulcus, and von lie. 

Ant. And yon lie — there on the ground — [throws 
him down.^ — Why should 1 not knock hi.s brains 
out with his own hilts, or stake him to the ground, 
like a man that had bang’d himself?— Sirrah clothe.s, 
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rat of Niliis’* fiction, monster, golden calf- oh’ I 
could kick tlu'C till thou hast no more brains than 
thy cousin u'oodrock ! I will not dishonoiii myself 
to kill lliec , half a dozen kicks will he as good as 
a house of con eel ion. — Out, vou monkev ! 

\_Ktcks him 

Bub. [rtACS ] — Oh, that I could run thee thorough 
body and soul' 1 will challenge thee, a pox on 
your toes' vMndd I had the paring of your nails ! 
Were \ou dumb so long for tills'* 

Anf Hence' 

Bub Who look'd for you * when will you be 
heie again ' Look for a challenge ; the time may 
loiTic, when 1 will beat thee. [Exil. 

Anf Hus ihv father left a multitude of men to 
make choice ol tlii.s piece of lolly to be thy Juis- 
liand ! ( Hi, the bliiulness of a covetous, wretched 

father, I hat is led only by the ears, and in love 
with soiuuU I Nature had done well to have thrust 
liim into the world without an eye, that, like a 
mole. i'. so alfected to base earth, and there means 
to dig lor I’aradise ' but come, Hil.iria , 
h'atliers their children and themselves abuse, 

That wealth a husband for their daughtei choose. 

\^Exennt 


SCENE II. 

.1 Room tn Corrielio's House. 

Enter Cornelio, Rufaldo, and Selina 

Vur ] did not think, Rufaldo, pardon me, 

You could have so prevail’d, but if she can 

^ rat of Nilui' fiction, 1 j. e. shapeless, unformed, such as were 
said to be left in the slime of that river, after it had shrunk 
within its banka. This supposes the old pointing to be correct ; 
it otherwise, _/fction is easily understood. 

C 2 . 
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Plant lier affection on you, I'll not be 
Backnard to call you son. 

Sel He does appear 

With all the chainis of love upon liis eye, 

And not rough drawn, but polish’d , he assumes 
A power ’hove all resistance 

Cor. An old man's darlnii^, is a petty ipicen, 
Above all her desires 

Rvf. Nay, she shall m ant nollnni; mv weallli 
can purchase — O mv sweet Sebn.i ! 

Cur Rnfaldo, \\ ith \oui palieaee. 1 woiibl liavi' 
A word or t« o in private, >on need not 
Prejudicate me. 

With all my heart J JValk.^ aside 

Cor Stdina, 

Thou know'st I am thy father. 

Sel My duty, sir shall speak it 
Cor. And you know 
Whom YOU have rejected, 

Sel Young Infoitunio 
Cor. And you know what man 
He IS with whom you mean to lie that knot 
Nothing Init death is able to undo. 

S(d Rnfaldo, sii , an old man. 

Cor. Ob, Selina' 

Pelicc,tliy poor sister, thou recall'st 
To sad remembrance ; but heaven, alas ' 

Knows only where she is 

Sel Sir, I have often hcaid vou talk of her, 

But never knew' that sister well 

Cor Thou, with thy uncle's tenderness, wa.st 
kept 

Always m the country, not, until her loss. 

At home with me. her fate taught me to give 
A liberty to thee ; her I restrain’d, 

Poor wench, in love with Ga.sparo , till, betwixt 
Obedience to a father, and the love 
To him, she left us both, father and friend 



Sc. II.] 


LOVE TRICKS. 


27 


Now, to avoid tlje like alHiction, 

I vow’d tliy freedotn , and thou .see’st I do not 
Encoiiiiler tliy afl'ectiou with tlie bonds 
A father iniirht enforce ii|)on Ins child 
Sei. I hiirnbly thank you, [■'ir ] 

Coi . Rut yet, Selma, 

'fake lieed, be not too rash 1 have obs'Crv’d 
You v^aiit 110 conimoii jiidfjment, O, do not 
Proci|ii(ate thx.sell into a souow 
Shall waste thee with repentance , let me tell you, 
'I'hcre Is a method, wlicii \oiir passion’s young', 

I'o kee|) it 111 obedience you love Riif ildo ! 

Art thou not yoiiiio * How will the rose agree 
With a dead hyacinth * or the honey wood-bind,’ 
Circling a withered briar’ — 

You can a|iplv Can you -submit vour body 
To bed wilh ice and snow, your blood to luingle ’ 
Would vou bedeafd with coughing, teach your eye 
How (o be Tlicuuiatic ' Jjreatlies he not out 
His bods III diseases, and. like dust, 

Falling all into pieces, as if nature 
Would make him Ills ow ii grave * 1 say too much. 
(), wJiat are all the itches of llie woild 
To ail oppressed inind. which then must be 
I'ed ssitii despaii ol cliaiige’ or will [his] gold 
Rus olf ill impi isomueiit * Nav, will it not 
C’omiiose the cliauis, that bind you to endure it? 
Well, 1 have said eiiougli, keep still your Ireedom — 
And lose it w here you will, you shall not blame 
Me for vour fate, nor giieso me with soiu .shame. 

Set Deal lather low as earth I tender you 
'J'he dulv of a daiighler , 1 have lieard you 
Not with a careh's.s ear. I’hut liberty 
You have bestow'd on me, for which I owe 

’ 01 the hoiifi/ wooil-binil,] So'sliiilia' niitc=; (lie word, winch 
torroboijus what la noticed m tbc I of Delight. Jonson, 
i.ol VII |i JOS 

♦ hn oil n giave ] Old cojiy, Hi^ old >■' 
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All that I am, doth make me confident 
You ^\^ll not be offended, if I tell you 
My love is virtuous , were it olheiwise, 

I should elect, as you |)remonish, yinth 
And prodigal Idood. And, father, I think here 
I shew myself \onr daughter, nor am 1 
Without good precedent too . how many fine. 
Young, noble ladies, in this fairy isle, 

Have match'd willi ie\ereiRl age ? and live as they 
Were born fioiu nature's |nintv, free from stain 
Of sensual impulation , by their loves. 

Deriving heav enly honours to ihemselves 
’Bove merit of equality [Jinfnldo comes foi nard 
Cor No more Heaven’s blessing 
And mine light on thee ihon shalt have Rulaldo 
Sel. I would not leave Rutahlo lln a woild 
Of rasli iintciiiperate youth, belu've il su 

Cor Rufaldo, heard yon that ' She s^ys she 
would 

Not leave you for a world of olliei men 

lluf. Nor 1, for a ihuusaiid woihU, luisake iny 
lov e — 

Come seal it w itii a kiss, aiiulhcr! aiiollier' aiiollier! 
Cor. As close as cockles ' 

Ruf. Oh, that w'e were mained * 

Tis death to stay the ceremonies, Avould 
We were abed together' 

Cor ’Twtic time, 1 see, we were at eoiifereuce. 
To confirm all tilings for the marriage. 

You being agieed, I think vve sli.dl nut (hirer 
Jn other circumstance, and ’tweie sin to let 
That keep your joy s a.simder bv delay. 

Please yon, we II have some treaties 

Ritf. Most willingly —O niy bud, my chick, 
my dove, my America, my ntw-fouiid world! I 
shall shortly run back into one-aiid-lwenty again 
{^Exeunl Cornelia and Rii/nklo. 
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Sel With whiil agility lie moves himself, 

As he were iiimle ol air ! Let ^veakncss ta\ 

Our iiieijiialily, 1 lisne a mind 

Can ea-'ily contemn vvlial the world’s malice, 

Out of its own (ir^-t guiltiness, can throw 
TJ|ioii our lo\es i( .shall lie enough for me 
Thus lo (onvince the \%orld ol so mucli l)asenc.ss, 
Lodg'd in Invurions tliou^lits. hy mv chaste life. ^ 
Riifaldo. I lion ait mine, all time, iiiethinUs, 

Is slow, till tie actually posscsl 
Of mutual enjoMug — who’s this * 

Knlci .liNKiN, and Ins par/e Jocauklio 

1 'he \\ tishman* that deli\eis Ins all’ection 
At second hand, to me 

,Ao/ laiok Nou, pages, w here our s\vccliearts and 
pigsiiK s he, and could hei tell wlial to sa;v to her 
now, know liei lleall^ely NMll.liut pogs upon her, 
cannot aide her knowledge speak ilietones, and 
oraloiies, and line woids to her ' Look aou knaw, 
heltei to light, and cut doulilcts \vith lier AN elsli 
g laves, maik \nu 

Juv. )Sii . Will yai lose tins opporliiuitN ' you'll 
curse yourself in NVelsh, two oi thiee davs toge- 
ther (oi t 

Jon SeiillcM Oman, if her kiiaw not hei name, 
vvasdculan, horn in Wales, came ol |ng houses, 
and Brittish hloods,Avas havegn at lulls and inoim- 
taiOwS aide her own, when was get ein again, any 

5 1)11 nil/ I /ii/ac hli ’ 1 (.llil ( n])\ CV'ifj/ih , lunoOlion at the 

loimci ^\()i(l, .1 lii'(|U(nt 'oniii iil (jidi in thc'i.' 

* AAtilsU ili.ii.uUi iMi) lioi|iii'nl iii^uininl in the 
of mil oht j)li\n 'I'lu' [inilunMv ol thn^i Onus must 
li.i\L‘ Iduuil soinctlnn^ luluiilmi' in llu' iliilut, ni \s.iirarit 
llic-i.' ii‘|)iit((l mil oihn 1 mils, Im ilu iinii llu'iii I'li t's are fis 
iliill .mil umntm L'ltiug .!■' i.in |inssibl\ In. i. mu I'oetl With the 
exception ot tlio=e broiii;ht on the sta^L Lijr Shakspeaic, I 
scarcely iccolk'ct one above contomjit. 
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Avay, her cousins, and our countryman was never 
conquered, but alvva\s have the victories ])ravely ; 
liave her arms and scu'^hrins, to know that say 
yon, was give in her crests great deal of monsters, 
and dragons, kill ’em with their hooks ver\ vali- 
antly, as any sentcimaii in the whole \iorld ; pray 
you now was please you place her adections and 
good-uills upon hei , in ways of niake-moiiey, 
mark you leal plainly, Jenkin was love hei \ery 
honestly, else \) 0 \ upon her, and her will tight in 
her cause and qnariels, long as have any plood in 
her bellies and backs too, mark \on 

Sel. S ir, 1 am bound to you tiir tin iiHection 
You cast on me ; 'lis far above rnv merit 

Jen. Merits, say you'* aw to rneiits are awl 
banished our coniitiys and nations, \oii know dal. 
Pray von, Mas her love Jeiikiu ^ 

Sel Love yon, sir * 1 know not how to he 
iSo inhuman not to lo\e you , 4 jiiI] your parts 
Deserve a iiulder ob|ect , 1 .ini not 
Worthy so iniich opinion of\oiir lo\e‘ 

But wherein 1 iu.in do \oii sersu e, sir, 

Von shall (ommand .Selina 

Jen Shall liei ? Was make her means and 
salisfaction.s, warrant her or say Senkiii was [no] 
seiitlenian of Wales, sa\ yon no\^' pages, was 
have her matrimonies and ucdlocks veiv fast, look 
you, and when was gel her, nole her cousins, u as 
make joys and gralnlalion lui her good (ortiines 
upon her W^elsli harps, know you dal very well, 
pages ^ her feai her sliall be kmgliled one days, and 
have gieat cumulations of urships, hunuis, and 
dignities too, a gical while ago 
Joe. And great castles m the an 
Jen Was give awl her lands, and craggy tene- 
ments in Wales au.ay to her cousin a[i John, and 
live herself here upon ^e^y good fashions, with her 
monies and mighty riches, when her can .get ’em. 
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Enter Infortumo. 

Infor How now, whither so fast, man ? thou 
may’st g^et to liell by nif^lit, an thou goest but an 
alderman’s pace. 

Jen By cats-ploud, her will go to the devil an 
her list , what is that to her? 

Ii\foi Cry }oii mercy, your name is master 
Jc'iikm 

Jen And what ba^c her to say to master 
Jciikiii'* Jeiikm IS as gooil names as her own, 
pray vui, was good sciitlenian as lierselt, know’ 
veiv well, sa\ \ou now'* 

Infor. (lood-bye, sir. 

Jen Bo\>' does her call her boys* Hark }0U 
hei ? liLT name is .lenkm, her be no boys, no 
shildreii. 

Jnjo! I will not be usial so. 

Jen. Her shall lie us’d worse an her call Jenkin 
bo\s; was knock as tall a man as herself, an Welsh 
plood be up, look you. 

Infor. t'aii .she love liuf.ildn ? ’tis impossible. 

Jen Biple-pables, ’tis very possible 

Jnfin His lioih has more diseases than an hos- 
pital , an hnnger-siarv’d rascal 

Jen Rascals* shesliu ! was ne\er such names 
and appellations pul upon her awl her days. 
Becar her will make you eat up awl her v^ords 
and igiiomniies, or her plade shall make holes in 
your bellies, (ligiion. 

Infor. A yciy pull, a weak animal. 

Jen Hey, putt', and cannibals , if the devil be 
in your inonllis, her will pick your teellis with her 
AVelsli plade, and [lav you lor all your puffs, and 
cannibals, w.irraiil her 

Infor. But tis her laiiU, alone, impudent woman. 
Oh, may you, like Narcissus, perish by 
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Your face, the fall of others, or, luipilied 
Of heaven and eaith, die loalliMune ' 1 could curse. 
Jen Her can curse, ami sweat too, look you now. 
Infor. Pardon, divinest sex, passions do force 
My reason 11 out me, 

1 do submit, Clave pardon, as your ciealiire 

Jen. Nav, an liei ctave pardon, and make sub- 
missions, Jeiikiu Mas put up awl hci angers and 
indignations Faiewell \^Exit u-ith .JocarcUo. 

Infar (Jh, Selina' 

Thou art too much an adamant 
To draw my soul unto thee, eillier be 
Softer, or less attracli%e but Rufiddo ' — 

’Tis depth of vMlchci.ill , oh! I could be mad, 
Beyond all patience mad , it is some malice' 

Hath hud tins poison on hei. 

Enter Goroon iti/A o Lellci . 

Gor. Here's Inforluiuo. Alas, jioor irentle- 
inan ' Little docs he think lial black anil wlnte 
is here, a biller liandfni ol coniniendalions loJnrii. 
My young nu-liess is mad oi the old coxcomb, and 
■will marry him almost witlionl a-^king 1 cannot tell," 
but it .slie do not cuckold limi, and make Inin ci\ 
coins on Ins tees ' eie he die he has loot's loilune, 
foi a wise man would be out ol hope to a\oid it. 
He spies me. 

InfdT Wlnther running, Goigon I 
Gor Not out of my wit^ sii , I ha\e a letter 
from rn^ yamg mistre.ss Selma must, m all haste, 
have cleanly conveyance to old Rufalelo 

Infor. Let me but .see the directions 

’ It li some lualitL] i e soiceiy, wilLluiafl . tlie old l.iw- 
Icriii, miiliiia 

® 1 (ujiriot tell] 1 Know not what to tlnnlv of it Sec lien 
Jonson, vol i. p ]‘25 The allusion m tlic nest, line, to the 
ciyofthc Lorn-cutters, is a laiouiilc one witti oui poet 
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2o my helmed friend, master Unfnldo : — ’tis a he ; 
.she was mistaken , it«as 1 shnuld owe’ tins ap- 
pellalioii. I ll not believe llie superNcription , ’lis 
a pain tell I’aee, I’ll .see the heart ou t 

open the letter. 

(im. J hope, sir, \ou will not throw open the 
'■lieet, and discover iny ni).stre,ss’s secrets f — How 
he stares ' 

Infor [reads.] If you lore me, and uish me 
constanl. he your own ft tend, and let our mat riage 
day herjiii n till the next morntny j thine, Sehna 
Oh' she’s m; id 

All womankind is mad , and I am mail. 

lioin shall 1 rend in pieces for ni\ \^roni>s > 

And .IS ivilh atoms till this poison d an ^ 

Ridiildo ' 

Stay, is not she a creature rational 
Oh no. the re is no sp.iiU ot' nature in her , 

Ml us sunk lost lor o\ei stay, sla\ , .see. 

[Tears the letter 

Gor. lie has iri.ide a tailoi’" lull ou t, torn’t 
in pieces ere it be discliar<i'd hat shall 1 do? 

Infor This i.s M edea's biother, torn in pieces. 
And this the nay when' she iiilh .lason Hies 
From Colchis,* come not near them , see, [see] , 
look ! 

Tliat s an aim leiil oil 

Gor ’rills'* \^Gathei s up the pieces 

Infor And the hand beckons us 
To ciy out mill del 

® I ihvnld oyM. l/in i e n\Mi 

“ riuni (lii't 111 It loui |) 

‘ Tilt ii.init- ( 111 111 ttn \f luil, tiiiil li t't |iut tliML'If 
“ Vjitm till- i-'l.uul i' .1 'pt ' \it 1 Sc 2 

' J miH ( i\t ] s,) 1 >\iji|io>t il ^liiiiiltl be: the old 

( tipy ii.viU, “'loin toltlitis, until' tiol lU'.ii tin!' as if some 
ji.iilirnlai jitisouwiie j<lthc-.-.t‘il bat incry pa{jc of Shiilcy 
abound': in ciioib cipially iinacLOiiatabli' 
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Gor I’ll but liold it by tbe luinil 
/h/o? TliutV a oi l he bo\. 

Gor Tins, Mr, aloaj ^ it shall go with me, then 
//{/bi rhere, there ’tis, head and yellovv curled 
locks, 

His e\’es are full of tears ; now the\ do stare, 

To see wheie all his other meuibeis he 

Gor So ' I have all his cjuaileis, I'll j)rcseull\, 
sir, get poles for them, and hang them upon tJie 
gates in iheir posture> for you * [Edit 

Infor Hut she and .Jason aic both shipp d, and 
_Aigo 

Is sailing borne to Greece. See how the oa\es 
Do toss the lessel, and the muds conspire 
To dash It ’gainst a rock ! it rides upon 
A n aterv mountain, and is liul in clouds , 

It cannot sta\ there : now, now, [now] it tumbles 
Three tathom beneath hell ! let lliern [e eu]go 
Here comes the father of Medea iiova , v , 

C.illing III vain unto the gods, and spies 
His son’s limbs thrown alioiit, luslead of flowers, 
To his dauohter’s nuptials , he does take them up; 
He knows the face and now he tc'ais his hair. 

And raves, and cries, Medea ! Poor old man ' 
Command a funeral pile for the young child, 

And lay the prettv hinlis on t, trom whose ashes 
Shalt have another son in the sha|>e of Phieni\. — 
Shall I* — O, excellent' Prejiaie a fire 
All of sweet wood for my sweet box ; a fire 1 [Exit. 

An :illu6ian to tlic birbarou'? custom, tlicn too familiar, of 
cxjiosing the head and limbs of jicisoiia cxeiuted tor high 
treason, upon the- gates of tlie city. 
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ACT Hi SCENE I 
A Roojii in Rnf.ildo’s House 
Eiifcr Rui-' \i.i)o 

Ruf ’1’is no'v c;irl\ (l;iy . fic, \a liat alnn^ night 
hath this hi-cii ! the sun weiil dniiih to lied Lhc last 
iiiahl. and could not ^cc to i is(,‘ this inornino: I 
r<iul(l haiillv ink, I am sure, love kept me wak- 
ing , and the I'Npect.itioii o|‘ this on w edding-dav 
did so (a|)er in nn Iti.iins. 1 thought of nothing but 
dancing the S/ioktiKi if tlir ^ulll my sweet- 

heart It Is cc'itani I am \oinig, cvmv hodv now 
tell s me so, it did appear Iw Selina’s consenting so 
soon to hoe , foi Ikmi I had but broke the ice ol 
in> atl'eclion. she (’ell o\er head and ears in love 
with me ^\ a' c \tr man so lia|»p\ as I am * I do 
leel, 1 do feel iiiN \(Mis t.dl ofi’, as the rain from a 
man tlial eonu s dioppmg in , 1 do feel myself 
e>ei\ da> glo^^ yuuiigei and joiiiiger still • let me 
see an hniidied ^eais lienee, if I li\e to it, I shall 
be new on! (if m^ teens, and innning into years of 
diseution again ^Vell, I will now to master 
Cornel Ill's, and bid them good morunv with a noise 
of musicians , and to see, at the \ery talking of 
mnsie, ho a niy heart leaps and dam'es at my 
wedding aliead\ ' I lune bespoke the jiarson to 
inarr\ ns, and lane pioiiiised [liimla tlonlde tee for 
expedition O, lunv I am so pioiid of my joy, my 
leel do not know w hat ground they stand on. [Exil 
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SCENE III. 

A Room in Cornelio's House 
E'nfer CoRNKLio, Rufaldo, Antonio, am/HiLARJA. 

Cor. I am amaz’d ; wlien was she seen'* 

Ant Not to-day, sir , I have search’d her cham- 
ber, and almost turn’d it out o’ the window, but no 
Selina. 

Ruf- It IS very strange , is not your man Gorgon 
come back* 

Cor What should this mean* it is a stiange 
absence, on the wedding day too. 

Ruf. That angers rue most, sir 

Cor My heart misgives me , some fatal acci- 
dent, upon my life, is happened to her 

Enter a Servant. 

Ruf. Hast thou happy news ? 

Ser I have travelled all the town over, and can 
meet no intelligence of her 

Cor. Be dumb, mght-raven , she is lost, she - 
lost ! 

The Fates, sure, make con'^piracy to take 
My daughtei> from me ; one I lost because 
I would not give her, and I have refiented 
Full justice for it, and am I so unhappy 
To lose Selma loo* but I’ll not sleep 
Until I find her, either alive or dead - - 
Rufaldo, you have interest in this sorrow. 

Join in the inquisition. — Oh my girl, 

Selina' \_Exil. 

Ruf. Have I been young for this * If 1 find her 
not, I will run, — 1 will run, 1 will run, mad ! 

\^Exit 
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Ant. No more ; I know where her clothes be : 
if it take, applaud niy invention I have cozened 
my own faUur before now, and I will try new con- 
clu.sioii'' , ’ but 1 must liave thy assistance and 
secrecy if my sister have a conceit of mirth to put 
upon us, I may chance pul her to prove herself 
Selina, or remove her with a habeas corpus. 

[^Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 

A Street 

Enter Jenkin and .Iocarello 

Jen Jocarellos, awl is true, Selina is gone in 
shepherd’s \estimcnts to the woods and forests ; but 
►her will make tra^els and ambulations after her. 
Never \>as sciitilnian i’ the world lo\c as Jcnkiii 
now, (o make |oiirne\s and pcregrinalions for a 
womans, look yiu: tint if her lind her, as know her 
very well, her will there make awl sure works and 
perlbi rnances, warrant ^ou Pages here is moneys, 
pray aoii make proMsions of breads and victuals 
too, know lids arc 'cry Iiarc places, and Jcnkin 
was always liu'c cud slomacks and appetites, look 
you , pray yon, do. pray you, do. [Exeunt. 

* J wtU try 7itu) cunclusioiis ,] i. e. npw piojert^, new experi- 
ments ; the cxpicssiou la common to all our old writers. 


VOL. I. 


D 
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SCENE V. 

Ga.sparo’s Tjodyings. 

(THE COMPLEMENT-SCHOOL ) 

Enter Gasparo habited punctualUj , as Master of 
the School, and Gorgon, as Ins Usher 

Gasp Be the hangin^.s up, Curculio, and all 
the chairs and stools put into inethod ’ the day is 
old, mcthinks ; tune runs fast upon the minute 
brings my disciples Do my bills of Complements 
.still relish, Curculio'^ do they please the palate, 
ha 

Gotg My most iiigcmoiis and noble enlieotas- 
ter, bravely BilLs* pills you should say, not laced, 
but lined with gold ; they swallow them greedily, 
ajid still flock to them, and conglomerate, my sou 
and heir of the Mu.ses. a proclamation is as (puet 
as the poor-man s Ixix, no man looks after it, not a 
ballad-monger has any audience but happ\ is the 
man that rides rn',st post to your pajieis, and cries 
Admirable' your old men look upon I hem with 
their spectacles, as they would eye an Obligation 
within a minute of forfeiture. 

Gasp Thou hast eaten m) the Furies already, 
and speakest all buskins . but close, walk in the 
cloud.s, I have not heard of any mountebank of wit 
durst ever attempt to set up .shop o’ the trade yet : 
but wliisl ' — Usher, take your place 

Enter Buisulcus. 

Gor. ’Sfoot, ’ti.s Bubulcus. 

Bub. This is the Complement-school ? 
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Gorg Tlircc cuts an<l a half, hey' [He dances ] 
I cjive you, sir, (^encrouR salutation, and wish a fair 
morn descend upon yon • Ihricc noble spirit, wel- 
come ; does your worship de.«ire lo be spiinklcd 
with the drops of Helicon, to gather the pippins 
of Parnassus, and have yonr forehead lillctted with 
Apollinean bays, or laurel * 

Bub Troth, sir, I do not knovv hou to conster 
W'hat you say, allliough I knovv it be Latin, sir: the 
cause of rnv coining to you, is to let you under- 
stand, that here i^ a (Joinplernont-SV hool, and I 
have a great desiro lo be taught some ofyour flganes 
and lira\e words , I tlo mean lo pay for it soundly 
too, sir: 1 thank my stars. ,i« they say, 1 have 
ready money aliout me 

Gnrg You shall be verberated. and reverber- 
ated. my evael |uec(‘ ot stolidity. Please you draw 
near, then' is the star of eloijuenee, uiiilcr whom 
1 am an liy podidascal, m Fhigbsli, lus usher 
Hub A aentlem.in-nslicr. at least. 

Gokj. Ap[)roaeli witlioiil fear — Here is a pn pil, 
sir, desires to .siiek the honey ol vonr cloijiieiico, he 
IS a gciitleni.m in folio 

Gasp. Youi accession n grateful, rny most gen- 
tle lunn» of iiisi|iieiiee ; what complement doth 
aiTide the palate ot your generosity ' 

Unit YVliat says lie, pray, in Eiigli.sh ^ 

Gvi g H e asks what kind of verbosity you 
would be pnielised in liecause 1 perceive you are 
raw, I will descend to your capacity he asks what 
coinpleiiu'iit you would learn. 

Bub. ^Vhy, look you. sir, 1 would have two 
kinds of cornpleiiients: for, sir, 1 am in love, and 1 
am m bate. 

Gasp. How ! in love and hate too ’ 

Bub. Yes, I am in love willi a w'enoh, and 
would have a delicate speech for her, and I am in 
hate with a genUeiuaii, a young aiunial, aad 1 

Di2 
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would kill him now u ithmil danger of the law. 
To tell you true, lie did alm.''e me in the jiresence 
of my sweetheart, and did (saving this good com- 
pany) kisfl my backside. 

Oorg How ' 

Bub Hut it vMis with his fool, sir : now, in re- 
gard 1 hale not the lieait to kill him with ray 
sword, I would cut him in pieces, and murder him 
with moiith-gims. Look yon, sir, here’s nioiiev, 
please yourself; but, I pray you, gi\e me a pow'- 
dering speech, for 1 would blow him up , I be- 
seech you, ifeicr you pul gall into Mini ink, make 
it a bitter speech 

Gasp Sir, 1 will diaw' you -a sublime speech, 
shall conjure him. 

Bub. Pr.i\ do, for he has a great spirit ni him. 

Gasp Usher, iii the iiieaii time enkri.ini him 
with some copy of amoious coniph'ment 

Goro There is an usher's tee belongs lo rov 
place 

Bub. Here's gold tm your fee, I reteiied it foi 
good (ee-simple, 1 am sure. 

G<ng. Simple, I am sure [.Tuo/e.] — So, sir, 
look you, 1 should teach you Lo make a leg first , 
but lliesc jio'.tures auoii 
llt‘ splendent misliess,Joi' thp five doth Jar 
Excel all other , like a hlazinrf star 
We rnortaU uonder at, vnuchsafe to cast, 

Out oj those spaikliutf diamond eyes thou hast, 

A. sacred mjluence art thy voiced creature, 

That IS confounded icith thy for m and feature 

Buh. Adruiiablc! 

Gorg. Goddess of Cyprus 

Bub. ilstay; I do not like that word Cyprus/ for 

+ Bub. / do not like that word Cyprus, &r ] Cyprus is tlie 
name of a stuff something like crape, and, as Coigon says, the 
emblem of mourning Oui uld draiiiatistg seldom use the word 
, without a pun ; of the humour of which tbu of Bubulcus may 
be taken as a fair specimen 
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she’ll think I mean to make hatbands of her : can- 
not yon call her taffata froddess' or, if you go to 
stuff, cloth of gold were iicher 

froif/ Ch, there’s a conceit. C/V|)nis is the 
emblem of mourning, and here bv Cyprus you 
declare liovv much yui pine and iiioiirn after her, 
sir 

\ erv i.nio(l ; prav vou, iro on 
(Joi'ij ftoddess (if (’if]>nis, V*’iins is a slut, 
liah .Sta\ , w ho do I call ^liil moc\ ? the goddess 
of Cyprus, N eons, oi my lo^e * 

Gorfj. Yon do tell the goddess that Venus is a 
slut 

Jinli I do so. 

(jorg ['in tliuu mt fiiir, and she <■> not 

Bub llm\ IS she Venus lair then, when 1 call 
her slut to her face * 

(jin'ij .No. Ml, your lo\e i> \'eiius fair, and she 
is not : 

That makes jdaiii the other, that she is a slut. 

— O that I ncri a flea upon thy (ip ' 

There tcould I stick foi eter, and not skip 
Bub Slick * 

Gorij 'I’hal is, you would not bite her by the 
lip — ’ 

Or, {( you think 1 there ton hiijh uni pfaccad, 
ril he co'ilent to sui k beloir thy u lust 
Bub >\ hit h M(h slit • pie use. 

Core: 'Ihji [out I'd uifhny kiss, but that I know 
Thou u unbist not lone thy sei raiil stoop so loir — 
She will i:i\c‘ >oii Usue to kiss higher 
Oh, spiak thou u dt be mine . omi I u ill be 
The frill sf II 01 III e'er trod on shoe to thee 
Bub ^\(l^ll^^ 

(r'oiij IK worm you do iiisiiniate and w'riggle 
yourself into her aHct lioii , and she by shoe will 
concede you desire the length of her loot — How 
do you like it, sir? 
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Bub. I would not for forty pounds but I had 
come to complement’, why, 1 shall be able in a 
small lime to put down a reasonable gentlewoman. 

Gorg Oh, any ordinary lady , you must get it 
without bool; — Now, to make your legs 
Bub. I Jla^ e l\vo iiindc to my hands. 

Gttnj. Oh, by no means , your legs are made to 
your feet 

Enter Dki.u. 

Gasp. Beauty and graces dwell upon the face 
Of my disciple, Delia. 

Del. Muses inspire you * What! at study ^ 
Gasp. Negocialmg a lillle vvilh the Muses. 
Garg >Sce me salute her — 

As many happinesses wait on Delta, 

As beams shoot f tom the sun tins pleasant nioni ' 
Del. ^Is mantf thanks teijniie tjon, as that sun 
Is old in minutes since the day begun ' 

Bub. What’s she, Curcubo ^ 

Gory. Her mistress’s best moveable, a cham- 
bermaid 

Bub. She i.s an early riser; at .school so .soon ^ 
Gory She IS au early riser, and set, sometimes, as 
soon down as up , she caimut l»e (jvuet for sevMiig- 
men • ’tis her hour between eight o’clock and her 
inistrc.s.s’ rrsirig, to come to discijiline 

Bub. ’T i-s a pretty smug wench, is her name 
Delia'* she has a pretty name, too 

Gory. Oh, ,sir, all her credit is in her good 
name : it was Diana’.s, the goddess of chastity, and 
therefore, when she marries, she may cuckold her 
hu.sband by privilege , for Diana gave horns to 
Actaeon. 

Enter a Servingman 
Ser. Where’s master Crilicotaster? 



Sc. V.] LOVE TRICKS. 


45 


Gasp AVho’s that? 

Ser. Sir, my master has sent you a little g-olcl ; 
he desires you to send him the speech he should ' 
speak at sessions in the country, he’s now riding 
down. 

Ga.sp. [examining his ledger ] Str Valentine 
Wantbrnm, that has iiever a cletk ^ 

Ser. I’lie same, sir. 

Gasp. Aeu'/i/ put info coinmiSMon for the peace j 
being puisne, it falls to him to giie the ehnrge. I 
have drasMi it, let me see, In coinilaln, Here, 
read il, C’liri ulio , lie may the hetler instruct his 
niastei , .i touch, a touch ’ 

(h)rg' Good men of the jury, for this sesnoii I 
will not imjilicate you u ith ntiibages and ciicuin- 
stanres , 1 am unit illinij to eonfound youi little icits 
Kith af/'erted divisions >fviy nariafion. m/o ipiis, 
i[uid, (piomodo, ond (jiuindos 1 icid neither utter 
by (pass, nor part my speeeh info a dozen of long 
points, knotted iften in the mnld/e, and unlagged 
tit the end you lue to piesent rnalefaetois. uheteof 

yon aie the chief iifoimets, and set mg you 

stand ready for yoni iharge. / mil give Jit e to this 
great jnecc of' set vice, and send you all off uith 
a ponder, that m any case tee may go to dinner 
betimes . — 

Gasjt. So' 'ti.s enough, liear my lespecls to 
your imister , tell him tis a sp(>ccli uill do him 
credit , lud liiiu leaiii it poifeetly without book 

Gorg And, do you lieai * d' lie cliaiic'e to be 
at a nonplus, he may help liimself u iLli Ins beard 
and handkcTchiel , or it will he a good po.sture lor 
bis hand now and then to be fumbling uitli liis 
band-stniig.s. — Farewell. \^E.rU Semngnian. 

Enter mislriss Mcnri.i.'V and a Seivant. 

Gasp. Mistress Medulla, the sun of honour 
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shine upon your hopes, till it sublime you to a 
ladyship ! I will attend yon presently 

Med. Sirrah, bid your fellow make ready the 
carocli, and attend me here about an hour hence ; 

I will ride home [Exit Servant. 

Bnh. Wliat gentlewoman is that? 

(joiy An old countrv ifcnilewoman, that hath 
buried her husband lateU, and comes up to be a 
lady, for she sneais she ivill not inairv anv more 
gentlemen she is f.illen out wdh a )usticc of 
jieace’s wife in the country, and she will have a 
knight, though she p.iy for his hor»c-lnre, to spite 
her iicighboiiis 

Gasp, A ^^ord with \ou, sir 
Bub Your friend and master Rubulciis IIa^c 
you done, sir t 

* Gasp, [readiiio' ] The Cupidimun Jirvs burn in 
my breast, 

And like the oven u'Efnn I am full 
Of sfpubs and ci ackers |_Gi\es linn a paper 

Bub. Tins will powder liiin 
Goig Lady, v'onuded bif ynui beaati/, I uill 
acknouledf/c men if if i/au kill me not . i/et rather 
muider me, than laliietafe still your c/ealinc. un- 
less you mean iu medicua iilieie ynii hate hurt; 
and 1 impldic no bettei lemedi/ than J mat/ del lie 
from the instiuinent uhireuith i/iai jnerted me, 
like uididles' spear, ifoin eye Ian my Hhot hyhtniny 
into my breast, hath pmier, tilth a .smile, to fetch 
out the consumiiia lue, and tief leaie niii heart in- 
flamed 

Del Sir, althuiifjh where I am not yiiiltii of 
(ffence, I miijht deny justly to desvend to a satis- 
faction , yet, rather than I tu.uld be counted a 
murderer, J icould .study to jaeserve so street a 
model as yourself ; and since you desire my eye, 
Kh'ich enjlamed you, shoidd, ti lth the virtue of a 
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f/racious make mu happy in your fire, it 

shall shine as you iruutd have it, and disclaim that 
beam shall slime upon another object. 

(tory. So ; very vvell this is your cunning les- 
son \^Knockiny icithm. 

frasp. Some strangers, Ciirciilio ! 

Gory. Sir, the country conies in u|)on us 

Kilter Countrviiiiiii inid Oaf 

Count Is not hen* :i Coiii|»lem(‘nl-school ^ 

Gasp. A s( liool of gciieiou'. ediiL.ition, sir. 
Count. I lia\e lirouiilil niy sou lo lie ascliolar, 1 
do mean to make him aeomliei , I have an offer 
ol (i\e or MV offices (or my inou'‘v, and I would 
have him (irst laiighl to sjteak 

Bub. He i' a yreiit child, tanimt he speak yet' 
Gasp III \\ liat kind of eoiii|deuieid, |)lea^e you, 
Aeiieialilc sir. to lx* edo( trinated * — But \\e will 
^Vllhdra^^. \_Kieunt Gasp Countryman, and Oaf 

Knter a Oeutleiiiaii 

Gent Come, fur aiiolhei lesson, uiv firav e Mars, 
No\\ I am (it to ([u.irrel with the star». 

And cull h at .lo\e- 
Bnl/. luit\ he ' 

Goiy (lil.iudo h’uiioso 

Gent Bv ihe lilood-'lain d (alchiou of Mavors, I 
\m11 earlioiiadi) Ihee , keep olf or in my fury I 
will cut Ihee into atoms, ami blow thee about the 
iirld. 

Hub 1 hope he does but eomplement ? 

Cj'eiii 1 inll nut/aboiir ,/ox e-born Hercules. 

Am! Ill a ^1 eater f at y ransoek hell 
'Tear from the sisters then contorted cm Is, 

.iiid rack the Destinies on J.i ion’s icheel , 

Brain Kt nserptue ivitfi Sisiph's rolling stone, 
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And in a bras:ei} caldron chnak'd tcith lead. 

Boil Minos, Baevs, and Ji adamant , 

Th row Pluto hendlonff mto moorish fens. 

And sooty regions j 

Bam up Cocytus with tormented souls, 

And hatter doicn the bra:;en gates of hell , 

Make the infernal, three-chapt band-dog roar 
Cram Tantalus with apples, lash the fiends 
IVith whips of snakes and poison il scorpions , 
Snatch chain d Prometheus from the vulture' s maw , 
And feed him with her liver j make old Charon 
'fVafl hack again the souls, or buffet him 
With his own oais to death 

Gorg. So, so , ’tis well you shall lake forlh a 
new lesson, sir , sit down and breathe 
Rub. ’Twa» a de^dlsh good speech. 

Enter Lvoenioi-o, behind 

In". Oh, why did nature make thee fair and 
cruel ^ 

Bub. What spruce fellow’s this 
Gorg He is an hundred anil lifty |)ourids a year 
in potentia, a yeoman’s .son, and a justice of [leacc’.s 
clerk , he is m love nmIU a farmer’s daughter, and 
thu.s he speaks liis passion in blank \crse 

Ing Thou art some goddess, that to amaze the 
earth 

TVith thy celestial presence, hast jiut on 
The habit of a mortal , gods sometimes 
TVould visit counir y houses, and gild o'er 
A sublunary habitation 

iVith glory <f their jiresence, and make heav'ii 
Bcsccnd into an hermitage. Sure thy father 
Was Aiain's son, disguis’d in sliephera s weeds, 
And thou dost come from .Jove , no marvel then 
We sn ains do vonder at thee, and adore 
Venus herself, the gucen of Cytheron, 
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Wfien she is ridint/ through the milky way, 

Drau'n irilh white doves, is hut n blotcze, and must, 
Wh eu thou nppearest, leave her htnl-drawn coach, 
And give the reins to thee, and Irudije afoot 
Along the heavenly plains, paved with stars. 

In duty of thy excellence ; while the gods, 

Jjonhing amazed from thetr crystal windows, 

J yonder uhat new-come deity doth call 
'Fhem to thy adoration 

Huh < ), c‘iil^ lariner’.>» daughter ! 

Gonj I’ll call Iiirn iij - -Inii-eniolo ! 

Ing [coming forward ] V our .servant, sir. — 
[to — Ijady, I ki^.s your liatid, and reverence 

tlie antKjiidv of your vesLiiient — Delia, Fortune let 
fall her riches on thy head, that thou niay.st fill thy 
apron — I atii v^ur hiiuihle ohservicer, and wish 
you all cuiiiulatioiis of pro‘«|tcrity 

Dub Sii , I desire to su< k below your waist. 

Ing \ do CMieulale nivsclf to be your shadows, 
my generous coiidisciples. 

(Jorg. This is .seholai-like 

Dub. Ilo'.s one ol' the head form, 1 warrant^ 

Re-enter Gasi’aho. C’oimtr\man, and Oaf. 

Gasp. Sir, I receive >our son, and will wind up 
Ills iiigeiiN, lear it nut, !»ut, fiisl, lie must be under 
inv usher, who iiiiist teach him the postures of liis 
lM)d\, how to make legs and cringes, and then lie 
•shall be advanced to a higher class — Curciilio, 
lick him, itli Miiir method, into some proportion ; 
take ofl’ the loiighiicss of liis behaMimr, and then 
give him the piiiiciples of salutation. 

Count, lai’ Mill there, bo\ * lie will teach you 
I lie principles of saltation. — ^^'ell, good-morrow, 
sir, I'll leave mv jewel [Exit. 

Gorg Your jewel m.iy have the grace to be 
haug'd one day. 



50 


LOVE TRICKS. [ActlW. 


Enter Jenkin. 

Jen Bless you, sentlemeii awl, and your studies 
and contemplations : is here a School of Comple- 
ments, pray you ? 

Gasp. A place of generous breeding. 

Jen Generous preeding? hark you, her name 
was Jenkin, a good sentleman, ’tis kno«n, her 
take no pleasures and delectations in urds and 
phrases of rlielricks , Welscnien have awl hearts 
and fidelities, mark you: her was going along 
pout crcat business, but casting her eyes and \ isions 
upon your pills, and significations of jour skills and 
professions, look you, her come in, to sec the 
fashions and inaiiiitTs of your exercises , and yet, 
jf your ursliips has any madrigals and pastoral 
canticles, look you ; for in truths and verities was 
going now to the uods and forest, and mean to 
turn shepherds, goddilhngs ; her will give you good 
payments of awl your inventions, and muses, pray 
you now 

Gasp. Amorous pa.storaks I can furnish you, 
venerable sir. 

Turn, Amaryllis, to thy swam, 

Thy Damon calls thee back again; 

Hei e IS a pretty arbour by, 

Where Apollo cannot pry, 

Here let's sit, and while I play. 

Sing to my pipe a roundelay. 

How like you it, sir ? 

Jen. Roundelays , very good , liere is moneys 
and cousideratioiis, look you. 

Gorg. We acknowledge your bounty, my Tenth 
W ortby. 

Gasp. \to Medulla^ So, mistress, I have tres- 
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pass’d on your patience ; now I will take occasion 
by the fore-lock. You can say your lecture : have 
you your handkercher ready, that when a suitor 
comes, you may put him oil with wipintp your eyes, 
as if tears stood in them ever since your husband 
was buried ^ Well, suppose I Jiave had access to 

your chamber, I begin. Lady, think it not 

strange, if love, nhich ts active in my hosam, force 
me to turn petitiimer, that I may he reckoned 
amongst your seriunts , all my ambition, siceetest, 
IS to be mad<‘ hofipy in yniii affecti ai, v Inch I will 
studif to deserve in my utmost possibilities. 

IVIcd .Has' alas.' I had a husband 

GcLsp Very well counterieited. u'eep 

not , those eyes were made to shine, not waste with 
(leu if it be for the reniembranee of him you have 
Inst, rerovei him again, by placing your good 
O]nition on a man shall siieat to do you services 
.Me<l It doth not, sii , become our modesty 
To talk of love so soon ; yon will renew 
My passion for his loss, and diaw down tears 
yjfiesh upon his hentse : you do not well 
T' oppress a widow thus. I pray, sir, leave me ; 
At least 1 will enjoin yon, ij yon stay, 

To speak no mine of love : it is unwelcome . — 
What, am I perfect? 

Gasp So, ’twiis \cry well, at the next lesson 
you shall leaiii to be more running. 

Gorg. "W’dl please you hear the novice? 

Gasp. Good boy, speak out 
Oaf. God save you, sir y felicities he. accumu- 
lated upon yon, sir. I thank you, (jenerous sir. 
you oblige me to be your servant, sir, in all my 
— p — o — s — possibility, sir. I honour your re- 
membrance, str, and shall be proud to do you my 
observance, str, most noble sir 

Gasp, Very hopeful — Now, a repetition all to- 
gether ; the more the merrier. 

[ They all rehearse at once. 
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Enter Infortunio. 

/n/! What! at barley-hreak which couple are 
in hell ? Are not you Helen, who.se insatiate lust 
ruin'd fair Ilium? and you, sir, Pans uith a golden 
nose? Hark you, Riifaldo is married to Selina. 

Bub Who? — that’s my father-in-law. 

Inf. How, your father? look, he has cloven feet , 
I am glad I have found you , what are you in hell 
for T 

Gasp. Insinuate to them all, for their own safe- 
ties, he's desperate mad ; bid none stir hence 

\_Astde to Gurfjon. 

Inf Hey, how came you all thus damn’d? 

Jen. Damn’d! who’sdamn’d^ is .Jenkin damn’d? 

Gasp I beseech you, sir, to maintain the credit 
of my school: I shall be undone else; humour him 
a little. 

Jen Will you have her be damn’d? uhen hear 
you, pray, a Welshman was damn’d ? of all things 
in the urld, her cannot abide to be damn’d. 

Gorg. See, if you can roar him away 

Gent. Keep oil ' I am Hercules, .son of Alcmeiia, 
Compress’d by Jove, I’ll carbonado thee. 

Inf How! art thou Hercules? \Slrikes}iiindou:n 
Lie there, usurper of Alcides’ name, 

Bold Centaur: so, he’s dead! by this I prove 
I am Jove-born. 

Jen Well, for your credits and reputations, her 
care not to be damn’d for companies and fellow- 
ships, look you. Ha.s he knock’d him down? 
would he had knock’d Jenkin down. 

Inf Now, on with your relations, 

And tell me all the stories of your fortunes 

* Inf What > at barley-break ?] The reader will find an 
account of this amusemeat la Vol. 1 . p. 104, of the Plays of 
Massinger, 
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’Tis [ am Hercules, sent to free you all. — 

What are you damn’d for ? In this club behold 
All your releasements. — What are yon ^ 

Gorg. Stand in order, and be damn’d. 

\_Aside to Gasparo and the others. 

Gasp I am the conscience of an usurer. 

Who have been damn’d these two and twenty years 
For lending money gratis. 

Inf. Hovv ! a usurer'? why didst not 
Corrupt the de\il to fetch thy soul away'? 

He’ll take a bribe for lending money grati-S. 

Gasp \ cs, sir, for thanks. I took no interest, 
for, at the lending of each liundred pound, they 
brought me home some twenty or tliirty thanks ; 
— indeed 'twas paid in gold. 

Inf Oh, golden thanks' Well, go to, I’ll re- 
lease you, 

Upon condition jou shall Imild an hospital, 

And die a beggar — What are you * 

Gortj 'riie soul of a walelinmn 

Inf. How came yon damn’d^ could you not 
watch the de\ il '* 

Gorg He took me napping on midsuinmer- 
cve, and I never dreamt on Inm. 

Inf. Voiir ivifo had given >ou opiiitn over night. 

Goig. No, sir, I had watch’d three nights be- 
fore , and becauve I w'ould not wink at two or 
three d^unka^d.^ as ihcv went reeling homo at 
twelve o’clock at night, the devil owed me a spite. 

Inf. Well, you shall be ’prentice to an al- 
chemist, and watch his .stills night by night, nor 
sleep till he get the philosopher’s stone — What 
are you 

Zfel. Sir, I am a chambermaid. 

Inf What are you damn’d for? 

Z)el. Not for revealing my mistress' secrets, for 
I kept them better than niy own ; but keeping my 
maidenhead till it w'as stale, I am coudemu’d to 
lead apes in hell.' 
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Inf Alas, poor wench ! upon condition you will 
be wise hereafter, and not refuse gentlemen’s 
proffers, learn pride every day, and painting, be- 
stow a courtesy now and then upon the apparitor 
to keep counsel, I release you ; take your apes and 
monhies away witli you, and bestow them on gen- 
tlewomen, and ladies that want play-fellows. — 
What are you ? 

Ing. I am an under-sheriff, sir; damn’d because 
I told the debtors writs were out ai^ainst them, 
brought them to composition without arrests, fa- 
voured poor men for a whole year together, was 
very good in niy office, gave up a just account at 
the year’s end, and broke 

Inf Oh, miracle! an honest roan! thou shalt 
be churchwarden to a parish, draw the present- 
ments, and keep the poor men’s box for seven 
years together" ’tis pity but thou shouldst have 
fifty wives, to propagate honest generation. — What 
are you'* 

fled. A justice’s wife in tlic country, sir. 

Iti/' And who diew your niillimus liither * what 
are you damn’d for? 

Med For refu^jing satin gowns and velvet pet- 
ticoats, turning back capons at Christmas and 
sessions-tiraes, and making much of one of my 
husband’s servants, merely for bis honesty and good 
service towards me. 

Irf. ’Tis injustice ; you shall bury your hnsband 
quickly, wear some blacks awhile for fashion sake, 
and within a month be married to his clerk, unless 
you will be divided among the servingmen.— 
What are you ? 

• Oef. A younger brother, sir , born at the latter 
end of the week, and wane of the moon , put into 
the world to seek my own fortune , got a great 
estate of wealth by gammg and wenching, and so 
purchas'd unhappily this state of damnation you 
see me in. 
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Infor. Came you in it by purchase ? then you 
do not claim it by your father's interest as an heir; 
Well, J will ease you of the estate, because it is 
litiffious, and you shall make presently a bargain 
ana sale of it to a scrivener, that shall buy it of 
you, and pay both his ears down upon the nail for 
it. — What arc you? 

Bub. r am a horse-courser.* 

Jnfor. And couldst not thou outride the devil? 

Bub I had not the grace to mend my pace ; I 
was an honest horse-courser, and suffered every 
fool to ride me • I knew not what belonged to 
horse-play let ; the world kick at me, 1 never 
winced . all that I am damn’d for, is. that desiring 
to thrive in the world, and to ha\e good luck to 
horse-flesh, 1 ambled to the bed of a pnrson’.s wife 
that was coltish once, and gave her husband a 
horse lor it in good fashion. He never gave me 
God-a- mercy for it , indeed it proved afterwards 
to have the yello^^ s. 

Iiifar There was some colour for it : well, 
since _>oiir occu|)ation is foundered, you shall trot 
every ilay afoot, and walk a klla^e in the horse- 
fair — hat are you ^ 

Jen Her liaM- no mind at all to be damn’d, 
becar her will light with her and kill awl the 
devils III hell, dicgoii 

Gory. ’Sfoot ' here is more ado to get one 
Welshman danin'd, than a whole nation. — [aside.] 
—Sir, it is but in Jest. 

Jen In jests ! i.s it in jests ? avcII, look you, her 
will be contented to be damn'd in jests and mer- 
riments for you, 

Jn/br You will tell me what you are damn’d for ? 

Jen, And her be so hot, was get some bodies 

®Bub. 1 ani a horse-coursci J A dealtT m hors-es The allusion 
which follows 13 to the well known i>roverb, "He that med- 
dles witli the ]<ai'3on'£ wife will have good lurk in horse-flesh. ’ 

VOL. I. E 
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else to be damn’d for Jenkin ; her will tell her in 
patiences, look yoU, her was damn’d for her valour, 
and ridding the urld of monsters, look you, dra- 
gons with seven heads, and serpents with tails a 
mile long, pray you 

Infor. Oh, let me embrace thee, Worthy, in my 
arms. 

I’ll charm the Destinies for their bold attempt ; 
For cutting off tliy thread, thou shaltcuttheirthroats, 
And be install’d Lord in Elysium 
Oh let me hug thee, Owen Glandower. 

Jen. Owen Glandower was her cousin, pray you 

Infor. Go your ways all : stay, take hence Pro- 
metheus, and bury him If you come into hell again, 
there is no releasement. 


Jen. So farewell, scntlenien, now her mean to 
make travels and peregrinations, to the uds and 
-plains, look you, ve ry f ast — Good speed to awl 

\_Exit. 

Gorg. We thank thee, jovial Hercules. 

Gasp Live long, thou king of hell So, so, well 
done of all sides : here our school breaks up. I 
might have run mad, like this jjoor gentleman, had 
I not taken off the edge of melancholy, ’ 

O love, thou art a madness 


Drawing our souls with joy to kill with sadness 
Infor. So, so ; poor souls, how glad they are of 
liberty ! 

This is a hot house ; I do scorch and broil . 

I’ll .seek the Elysian fields out, and die there. \_Exe.* 


1 I might huvc run mad, like this poor Ejcntlciiian, Sit; ] Old 
copy, “ I might haic luu luad like, liad I not taken oil the edge 
of melancholy. 

Thus poor gentleman. O love,” Sc 

' There u no want of humour m this scene, (particularly Inthe 
first part of it,) in which Shirley seems to have inediUtcd a kind 
of mmor "Rehearsal.’’ In his da^s, books of Rolite instruction 
Were very numerous ; and formula: of the most absurd and fhs- 
twAjtuul, for the direction of the young aspirants of both sexes 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

A Room in Rufaldo’s House. 

-r i ^ r t ^ 

Enter Antonio, drest in Selina’.s apparel, with 
Hilaria 

Ant Have I not done my part, wench, with 
confiflence to proceed thus far with thy fatlier"* 
EitJiei I nin infinitely like my sister, or they are all 
mad with crediililY : but our g'ood fathers are 
bliiideil with their pa.vsiun.s, and that helps me 
much Well, 1 do hut think upon the night’s 
work , lh(‘re lies my ma.sterpiece ; 1 have it ; it is 
for thy sake, Ililaria, I have assumed this habit^ 
the end ill speak it 

JIU Hilt what will you do Antonio is lost now 

Ant. Well enough , [he] is supposed to go after 
Selina, and is not returned yet ; out of mv bro- 
therly lo\e, thev will imagine 1 have hut taken a 
journey in quest of a sister . time enough to return 
again , and he goes far, that never does, wench, 
by story — 


t(i f^ood briTiJiiit;, svvaiiiied on every atall It is to these that 
Sliirley’s .satiie i> jn iiicjpalty directed, although he turns an oc- 
casional glainc to the stage. 

Steevens sav' that the line 

“ O that I ivere s flea upon thy lip,” 
is meant to ridicule t he garden-scene in Romeo and Jalut The 
■world has had more than enough of this folly. The line m Shak- 
spearc is not suscc|ilibli' of ridicule: whereas I have seen, and 
btces ens must liai c secu, scores of niicJngals of this date, 
scarcely less ruliculoiis than tlie comiileirient of Goigon Such 
modest and tender “ w ishes" wen* usually ajipended to the works 
nentjuiied above, and have indeed been the property of all fnie 
lotnjers from the days of Anacieon to the present. It ought tO‘ 
be added that Inforlunio is as good a master of icit, as Gasparo 
is of polUmat ; all the scholars seem to improve with xrooi^- 
ful rapidity under his hand, &om poor Oaf to Delia. 

E 2 
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Oilier Bubulcus, whatting his sword. 

Here’s Bubulcus. 

Bub. Antonio is gone ; no news of hina : I am 
glad of that , 1 hope he will come no more. 

Ant. How now what means this ? what ! 
sword drawn ? 

Hil. And he is whetting it. 

Ant. For heaven’s sake, what’s the matter ? 

Bub. Nay, nothing, nothing, I do but — a — 

Hil. By ray virginity you make me afraid : 
What’s the matter 

Ant He means to fightwith somebody, on mylife. 

Htl. Heaven defend it !* Good sir, tell me. 

Bub. be not afraid, gentlewomen, for I do but — 
you see — 

HU. But hat'* 

Bub, Whet my long knife ; somebody shall 
smart for it , but — 

Ant. He does mean to challenge somebody. 

HU. 1 charge you, if you love [me,] tell me 
who’s your enemy. 

Bub. Nay, nobody ; I do not mean to fight. If 1 
live 

Ant. What* 

Bub. Nay, nothing, sweet ladies, be not trou- 
bled, I do but sharpen my sword 

Hil. Tell me the truth, why ? 

Bub I was eating oysters the other day, and I 
had never a knife, and so — 

Ant. Come, come, there is some other matter in 
it ; pray tell me. 

Bub. Well, you are my friends ; if you chance 
to hear of any man’s death shortly, then say 
Bubulcus—— 

HU. , 1 hope you do not mean to kill any man in 
the field ; you make me tremble. I’ll assure you. 

*, Meavm defend li Q i. e forbid il. The wimd is used in 
•enM by moat of our old writers. 
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Bub. No, no, Bweet-heart, do not tremble ; I 
will but [/tc makes a thrust,~\ — Lose my ho- 

nour ! I’ll be carved first. 

Ant. What a capon’s ibis'* [aside ^ — Pray let 
me persuade you. 

Hil And me. 

Bub No, no, it IS but in vain to persuade me ; I 
am resolved : if you love me, do not use any 
arguments : 

The Cuptdmean fires bum tn my breast, 

And like the oven Etna, I am full 

Of squibs and crackers. — I had almost forgot 

Hd. I'hc oven Etna ! I shall be baked then. What 
a fury arc ^ou in * He looks like the God of War. 

Bub. 'Phe God of War ! 1 think I have reason. 
Hilaria, I must, and 1 will, and all the world shall 
not hold me. 

Hd But you shall not go away thus, till you be 
calmer. 

Bub. O that I were a flea upon fits lip, 

There would 1 suck for ever and not skip — 

I’ll carbonado him ; — his face doth far 
Excel all other like a blazmq star 
TVc mortals wonder at . — Vouchsafe to cast 
OJf the spaikling diamond eyes thou hast — 

O, let me go on, — me thy vow'd creature, 

That is confounded with thy form andfeature 

\Exit 

Ant. Is the fool mad * 

Hd. He has something in his head, an it were 
out. But here come our fathers. 

Enter Corn ELIO, and Rufaldo. 

Cor. Antonio not heard of yet ? 

Ruf. This morning we wanted a bride too, but 
she was found ; marry, I cried for her first. Fa- 
ther, come ; my brother Antonio is but gone to 
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look his si8ter.*->IIa, my sweet wench, when shall 
we to bed '* 

Cor. I hope it is so, and vet lie stays too long. — 

Gorgon, dicssed as at first. 

Here’s Gorgon. — Siirali, where have you been all 
this day? 

Gorg Indeed, sir, 1 have made iiK|Uisitinn ; both 
my tongue and m\ feet ha%'e walked , bill iny mis- 
tress i.s not to be found, or lienrd of. I a sure you. 

Ruf Gri'tron, hast lost tby senses ^ hi rt s Selina. 

Oorg. Mi'i less ! then we are all made [cnpering. 

Cor. 13ii(, sirrah, your ma.ster Antonio is gone. 

Gorg Gone in wine, sir, for joy ol liis sister's 
finding again t 

Cor. Go Nour ways, siriah, anti either bring me 
news of him, or look me in the face no more , you’ll 
find we jO't not. 

Gorg Fray, '^ir. let me taki m\ journey in the 
morning, the nedding night is (alal . 1 liojje your 
worship doe.s but jest, I maybe drunk lo-night, 
and wake early enough to be gone albre day loo . 1 
beseech you, .sir. 

Ant. Pray, sir, let him slay to-mghl. 

Gorg. By tins hand, there he is ! — where* — did 
not 1 hear his voice? 

Cor. Away, sirrah. 

Gorg. 1 have been mad all this while, and now 
am like to be my own man again since there is 

no remedy, Gentles all, good night , 

Gorgon begins to be a wanderiiio' krimlit [Exit 

Cot. I cannot be heartily merrv ; well, let us 
leave these two without anymore eereiiionu s , it is 
late: all joys be multiplied on my .son anil daugh- 
ter; good night ! 1 do comfort myself with Jiope of 
Antonio’s return, andyet [my] fears are great. [Exit. 

Ruf. Lights there 1 So, so, welcome thou much 
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expected oiglit, I do salute thy black brows. Come, 
my Selina, shall find I have young blood : Hilaria, 
do service to your mother ; make her unready.' 

Ant. It 18 time enough. 

Rttf. And why should we lose any ? I pray thee 
let her eorne. I know it i.s your virgin modesty, 
loth to part with a maidenhead ; but it must ofl‘. 
come, prithee be not idle . — why, thou knowest I 
married thee, Selina ; as thou lo\est me. [^Exii Hil. 

Ant Sir, by that love I must entreat you one 
thing. 

Riif. Any thing, sweet heart. 

Ant. To ratify an ancient vow I made 

Ruf. Any vows , what is it? 

Ant. I vowed when ever I married, my husband 
should not lie with me the first night. 

Ruf. Should any body else f 

Ant Not any man. 

Rii/. Come, it was a foolish vow, and must be 
broke. Not lie with me the first night! it were a 
sin beyond iiiconliiicncy I had rather lose half my 
estate than miss thee but an hour out of my arms 
thi.s night. 

Ant It is but one night. 

Ruf. Oh, it IS an age, a world of time to me : 
why, I have fed on oyster-pies, and rumps of spar- 
rows, a whole month, in expectation of the first 
night , and leave it for a vow ! 

Ant. Indeed you must. 

Ru/ How ! Come, I kuow you do but 

jest : this is but your device to whet me on, and 
heighten me, as if old age at once had soaked up 
all my marrow. Hark vou,hov\'old do ve Ihiiikl am'* 

Ant. Some three.scorc and seventeen. 

Ruf. Out upon tliy judgment ' why, by all 
computation, I am not above mx or seven and thirty. 

* Hilaria, make her ufircadf/.J It may be observed once for all, 
that to make ready, uglified to dress, to make unready, to undreaa. 
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I was restored, renewed, when first I loved thee; 
by this hand, I was. 

Ant I see then you would tire me ; by this 
beard, you must not lie with me to-nigbt. 

Ruf. How ! nay then, I see you will try my 
strength : thus I could force you. — \^He takes hold 
of Antonio, who throws him down.] — She has 
thrown me down ; I know not bow to take it, nor 
well how to bear it ; my bones ache : a po.v on Gas- 
paro ! on my conscience I am an old fool ' ha I 
will see more, and set a good face on it — [aside, and 
rising on his knees.] You know who 1 am ? 

Ant. Yes, old Rufaldo. 

Ruf. Ha ! old 1 it is so ; my spirits faint again. 
—\a.s%de] — What did you marry [mel for? 

Ant To make an ass of you. 

Ruf How 

Ant. Thou credulous fool, 

Didst thou imagine I should ever love thee, 

Or he ^^ith thee, but when I have a child, 

Would shame the father? Oh the power of dotage, 
That, like an inundation, doth overcome 
The little world of man, drown all his reason. 

And leave him spoil’d, even of his common sense! 
Didst think I was a piece of stone sawn out 
By carver’s art , so cold, so dull of soul,* 

So empty of all lire to warm my blood, 

I’d lie vvith thee, worse than the frigid zone, 

Or isicles that hang o’th’ beard of winter? 

Have I with wearied patience look'd to see. 

When thou’dst lay violent hands upon thyself; 

For being so mad, so impudent, to love me, 

And wouldst thou bed me too ? Didst tboii not 
tremble 

To dare the holy rites and nuptial tapers 

* 10 dull of soul,] Old Copy reads “ so out of soul an evident 
repetition of the word in the preceding line. I have no great 
COIlfidence iu that substituted being the right one. 
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Oh impious sacrilege ! hence, go, [go] waste 
Thyself with sorrow , pine that half-starved body^ 
Until thy bones break [through] thy skin, and fall 
To dust before thy face. — Nay, you shall endure me ; 
For since you ’vc tied me to you, I will be 
Thy constant fury, worse than hags or night-mare 
If thou doest talk of love, or seek to be 
At reconcilement. 

Ru/. Selma, sweet Selina, hear me. 

Ant. Sweet ! oh villainous presumption ! 

[^Beats him 

Rvf. What will you do'* 

Ant, SaNc a disease a labour, make an end of 
you.— 

C’omc, sirrah, swear to observe what 1 shall impose 
upon you. 

Rnf (.)li, any thing, bitter Selina. 

Ant. Fir.st, you shall never solicit me to lie with 
you 

Rnf Never, by this hand, and thank you too 

Ant Stand bare in my presence. 

Riif. Stark-naked. 

Ant. Run of mv errands 

Rv/'. To the world’s end. 

Ant. And keep a whore under my nose ; nay, I 
will allow' it 

Rn/. If you will have it so, I am content 

Ant. Sw'car, sirrah. 

Ruf. Flesh and blood ! I do sivear. 

Ant. So, rise. In hope of your conformity, I for- 
bear lolet thepiinislmient be equal with your deserts. 

Ruf Oh, I have married a devil ! 1 shall be ut- 
terly disgraced, if this be known . [nstde. i Pray, 
sweet w'lfe, let me beg one request ot you, that you 
would not di.scredit me ; I will be content to en- 
dure your pleasure ; do not forsake my house : I 
> beseech you that you would lie with my daughter. 

Ant. Shall you appoint my lodging? 
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Ruf. Oh no, I do but humbly entreat you will 
be pleased to lie with my daug^hter. 

Ant, Well, since you submit so respectively, I 
will tender your credit in that point, upon your good 
behaviour ' are you not well ? 

EuJ' I am the worse for you by forty marks 
One thing more, virtuous wife, - that you would not 
tell your father, nor any body else, how you have 
beaten me. — Good night, sweet, virtuous wife 

[Exit. 

Ant. Ha, ha! Hilaria, my way to thee is free, 

I have beat my passage, and I come to thee. [Exit 

SCENE II. 

A Part of the Country. 

Enter Felice habited like a Shepherdess, Selina, 
and Shepherds 

Sel I had thought the woods, and such wild 
groves as these, 

Had been the house of rapine, and could not 
Afford humanity , beasts, and men like them. 

Are wont to make such places desolate ; 

Did nature make you thus at first, and are 
We, that have cities, houses, civil laws, 

More rude than you ? or hath all virtue chose 
You as diviiier earth to dwell upon 
fFair] shepherdess, indeed I am in love 
With your wild kingdom here, and would not he 
A king abroad, if I might be afiubject 
With such fair nymphs as you. 

1 Shep Oh, son, you would say so, 

When our pleasures all you know : 

We are not opprest with care. 

With which you in cities are. 
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A shepherd is a king, whose throne 
Is a mossy mountain, on 
Whose top we sit, our crook in hand, 

Like a sceptre of command, 

Our subjects, sheep grazing below. 

Wanton, frisking to and fro. 

Fe/ We nothing fear, awitke nor ’sleep. 

But the uolf, god'ild our sheep ! 

On a country quill each plays 
Madrigals, and pretty lays 
Of passions, and the force of love. 

And with ditties heaven [does] move. 

'Bird s ill listen to our song. 

And to leafy arlaiurs throng, 

To leaiii our notes, and mistress’ name, 

Valleys echoing with the same, 

2 S/icp. Wlien we hunt, as there is store 
Of deer, the trembling hare, and boar, 

You would think that you had seen 
Gods in shepherds weeds agen. 

A hundred pretty nymphs apace 
'Fripping o’er the lands and chase, 

As many lads, the gentle air 1 
PhiMiig wilh their dangliii^ hair'.^’ lr*<- 

/’c/ Soniel lines we dance a fairy round. 

Hand 111 liand, upon the ground, 

Shepherds piping, garlands crouniiig, 

With our harmless Ixisonis ♦ ♦ ♦ ’ 

1 Shep. ******** 

* * drowning. 

2 Shep Walk unto the silver brook, 

You shall need no other hook, 

To catch the dancing fish withal. 

But a song or madrigal, 

1 * • * j Two lines, and probably more, have befcn dropt out 
here. This will not be thought very extraordinary by those 
who arc conveisaiit with the old copies of this unfortunate writer. 
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Fel. When the clouds let fall their show’rs, 

We have at hand a hundred bow’rs, 

Where, under sweet-brier, safe are we, 

And honey-dropping wood-bind tree 
Here, in spite of storms, we tell 
Stories of love, of Philomel, 

Of Paris and the golden ball. 

Of Echo, and Narcissus' fall. 

3 SAep. Here no false love brings despair, 
Jealousy, suspicion, care; 

Always happy, most of all 
On Sylvanus' festival. 

iSef. No more, good shepherds ; you undo a boy 
With the opinion oflns happiness : 

If a few jewels I have brought with me 
May find acceptance here, 1 shall bestow them 
As freely as your loves have fallen on me 
Nay then. I’ll force them on you ; I have left 
To purchase a flock with you. 

1 SAep. We thank you, gentle boy. Gooden ! 
We must to our flocks agen. [Exeunt SAepAerdt. 

Sel But, shepherdess, or sister if thou wilt, 

Oh would thou wert ' I prithee cull me brother — 
Hath love a part among you ? tell me, pray. 

What punishment inflict you on fal.«ie love ** 

But sure you are exempt from such a misery ; 
What then is her reward, that out of peevishness, 
Contemns the honest passion of her lover, 

Insults upon his virtue, and doth place 
Unworthily her affection 1 

Fel. Though such a woman need no curse, 
one herself, or worse, 

Yet we shepherds use to say, 

May she love another day, 

And not be lov’d ! die in despair, 

And have no other tomb but air ! 

* jind honey dropping wood-buid tree ] See p. 27. 
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Enter Inportunio distracted. 

Inf or. A prey, a prey ! Where did you get that 
face ? 

That goddess’ face 1 it was Selina's once : 

How came you by it? did she on her death-bed 
Bequeath her beauty as a legacy, 

Not willing it should die, but lij^ and be 
Alasting di^lh to Infortiinio? 

Oh, she vvas cruel, not to bury 't with her! 

But I’m a fool, 'tis V'^enus and her son — 

Where be your bow and arrows, little Cupid ? 
Hidst thou maliciously spend all thy quiver 
Upon iny heart, and not reserve one shaft 
^J’o make Selina love me? Tell me, Venus, 

Why did you use me so You shall no more 
Be queen of love. Stay, stay, Cupid was blind, 
How comes he now to see? Ves, he did see. 

He never could have wounded me so right else. 
Why, then let Fortune have her eyes again, 

And all things see how wretched 1 am made 
Sel. Oh, i.s there not within the power of art, 
How to restore this gentleman ? 

Er/. There is, and out of that experience we 
Have in these woods, of simples, 1 doubt not 
But to apply a remedy. 

Scl He will be w'orthy of your care herein, 

And should he be, which I cannot imagine. 
Ingrateful to your skill, 1 would reward it, 

And call you mother, or my sister, for it. 

Eel It seems you have some relation to him 
Sel Indeed he is the dearest friend I had : 

And if my blood were powerful to restore him. 

I’d spend it like a prodigal , I know Selina. 

In/br. Ha I do you know Selina? She is married to 
Rufaldo, the old usurer, *tbat went 
To bed afore to his money, and begat 
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Forty in the hundred : now he beds Selina, 

And lays his rude hand o’er her sacred breast, 
Embraceth her fair body , now he dares 
Kiss her, and suck ambrosia from her lip. 

Those eyes that grace the day, now shine on him, 
He her Eiidymion, she his silver Moon. 

The tongue that’s able to rock Heaven asleep,* 
And make the music of the spheres stand still, 

To listen to the happier airs it makes, 

And mend their tunes by it ; that voice is now 
Devoted to his ears, those cheeks, those hands, 
Would make gods proud to touch, are by his touch 
Profaned every hour : oh, this makes me mad ! 

But 1 will fit them for it, for I'll die ; 

It may be then she’ll weep, and let fall tears 
Upon my grave-stone, which shall be of marble, 
And hard like her, that if she pour out floods. 

No drops shall sink through it, to soften me. 

I will be wrapt in lead to keep out prayers, 

For then, I know, she’ll beg 1 would be friends . 
But then I will be just, and hate her love, 

As she did mine, and laugh to see her grieve. 

Sel. Come, I will fetch Selina to you, if you will 

br. Will you? 

Then I will live, and you shall be iny best boy 
I scorn to weep, or shed another tear. 

Sit down, lil have a garland for my boy, 

Of Phoenix’ feathers ; flowers are too mean 
To sit upon thy temples , in thy face 
Are many gardens, spring had never such. 

’ The tongue thal'i, able to rock Heaven asleep, if* ] It seems a lit- 
tle extraordinary that among the nnincroiis exiracla iiroduccd to 
explain the well know passage in Shaks|ieaie, 

“And when Love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
^akes heaven drowsy wsth the harmony,” 
this of Shirley should not have been quoted, especially as none 
of the others are to the purpose ! 
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The roses and the lilies of ihy cheeks 
Are slips of Paradise, not to be gather’d 
But wonder'd at 

Sel. But you said you would sleep : 

When slept you last ? 

bxfor. 1 remember, before I lov’d, but that [was] 
I know not when, [my bestlwy,] I slept soundly. 
And dreamt of gathering nosegajs : ’tis unlucky 
To dream of lierbs and flowers. 

For Selina’s sake I’ll try my best skill on him. 
Get him to sleep ; your presence. I see, is powerful ; 
yonder is a pleasant arbour, procure him thither. 
While I prepare the herbs, whose precious juice 
May, witli heaven’s blessing, make him well again. 

SeL A thousand blessings, on you. — Come, sir, 
go with me, and when you have slept, 

I’ll fetch Selina to you 
Injur. Prithee do, 

I am \ery drowsy — Come, I’ll dream of something; 
My eyes are going to bed, and leaden sleep 
Doth draw the curtains o’er them 
Sel Will you go with me? 

Inf or. Yes, and we will pick a dish of strawber- 
ries \^Exeunt. 


SCENE IlL 
A Forest. 

Enter Jenkin 

Jen. Has almost lost herself in these woods and 
wildernesses , was very weary of these jourmes 
and travels in foot-backs ; have not since her com- 
ings beheld any reasonable creatures. Bless us 
awl ' Jocarello is lost too, cannot tell where, in 
these mazes and labyrinths. Jocarello ' So ho ! 

Echo. So ho ! 
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Jen. Ha! there is somebodies yet Hark you tere, 
here is a sentilman of Wales, look you, desires 
very much to have speeches and confabulations 
with you : where is her ? 

Echo Here is her. 

Jen Here is lier? knaw not which ways to come 
to her : pray you tell Jenkin where you be ? 

Echo Booby. 

Jen. Poobies ? was her call her poobies? ’tis very 
saucy travels ; her will teach her better manners 
and moralities, if her get her iii reaches and cir- 
cumferences of her W^sh blades, truly. 

Echo. You he. 

Jen. Hov\, lies and poobies too? hark you, Jen- 
kin was give you raawls and knocks, for your poo- 
bies and lies, and indignities, look for your pates 
now. out tcith Am sword drawn. 


SCENE IV. 

Another part of the same 
Enter Jenkin. 

Jen Here is no bodies but bushes and briers, 
look you, awl is very quiet : So ho ! 

Echo. Ho. 

Jen. Her am very much deceived ; now comes 
into our minds, if these voices be not Echoes. — 
Echo ! 

Echo. Echo. 

Jen. ’Tis very true ; but her marvel much , have 
her Echoes in these countries, pray you 1 

Echo. Yes, pray you. 

Jen. Warrant her ’tis a Welsh Echo, was follow 
Jenkin in loves out of Wales. 

Echo. Out of Wales. 
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Jen. ’Tis very true ; bless us awl ; now her call 
to remembraDces and memories, her had communi- 
catioDS'and talkings with this very Echoes in Gla- 
morganshire, in de vallics and talles there, look 
you ; her am very glad her hatJi met with Echoes, 
was born in her own countries: Hark you, Jenkin 
was travel hither outof Io%'esand alfectioiisto Selina. 

Echo. Nay. 

Jen. Nay 1 yes, very true, pray you tell her, be 
Selina in these woods, or no? 

Echo No 

Jen No? Where is her, den have her taken awl 
these lalxiurs and ambulations in vanities ^ say you, 
shall Jenkin then go back a.s he came'^ 

Echo. Ass he came.* ** * 

Jen. Gone ?* It is not possible ; hit may be Se- 
lma was turn spirits and be invisible rather ; she 
is not gone verily 

Echo There vou lie 

Je//. Lie ! very ell, >ou have priviledges to give 
lies and av>l things in the world, but her will not 
leave these oods for awl dat , her will be pilgrims 
nil lays of her lifes, ere her go without her. 

Echo. Go without her, 

Jen How, not love Jenkin ? then there is a devil 
in awl female sexes : know very well she promise 
loves and good wills in times, great while ago, pray 
vou now, her will talk no longer with \oii. Fare 

f Echo Ass hu came » • • * 

Jm. (ii)iu' '•'] Here is probably some omission— but the 
matter seems scaicely worth the labour of investigation. The 
whole of this scene is an crident burlesque of the conversation i 
which jiasses between Carracus and ^kho in tlie Uosj hath lost 
hu Pearl The editor of that play thinks, “ the idea was taken 
from Lord Stirhng’.s Aurora hut the “ idea," such as it is, 
was common enough before Lord Stirling was horn Scarcely 
a poem or a talc, appeared without some dialogue of this kind 
The folly continued tn the time of llutler, who drove it out of 
iushion, by hu matchless ridicule of Echo and Orsin 

VOL. I F 
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you well, Echo ; pray if you meet 

her make hasts and expeditions after her. Fare you 

well. 

Echo Fare you well. 

SCENE V. 

A Street. 

Enter Gorgon, disguised like a maimed Soldier. 

Gorg. I think Jupiter has snatched up my master 
Antonio, to make a Ganymede of him , he is not to 
be found ; yet I have search’d all the taverns in the 
town, I am sure, and that method my nose led me 
to, hoping he had been a good fellow ; but non est 
inventus Well, my stock is' spent, but rvilh this 
terrible face, a butt' jerkin, and a roaring basket- 
hilt, Gorgon ill haie a trick of wit to bear his own 
charges. — But here comes a gentleman ; to mv 
postures now. 

Enter Gasparo 

Gasp I am resolved. 

Gorg. Good yourworship,' bestow a small jiiece 
of silver upon a poor soldier, new come out of the 
Low Countries, that have been in many hot ser- 
vices, against the Spaniard, the French, and Great 
Turk I have been shot seven times through the 
body, my eyes blown up with gun-powder, lialf my 
scull sear’cl off with a cannon, and had mv throat 
cut twice in the open field — Gotjd vour v\orship, 
take compassion upon the caterwalmg fortunes of 
a forlorn gentleman, that have lost the use of my 
veins ; good your generous nature, take compas- 

' Gorg Good your u-onhip. Sic ] Shirley ]i.id liiainworm in , 
his mind when he wrote this- hut such charjcters are com- 
mon enough in old plavs and weie jijubably far from ure m the 
streets and Ingliways 
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sion upon me : I have but four tinkers and a thumb 
upon one hand , can work and will not : one small 
piece of grateful silver, to pay for my lodging, 1 be- 
seech you, venerable sir. 

Gaap. Canst not see? 

Oorg. Only a little glimmering, sir , the beams 
of your gentility have radiated, and infused light 
into my poor lanterns, sir. 

Gasp. Can you feel then ? 

Gorg. Oh, sir, that faculty alone, fortune and 
nature have left inviolated. 

Gasp. Here i.s somewhat for thee, [f/e kicks 
him, and Gorgon opens fits eyes.] What! can you 
see now ? 

Gorg. Gasparo, is it jou"* Pox on jour bene- 
volence ' 

Gasp W'heiice came this project of vvit? 

Gorg. From the old predicament : faith, neces> 
sit\, that has no law, put me into this habit; my 
master i.s turned coward, and run away from me 

Gasp And thou ai t turned .soldier, to fight with 
him ^^hcn \oii meet again* then thou wantest a 
innster? Hark, sirrah, what snvst thou to another 

pnijict ? 

Goig. Oh, [ could caper for it 

Gasp I am now lca\ing the world, and going 
into the country, wdt turn gypsy, or shepherd'^ 1 
am for the woods , caiist [repeat thy] madrigals yet? 

Gorg [.sings ] Phillis fair, do not disdain 

The love of Cortjdou, thy sicain. 

Gasp Excellent ! We’ll turn shepherds pre- 
sently; thou shall be Phillis and I'll be Corydon ; 
let me alone to provide russets, crook, and tar-box : 
they say there is good hospitality in the i»oods,and 
songs and pastimes upon Sylvanus’ day. 

Gorg But that were pretty ' shall I be a_ woman? 

Gasp. By any means ; thou hast n good face al- 
ready, a little simpering vvill do it I'll accommo- 

F2 
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date thee early ; keep thy own counsel, and I’ll 
warrant thee for a Maid-Manan 

Gorg. ’Sfoot ! shall I run into my coats again ? 
Go to, put me into what shape you will, I’ll play 
my part : methiaks I do feel an hundred rural ani- 
mals taking up my petticoat already. \Exeunl. 

SCENE VI. 

A Room in Riifcildo's House 

Enter Antonio disguised as before, Bubulcis, 
and lIiL^RiA 

Ant. Pray, forward with your relation. 

Bub. As I was saving, IiaMiig challenged Anto- 
nio for the affront lie did me before llilaria, here, 
by heaven, — you must say iiolliing 

Hil. Not a syllable. 

Bub. He did accept the challenge , the weapons 
vvere soon agreed upon, and we met — but not n 
word of fighting, if you love me, 

Anf You are not come to figJiting yet yourself: 
but, by the ^^ay, what were your neapons ' 

Bub. A— long sword. 

Ant. ’Twas long ere you could remember it, me- 
thjnks. 

Bub. Soon a.s we came into the place appointed, 
we looked about, and saw all clear. 

Hil. As clear as day, on your side. 

Bub. We drew — but not a word of fightino-, bv 
this hand. 

Ant. Not by that hand. 

Bub. We threw our doublets off, to shew we had 
no coat of mail, or privy shirt upon us, against the 
laws of duelling . in fine, 1 bid him say his prayers. 

Ant. ’Twas well thought upon ; and what did you ? 

^Bub. I let them alone, for I knew I should kill 
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him, and have time enough to them afterwards 
at my leisure. 

Htl. When he had prayed, what then? 

Buh. When he had said his prayers, he thought 
upon it, and let fall words tending to reconcilement. 
On ray conscience he would have asked me forgive- 
ness, blit I stood upon my honour, and would tiglit 
with him, and so we stood upon our guard — but not 
a word of fighting’, if vouHove me. 

Oh, bv no means ■ bnt when did you fight? 

Biib I’ll tell you , Antonio, when he saw no re- 
medy, but that 1 would needs fight with him, and 
so conseijuently kill him, made ade.sperate blow at 
my head, winch I warded with my dagger, better 
than he looked for, and in return, I cut ofT his left 
hand , whereat amazed, and fainting. I nimblv 
seconded it, a.s you know I am ^e^\ nimble, and 
run my rapier into his right thigh, two vards. 

Hit. Then \ou were on both sides of him ^ 

Ant Your rmuer * did you not say your weapons 
were long sworas * 

Buh. But mine was liolh a sword and rapier, 
there 'tis — but not a word of lighting, as \ou love 
me. Well, not to w'carv you with tiie narration of 
the innumerable wounds I gave him, I cut olf every 
joint from his loevipwards, to his middle ; by these 
hills, HOW’, you may belle^e me , there eiuled Au- 
tonio, niy rival Judge, judge now’, whetJier Bu- 
bulcus be valiant or not — but not a w ord of fighting, 
as yon love me ; let it die. 

Aut ’Twas very valiantly done. [EaM/. 

HU. Hark you, sweetheart , do you not remem- 
ber who tins is, that you have discovered this busi- 
ness to ? This is Selina, lii.s own sister 

Bub. What a rogue w'oa I not to remember that ! 

HU. Do not you know that she is my mother-in- 
law ? Nay, nay, pluck up a good heart ; what will 
you do ? There is 00 running away. 

Bub. Have you never an empty chest 
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Htl. What, to hide yourself’ That, I know, you 
would not do for your credit. Draw your sword, 
and stand upon your guard , we know you are 
valiant, that could kill Antonio so bravely. 

ISub. Hilaria, if ever you loved me — Oh ! I have 
made a fair piece of work ; could you not tell me 
it was his sister? Oh, here they come. 

[He rvns behind Hifarta. 

Re-enter Antonio, icith Rltfaldo and OJficers 

Ant. He hath confc.st it. sir , your daughter heard 
it, sir. 1 charge you, lay hands upon that mur- 
derer , he hath slam my brother Antonio. 

Ruf. Did you hear him confes.s it ’ 

Bub. Here's right* confess and be bang'd now. 

Hil. I must confe.‘>s I did. 

Ruf. Bubulcus kill Antonio ? 

Bub By this hand I do not know how to deny it, 
for ray credit, 

Ruf. Nay then, lay hands on him. 

Bub. Yes, father Rufaldo — Selina ! — oh, a plague 
of all coxcombs ' m hat a rogue was 1 ! 

Ant. I will have justice , auay with him 

Buh I am a lying rascal, by this hand. 

Ant. We must require Autonio from you, sir, or 
your blood answer his. Away with bun, Hilaria. 

Bub. 1 .shall be hanged then, father’ — Hilurm ' 
will you see me hanged ? 

Ruf. There is no remedy - w'ould thou hadst kill'd 
his sister , 1 am plagued with her, and dare not 
speak it for shame I’ll do what 1 can to get a re- 
prieve for you. [asule ] — Nay, an you kill folks, you 
must e’en take your fortune 

Bud). A curse of all ill fortune ! I killed no body. 

Ant. Aw'ay, 1 say ; out, villian ! hence ' for I 
‘Do hear ray brother’s blood for justice cry [Exeunt. 

' « e Here's the olU jirovei’b literally lei'ilied we have it in 

Othello 
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ACTV. SCENE!. 

A Part of the Country. 

Infortunio lyvny on the ground, attended Ay Selina 
hafnted like Antonio, Felice, and Shepherds 

InfoT. I do not know this plivce, nor who you are, 
Nor know I yet myself 
Sef. Infortunio. 

Jnjor That name I once did answer to, but then 
1 was not banish’d to a wilderness, 

Nor slept on sucli a bed. 

Oh, 

If I bo he, whom you call Inforlumo, 

Tell me how I came hither Dost thou weep ? 

1 prithee tell inc, boy, why do those tears 
Drown thy fair cheeks ? Hut that lliey will not shew 
Manly in me, I’d force my eyes lo weep too, 

And we would sit u[xin a bank, and play 
Drop-tear, till one were bankrupt, You amaze me; 
I ask how I came hither , answer me 
With other lanijuai;e, if you do not mean 
1 came bv water, which you mi; 2 ;hl express loo 
In words as well, nay, better , Ibr you now' 

Are cruel to youiseUes, and murder me — 

Tell, or I shall be mad 

Set. Oh, slay ; [that] that brouj^ht Infortunio 
hither, 

Youliavenow toldyourself . distraetjon brought you. 
Infttr Ha ! distraction * now you increase my 
w'onder ; 

Whs I mad, or do not you, by answering, 

Study to make me so? Wliy should I be mad ? 

Or, being so, how came 1 well again ‘ 

Foi, if I dream not, I urn well and calm 
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Sel. You owe this shepherdess for your restore, 
Whose skill heaven made so happy 

Id for. Did you. fair shepherdess, restore me then, 
And by your art rceover nature’s los.s? 

All my \>ell-V)eing'’s \our's . but yet, if you 
Could so physician-like cure the disease 
Which is but the effect of some dislcMiiper, 

You then should know the cause ; for else you are 
Uncertain in your a|)phcatiuns. 

Pray tell me then, why was I mad ? 

FeK I'his lad can tell \ou that better than I ; 
But if his sorrow will not let his tongue 
Deliver it. I’ll tell you, sir , you were in love. 

Ivfor With whom, I prayt 
Fel. One whom they call Selina. 

Inf or. lla ' Selina* 

In what a depth of black forjretfulness 
Is Infortnmo fallen into * Selma! 

Could I fbrjTft Selina'* oh, .shepherdess, 

I was not mad till now • for can 1 be 
Myself, and forjrct her* Oh, in this question 
I am undone : lor I do hold myself, 

And all my understanding;, by her name 
I am a betrgar, she hath purchas’d all , 

Nor am I master of one thought of comfort 
I borrow not from her - what curse was fallen 
Upon my memory, to forget Selma* 

Sel. Sir, yon remember her loo well, unless 
She would deserve it better 

InfoT It is not in her power to deserve, boy, 

For she is now beholding for herself 
Unto another Uh, this tear.s my soul. 

You did not well to release me of my furies, 

And make me sensible again of that 
Was my first corrosive ; it was unfriendly : 

Oh, ’tw'as a happiness to be mad, stark mad, 

For she being lost, what have 1 else to lose? 

I was all her’s, I gave myself away ; 

And deeds of gift should bold. 
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1 ^. Why should you be so passionate ? let once 
reason, 

So late recovered, teach you love yourself, 
Reserv’d for nobler fortune. 

Inf or. It i.s true, 

I am a very fool in doinj^ so. 

And will you be my mistress then, and icach me 
How to for^t myself — What sayst [thou] l)oy 
Shall I be shepherd tool I will live here, 

And have lliy company, thou art like my love. — 
Shall we, sliepherdes.s ? 

/(7. With all my heart 

/n/'or (>onic, let's sit down awhile ; nature hath 
spread 

Her carpeU for us here ; this i.s the lowest, 

And yet 'tis higher than a ]>!ilaee Pray 
Tcacdi me your shepherds life, now 1 do long 
To he a woodman too, and yon shall do 
A duiilile cure mKiii me. 

Enter Ga^I’mio, and Oorgon digguisod as a 
Shepherdess 

Oasp. Slay : yonder are some .''hepherds, let’s 
on this bunk sit down and prattle. — And how long 
is It, since your sweetheart forsook you { 

(iorg. It will be a quarter of a year, next grass. 
i^'asp Alas, jKior Miipsa; but come, put him 
out of thy mind, sing him away. 

Gorg Laugh and .sing him to his grave, shall I ? 
Gasp. And never love him more. 

Gorg. Oh no , Ins love, like a canker, hath eat 
such a great hole into my heart, I cannot forget 
him , but I'll sing a song of him. 

Gasp. Prithee do. 

[Gorgon stags a song, durtng urhich Gasparo 
eyes Felice. 

Infor. Here’s innocence of ^ sides , who would 
live 

Out of this commonwealth, where honest swains 
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Are lords and subjects ? Here is no acquaintance 
With craft and falsehood , all their souls are clad 
In true simplicilv , I wdl ta ke tru ce 
With care awhile, to talk with this poor wench. — 
INlopsa I heard you nam’d, pray tell me, «cre you 
in love? 

Gor(j. Yes, forsooth. 

Infor^ With whom, forsooth ? 

Gorg With a gentleman that has proved un- 
kind, forsooth, broken his vows and oaths, forsooth ; 
he made much of me, time was, before liis father 
died, forsooth, ho was a f^ood yeoman . then he 
kissed me, forsooth, and colled , surreverence ! but 
now he scorns Mopsa . I was his equal once, and 
have danced with him upon our church green in a 
morris ere now. 

Infor Alas, alas ! has [he]_forsaken thee * 

Gorg. He is now’ about to commit matrimonial 
business with a young frirl.I w’iss. 

Gasp [aside ] — ’Tia she. I’ll have a trick to 
know it — 

Blessings on you, shephcrdc.'‘S, 

Vet by this hand, you are no less 

[Takes Felice by thehand. 
You were in love with a fair man ; 

Crost by a father, [you] began 
This shepherd’s life, and russet weed. 

Is it ncA the truth 1 read ^ 

Ha, ha ? 

Fel. Sir, are you a fortune-teller * 

Gasp. No, I am a fool , and yet I know 
Something, though you think not so. 

Fel. Do you see all this here? 

Gasp. That, and more : in this table 
Lies your story ; ’tis no fable, 

Not a line within your hand 
But I easily understand : 

Your line of life is fair, hard by 
Ascends that of prosperity, 
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But broken in the midst o’ th’ mount 
Of Saturn here, which ill wc count, 

Ha! tnang'le and mercurial line ! 

But Venus IS no friend of thine. 

In for. How now, palmi.strv '* believe him not 
Gasp In your face your fate is wrote ; 

You lov’d a woman, she not you, 

You know whether I say true, 

Her name began with S ; but she 
Shall never be enjoy’d by thee. 

She's married now' to one that’s old, 

But very ricli . — your fortune’s told. 

Jn/or Heshrew me, he has cunning. 

Scl Do YOU believe him, sir"? 

Gonj. lielieve him'* nay, you may believe him , 
he’s abomination cunning, man , he told me my 
fortune as right as if he had been in my belly 
1 Shop Docs thy fortune lie in thy belly then, 
sweetheart* 

Gorg. Partly, sir, as other women’s fortunes do. 
Gasp. Damsel, you Inivc yet a fate 
Will make you wonder more thereat, 

By collection’ I dare pro\o, 

That hi.s name, whom yon did lo^e, 
l^gaii with (J , but ’li'> too true 
He hath slain hiniself for yon — [Fefice faints 
Felice ! conic again , do not believe me , I told 
thee false, I did but try to gain a knowledge of 
thee thy stars owe thee more ha|)|uness. Felice ! 
look lip, see thy friend alive ; 1 am Gasparo. 'Sfoot, 
I have made fair work, i • 

Fol. Ha! 'tis (Jaspiiro. 

Gasp Have I found thee * U wench, thou wcrl 
unjust, 

Too much unjust, thu.s to absent thyself 
From Gasparo; thy cruel father since 


’ Hij cuUecUou / dare prorr,] i. c. by ob&errBtion 
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Hath wept enough to wash away his error. — 
Fates, I do thank you, for this blest direction. — 
But, Jnfortiinio, I am sorry now, 

I read the trutli of thy unhappiness : 

[It is loo true, Selma is beyond 
Your sphere of liope : pardon, worthy sir, 

The shape I took, was not to mock \our fortunes, 
But try mine own.— And have I found thee, wench ? 

Goig Oh, no, no, your suit is in vain . Hands 
off, shepherd 

1 Shej) 1 will make thee amends and marry , 
prithee, sweet Mnpsa, beautiful Mopsa. 

Gorg. Beauty! I do confess 1 have a reasonable 
beauty, for black and white, for all other coluuis 
are but compounded of them : but the truth is, I 
cannot so soon forget my old love. ; thoiigli he hath 

E roved false unto me, IViopsa will prove true unto 
ira . oh, an it were not for shame, now’, I would 
die for love. 

Sel. Be not dejected, sir, ym h.avc a fate 
Doth smile upon _>ou 1 have a little skill 
In that this gentleman sitm'd to have some know- 
ledge : 

I must needs eross liis judgment, and pronounce 
You are more happy.* 

Let not aught your soul annoy, 

You that virgin shall enjoy 
That you first lord, icho doth trail 
To make your wishes fortunate , — 

Kre the sun twice decUnes to th' west, 

You may be with marnage blest. 

Gasp. The boy is mad. 

Infof. Do not undo, sweet boy, the benefit 
Thou hast already done me , thou dost utter 
Impossibilities. 

Sel. Then W'ith oue argument 1 can easily 
Take off your wonders. l..ook on thy Selina, 
That, on the wedding morn, forsook Rufaldo, 
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Touch’d with a sense of Ihy iridig;nities, 

Thus to obscure me from all curious search 
And inquisition, but not hoping ever 
To be made thine ; now, if true Jove maintain 
The opinion you pretend, thus in your arms 
1 pour myself 

Infor It IS Selina ! Oh, I am rent in pieces 
W ith joy and vvonder. 

Gajip. Hark you, sir, do not believe him ; 

Let not passion make you a mockery- 
Is not Soliiiii married to Kufaldo ? Then am I 
goose- gild cl I should lia\e lieen at church with 
them, but for a crotchet that 1 had in my pate all 
the tiioriimu:. 1 spake with her father yestenlay, 
and from lii.s mouth 1 heard Selma was very well. 

1 think I do not dream , indeed, now I call to me- 
mory, he ‘'lucl Selma was missed two or three 
hours on the wedding morn ; some figary, I know 
not i>hat and Antonio, as I supposed, gone m 
quest of her. not heard of since . but Selina is .sure 
Rufaldo's ivife , or some do\il, iii her likeness, has 
abused llieiu all with credulily. Tins is true, sir, 
thercfiire be not easy, do not deserve more pity ; 
tins boN IS mad, a jugline: bov. 

Set. Sliidl I iio^t be iielicved then for ravself? 
Am I reliised noi\ ' 

Infor It cannot be she troth, bov, thy conceit 
look me at first with much credulity : Imt here’s 
our nature's vveakne.ss, apt to credit what vve 
affect were there not loo iiiuch against il, thou 
mighlesl deceive me . oh no, Infortimio is given 
up, lost to all felicity. 

Sel. Since then you put me, sir, to prove my- 
self, let me not be lost , 1 will not call you what I 
desire, nor name you sister ; give me leave to find 
myself, 1 know not where 1 am yet : my brolhert 
Antonio gone ! what fury hath assumed Selina’s - 
sliajie ’ 
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Ocup. Come, put on a man’s spirit, Mopsa. 

\^Exeunt Infortunio ana Felice. 
Gorg. \to the Shepherd.'\ — Well, sir, in regard 
you are so portunate, although I have forsworn 
marriage, if you desist constant, you may chance 
to have a lick at my maidenhead. 

[Exeunt Gaeparo, Gorgon, and Shepherd. 
Sel. 1 have it“, my brother’s lost : 

I’ll send a shepherd in Antonio’s name. 

To invite my father hither, and that incubus. 

I vow not to forsake these plains, till 1 
Possess myself, or be rejected quite. 

Suspend thy passions, then, awhile, Selina; 
To-morrow is the shepherds’ holiday, 

Which they solemnize with [all] rural pleasures ; 
’Twill draw them sooner : ha, are they gone ? 

I will not leave 'em ; with this thread I shall 
Tread o'er the labyrinth, and discover all. [Extt. 


SCENE 11 

/7 Room in Cornelio’s House. 

Enter Cohnelio. 

Cor. Antonm_slam ' hapless Conielio , 

My hopes were treasur'd up in him, the staff 
And comfort of my age , and is he gone ? 

Enter Antonio, stdl tn disguise, Hilauia, and 
Rufaldo 

H'd. Hast sent for Bubulcus ? 

Ant. I have ; 

Father, let not too much passion soil that temjier 
Hath been observ’d in old Cornelio. 

Cor. Why, was not he thy brother '/ canst thou 
think 
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Thou hast so little share in young Antonio, 

That thou darest speak of comfort ? 

Ant Sir, on my life Antonio is not dead. 

Ruf No, no; 'tis impossible 

Ant. Biibulcus, on my soul, is a very coward. 
And durst as well attempt to take a prey 
Out of a liner's jaws, a.s see a sword, 

With patience, bent against him. 

Cor. But cowards in despair prove desperate. 
And most unhappy. 

Ant. O' niy conscience I could beat him into a 
inousL'-liole 

Rnf. Nun, 1 could beat him, and I am sure you 
can beat me , would I were well rid of you : it i.s a 
double misery to be abused, and dare not speak 
out \^Asule. 


Eater Officers, ictth Bi nuLcus. 

Ihl II ere s Biibulcus. 

Rub. Not guilty, not guilty ' an it please your 
worsliijis, let me not be hanged for a lie of mine 
own making it is well known I am a stinking 
coward. Not guilty, 1 beseech you , 1 never drew 
.sword 111 anger in my life If you hang me, you 
undo me for ever 

Ant Ijook you, .sir , 'lis clear 
Bub. My coiiscieuce is as clear as crystal Not 
guilty, iiiv lord, I beseech you. 

Cor. Didst not llioH kill Antonio then ^ 

Bub. Let mo be hutig’d if 1 did. 

Cor. Slay, lie'll cuiifes.s 

Bub 1 confess 1 told a lie, thinking to have got 
some credit ; but if ever I saw Antonio, since he 
gave me two or three kicks, Nvhich 1 deserved well 
enough, broil me o’ the coals. Mercy, oh mercy ! 
do not cast me away upon the hangman now, in the 
pride of niy youth. Not gudly, my lord. 
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Cor. Howsoever fear of death possess him so, 
I see the murder in his eyes. 

Bub. My eyes? would they were out then : do 
you see murder m my eyes ? are my eyes blood- 


shot? 

Cor. His very hand doth shew a guiltiness ; 
Look how it trembles. 

Bub. The fear of hanging hath put my whole 
body into palsey. My hands guilty '* I can wash 
my hands clean of it , I never killed a fly. By this 
hand, not guilty. 


Enter a Shepherd hastily. 

Shep. Which is Cornelio'* 

Ant. This, what’s the matter? what makes 
this shepherd here 

Cor. 1 am Cornelio: is it with me thou woiildst * 

\ Shep. Ifyourname Cornelia be, 
Contentment ami felicity 
I bring you : I am sent from one 
That doth call himself your son. 

Young Antonio, who thus low 
TVoutd beg your ble,isiiig ; pi'ays that no 
Affiictinn too much yon dismay 
For his absence ; had me say, 

Jf you deign suspend your care 
A few hours, and repair 
Unto the place of Shepherds by. 

To grace their pleasures with your cyc^ 
Antonio will himself declare, 

Faithfully what causes were 
Of his absence, and requite 
These dolours with a fresh delight . 

And so farewell j this is all • 

Back again I hear them call. [Exit. 

Cor Ohj stay awhile. 
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Ant. He is gone, sir. Did I not tell yoa Antonio 
was not dead ? — But this is strange. [^Aside. 

Cor. Do I not dream ? 

Ant. [aside. ] — Antonio among the shepherds ! 
if he be there, I arn drest, i’ faith. — By any means, 
go, sir. 

Bub. Is Antonio alive again? 

Ruf. Yes, verily, alive again ; let not the hang- 
man fright away vour wits any longer. 

Bub 1 hope 1 shall choose my own gallows 
then. Hilaria, you would not believe me ; did I 
look as 1 had killed any body 1 \ow I hope you 
will hold me for aiv^iiinocent hereafter.* 

CvT. Biihnicus, pray let u.s have your company , 
It doth concern your freedom Antonio living ! 
Rufaldo, let us make a merry day on't. 

If it be true , 1/' I do sin against 
Discretion to distrust it. O my stars, 

1 do acquit you all your injuries. 

If you possess me of Antonio 

Never did man to bliss more willing go. 

Bub. 1 am glad 1 am repriev’d — Come, Hilaria. 

Ant ’Twere pretty if Antonio be multiplied : 
Here's Tricks indeed , I am resolved to see 
What will the end of this confusion be. [Exeunt 


SCENE III. 

The Country. 

Enter Jenkin 

Jen. Never was Jenkin in such wilderness; her 
have walked and travelled creat deal of miles in 

* I hope you will hold me for an inDOcent hereafler ] Lest 
Uie wit of Uvibulcvu should escape the reader, it may not be 
amiBS to obsen'e, once for all, that an innocent is used by all our 
old writers for a natural fool. 

VOL. L G 
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these woods ; but her can find no end nor evasions, 
look you : her have read in histories, and relations, 
kernicles, very famous knights, and prave seutil- 
men of valors, and shivalries, have been eiirhaiited, 
look you, in castles and very strong dwellings, and 
towers, and solitary places , now was have ijreat 
fears and suspicions, lest Jenkin w’as fallen into 
some wisheries and conjurations, and was en- 
chanted, bless as awl ! in these desarts and wil- 
dernesses, for her valors and magnanimities. 

Joe. [icitAin.] — So lio, ho, master Jcnkin ! 

Jen. It is our pages again . — [Enter Jocarello.] 
— Jocarello, where have you been] You are very 
tilli^ent poyes to lose your master thus ! 

Joe. 1 was lost myself, had not a shepherd by 
chance found me, and carried me into his house 
under the ground ; where, with a great many of 
shepherdesses, we sate up all night in making gar- 
lands for some shew and |>astimes to be done this 
day, which they call their Festival ; pray, sir, since 
we have run a wild-goose cha.se so long, let us stay 
one day to see these sports and dancings 

Jen. Sports and dances, say you ? take pleasures 
and delectations in dances ? Very well, Jenkin was 
knaw how to dance her self, was pred in awl 
sentilman’s qualities, look you ; her will make no 
peregrinations back till awl be done, and it may 
be, was shake her legs in capers too, look you now. 

Enter Cornelio, Rufaldo, Antonio, dressed like 
Selina, Bubulcus, and Hilaria. 

Cor. Master Jenkin, you are well met in these 
parts ; I perceive you are early this morning, to 
partake the pastimes of our shepherds. 

Jen. Good lays and salutations, and cret deal 
of felicities come to all your orsbips. 
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Bub. Sir, my name is master Bubulciu, and I 
am as good a gentleman 

Jen. As who, pray you ? Do you make compa- 
risons ? 

Bub. I do embrace yourfnrailiarities, and remain 
your truest warm 

Jen. Not too much worms, nor familiarities, 
pray you. — Ha, pages, here is Selinas in her own 
apparels and ^estim §p t8 ; awl was very true as our 
country-woman Echos was make reports, Selina 
was gone back again. — Very well, mistress Selinas, 
was very full of joys and exhilarations, to see you 
ill these places ; you knaw how creatly and ardently 
Jenkin was taken with your peanlies, and pulchri- 
tudes, cret while ago : pray, when did you make 
- returns out of these woods? .Jenkin had knowledge, 
and saw you in your shepherd_ apparels, and was 
make ambulations aAer you hither, out of mere 
amors and atl'ections, as her was true sentilman. 

.. Ant 1 make return out of these woods ? I en- 
tered them but now. 

Jen. Well, you desire not to have things de- 
clared, and published , her was keep awl silences. 

Ant. Upon niy life you are mistaken quite in 
this, master Jenkin. 

Jen. f)li, pray you make not Jenkin ridicles, and 
derision«, look yon , shall hear no more of that 
matters , call you only to memories you promised 
loves to Jenkin, pray you, in matrimonies, creat 
while ago. 

Ant. 1 deny not that, sir; but 1 know not why 
you have long neglected me, and 1 am now mar- 
ried to Rufaluo 

Jen. Riifaldos ! hit is not possible. 

Bub. Father, he says it is impossible Selina 
should be your wife. 

Ruf. How, not my wife? I would fain see that. 
G2 
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Jen, 1^ Selina your wifes in truths and verities, 
pray you ? 

Ruf. Do you make question ? My wife ! I think 
there is some reason ; she is my very dear wife, I 
will assure yon, sir. 

Cor. He has got a boy by this time. 

Ruf. A boy! Well, 1 have got something, a 
pox on your fingers. — [a«de.] — How sayst? is 
not something done, sweetheart? 

Anij Yes, in my conscience something is done. 

Jen. Jenkin was never awl her days have such 
injuries and contumelies put upon her : was ever 
sentilman thus abused ? Have her made repetitions 
and genealogies of her plood, for no matrimonies? 
Jenkin has peat the pushes, and Kufaldos has get 
the pirds. Hum ! her love not to make quarrels 
and prabbles, but Jenkin could fight with any 
podies in the urld, awl weapons, from the long 
pikes to the Welsh hooks, look you now. No ma- 
trimonies? her Welsh plood is up. look you. 

Cor. Master Bubulcus. 

Jen. Master Blew-pottles, have you any sto- 
raacks or appetites to have any plows or knogs 
upon your costards, look you ? 

Bu6 No great stomach at this time, sir, I thank 
you : alas, 1 have them every day ; they are no 
novelties with me. 

Cor. Come, master Jenkin, I now perceive you 
loved my daughter ; if you had acquainted me in 
time, I should not have been unwilling to have 
calfed you son ; but since it is too late, let your 
wisdom check impatience. I know you are of a 
noble temper, howsoever passion may a little cloud 
your virtues ; let us be all friends, pray. 

Jen. Here is very cood honest words ; yes, look 
you, Jenkin is in all amities and friendships, but — 

Cor Oh, no more shooting at that butC. — 
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[Mu$tc.'\ — Hark, I hear the shepherds’ music, and 
voice too ; let us sit down. I pray Antonio keep 
thy word. 

Enter Shepherds aiu/ Shepherdesses with garlands, 

singing 

1 . 

TVoodmen, shepherds, come away. 

This IS Pan 8 great holiday. 

Throw off cares, 

With yonr heave n-asptrtng airs 
He'p us to Sing, 

While valleys with your echoes ring 

2 . 

Nymphs that dwell within these groves, 
Leave your arbours, bring your loves, 
Gather posies, 

Crown your golden hair with roses ; 

As you pass, 

Foot like fairies on the grass. 

3 

Joy crown ’ our bowers ! Philomel, 

Leave of Tei pits' rape to tell. 

Let trees dance. 

As they at Thracian lyre did once ; 

Jlountains play. 

This is the shepherds' holiday. 

Dunce. The Song ended, enter a of 

Satyrs, &c. and dance ; then enter a Shep- 
herdess with a while rod. 

Shop. Post hence, satyrs, anil give way 
For fairer souls to grace the day. 

Ana this presence ; whip the air 
With new ravtshings ; hence with care, 

* Old copy, drown, 
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By the forelock hold Time fast, 

Best occasum sltp too fast. 

Away from m ; joys here distill: 

Pleasures all your bosoms fill. 

[Exeunt Satyrs, Shepherds, and Shep- 
herdesses. 

Enter Infortunio, Selina, dressed like Antonio, 
Gasfaro, Felice, GoRaoN, and Shepherd. 
Music. 

Sel. Fair nymph, vouchsafe the honour to dance 
with me 

Ant. Troth, sir, I cannot dance. 

Sel. We know you are Selina. 

Irifor Vour hand, fairest. 

Shep. Disdain not, gentle sir- 

Jen. Pibic pables, with all her hearts, look you. 

Gorg Noble sir. 

Bub Fair lady, at your service. 

Gasp I will not change. 

Fel. Nor I. — [They dance a measure. 

Cor. Which IS Antonio? 

Ruf. It will break out anon. 

Set You arc a thief 
Arvt. Ha ! 

Sel You have robb’d Selina. 

Ant. Then I’ll make restitution What are you? 
Sel. Antonio. 

Ant. The devil you are : faith, deal honestly 
with me, and I’ll be true to thee : who art ? 

Sel. I am Selina, by my hopes of heaven 
Ant. Ha, sister, then ! 

Sel. I have no brother but Antonio. 

Ant And 1 am he. Oh happiness 
Sel. If thou beest Antonio, what made thee 
assume my habit ? 

Ant. Of that anon. Lives Infortunio? 
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Sel He’s here, and with him Gasparo, and my 

sisler, 

The Iftst Felice. 

yJnt I am ravish’d with this wonder. [Music 
Sel K eep your face constant , the music calls. 
['1 heif dance a seconti measure. 

da nee ^ Ant. Sel and Fei. kneel to (Jomelto. 
Cttr. Ha ! what means this ? 

Ant. Sel. Fel Y'our blessing, sir; we are your 
children 

Cor Who’s this ? 

Sel I am Selma, sir. 

Ant And I am Antonio 

Car. Amazement! thou Antonio? he Selina? 
Rvf lla! how’s this? my wife become a 
man I confess she played the man with me. 

Co) Hill who IS tins? 

Fel I am Felice, sir, your long lost daughter. 
Found out by Gasparo, unto whom my vows 
In h eaveii » ere long since sacred, and I beg 
Once more he may be mine 
Set. As I to be 
Possess’d by lidortunio here. 

Car. Stay, cliiklreii, stay : take heed ; you do 
not know 

What .strength of joy my fainting age can bear. 
You full 111 too lull showers ; like swelling Nile, 
These comforts wdl exceed the narrow banks 
Of my poor frailty Rise, enjoy your wishes, 

And be my blessings multiplied upon you. — 
Riifaldo, here's Felice, my lost girl. — 

Take her, take her, Giusparo — 

Selma, art not thou Rufaldo’s w ife ^ 

Ant. No, sir, 1 ventured that, he knows me well , 
Hiinria and 1 were bed-fellows, 

At his reauest. 

Hub. liow ? Hilaria and you bed-fellows ? I’d 
laugh at that. 
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[Act V. 


Mvf. 1 am abused, disgraced, undone. 

Cor. Nay, Rufaldo 

Bub. Wliy then it seems you were Antonio, that 
I hilled so, and ypu have, as a man should say, lain 
with Hilaria beforehand. 

Ant. 1 iim not beJundhaod. 

Bub. Nay, an you have tickled her before and 
behind, tickle her all over for Bubulciis 

Jen. Hark you, is there another Selinas 1 Bless us 
awl, here is very prave Love tncks, look you. 

Ruf. Blessing on him ! why he hath made stock- 
fish o' me ; he has licaten away all my inclination 
to give my blessing 

Cor. Come, upon recollection, you must make it 
a bargain ; they have, it seems, iMiught and sold 
already; it is past recovery, he shall be worthy of her. 

Htl. Sir, that you may with more alacrity 
Let fall your blessings, know our bloods are pure * 
Antonio and your daughter are os chaste 
From any sinful act, as when we were 
First mantled after birth. 

Ruf. Ha ! sayst [thoiij .so'* 

Aat. Jt was none of my fault, I nm sure. 

Ruf. Then my ble.ssings on you : come you arc 
both my children. 

Bub. How ? 

Cor. Amen, and mine 
Why, I am rapt beyond myself with joys. 
Infortunio, 

Fate hath effected that 1 begg’d of Heaven 
In many prayers for you Oh my blisse.s ! 

BuUi. So, so, I am gull'd, my house taken over 
my head. 

Oorg. Sir, you know who I am, I am yet w’alking 
terra incognita, 1 have a great mind to Bubiilcus, 
you know wbatl have suffered for him, and so forth. 

- Qtuf>. Let me alone ; so, so : — \aatde to Gor- 
gon.'] — Then pleasures run with a stream u|>on us, 
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but if we shall make a full day of it, here is one 
more to meet with her match , this poor vir^inhatb 
been lonp; in love with Buhnlcus. Troth, sir, look 
upon her pitifully complaining; alas, ^ood hcuI! — be 
honest at length, and marry her, prithee do ; you 
know what has past between you, — it is a hand- 
some v\ench. 

Buh Umh ; I do remember sheivasin love with 
me, and so was twenty more ; what is that to me? 
Alas, vvould you have me descend so low ? 

Gorg Oh, sir, you .sung another song iii my mo- 
ther’s d.iirv, u hen we sat up all night together, and 
had a sack |Kisset. 

Bub. I do remember such a thing , but what is 
that ^ — I’ll take it upon me. \A»uie. 

Gorg 1 beseech you, gentlemen, speak for me, 
for I >mII have limi ; I am ashamed to shew my 
reasons. 

Bub. Very small ones : away, you dirty quean ! 

In/or. WIint, has he trot thee with child? 

Gorg. More than that, sir. 

' Fel. Has he had any bastards? 

Gorg Indeed, niistres.s. I'll tell you , he hath 
begot lliree children of my body 

Jnfur hie ii|kiii it, no les.s than tliree bastards? 

Bub. How I nay, >he lies faksely ; 1 got but two. — 
ISo maiiN I will acknowledge, because they .shall not 
doubt m> siifTiciciicy, \aatde .'\ — had 1 any more 
than two? speak, vni lying whore 

Gasp. iSir, I tender your credit ; there is but 
two ways , either you iniisl marry her, or give her 
a piece of money, that is the easiest way ; she is 
poor : for your reputation 

Bub \Vhat do you think will content the whore? 

Jen Hark yon, best for you make .“lonie satisfac- 
tions to this Heiitilw'omun, or Senkin was learu you 
more honesties and behaviours towards these uraaus, 
Nvarrant you, master Blcvy-pottlcs. 
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Gasp. A matter of twenty or thirty pieces ; you 
can spare them. 

Bub. You strumpet, here is twenty pieces for 
you ; do you hear ? keep well the boys then ; but 
you shall swear, before these gentlemen, you will 
never claim marriage. There, be an honest woman 
hereafter. [ Gives him money. 

Gorg Yes : bear witness, gentlemen, 1 do ac- 
cept his wise benevolence, and will never trouble 
him with marriage whilst — Gorgon lives. 

All. Gorgon ! 

Gorg. Your servant, and your pardons ; nay, 
Gorgon has had his devices and vagabunduloes, as 
well as the best of ye ; give you all joy ! — 1 wish you 
wit, sir. 

Bub. I am fool’d of all sides ; was I a born fool?* 
All. Ha, ha ! 

Jen. Stay you, master double colours,' there be 
more fools in the business as yourself : well, Jenkin 
W'ere even best make shurneys buck into her own 
countreys, and never put credits or conferences in 
any womans in the whole iirld ; they all lie and 
coozen, and make derisions out [of] awl measures 

Inf or. Nay, nay, gentlemen, let’s all together, 
We’ll drown all discontents this day with wine ; 
Let’s take up all our fates then, and proclaim 
This day new festivals in Hymen’s name. 

Bub. Stay a little, and I’ll along with you Since 
I have missed my wench. I’ll ask these gentlemen’s 
goodwills to asecond match, instead of an Epilogue. 

YComes forward. 


* Wa$ I a born fool ] The 1st edit haa, “ Waa 1 bom a fool^” 
but there seems more quaintness in the present reading;, which 
la that of the second, and which was ako the plirascolugy of the 
times. Ulus Shakspeare , A devil, a ftcirri devil, &c. Tempest 
’ master double colours'] This probably alludes to the party- 
coloured coat which Dubulcus wore as the clown, or, as Gor- 
gon calls him, the fool of the Play. 
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Sc. III.] 

Courteous spectators, and hind gentlemen — 
Oorg Why, how now? what, are you mad'* 
will you speak the Epilogue? though you have 
played a fool in the play, yxiu will not shew your- 
self an ass before all this company? The Epilogue! 
I hope I am the wiser of the two, and the better 
read in complement. 

Judicious gentlemen 

Jen. Hark you, master double colours, and you, 
goody Gorgons, here is one wiser asses you both, 
to pronounce the Epilogue.s, warrant you, and one 
that knaws — lo speak in as good English; — gentle- 
men, DOW, sans complement, 

Our Love~ Tricks have been sheicn, and ice attend 
To know if your acceptance crown the end ; 

The world in full oftncks, hut it will be 
A tnck worth all to have some plaudite 
To these of Love. If then contentment dwell 
On you, we shall conclude^our play shews well, 
Which we did Loi e Tricks call, that we mightprove 
It was a Inch of ours to gain your love. 

[Exeunt 
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The Maid's Retemce.] This Tragedy, Shirley's “second birth 
in this kind," as he says, was licensed by sir Henry Herbert on 
the 9th of February, lff25-6, and printed in 1639 ; the title 
says it had been/' ac^ with good applause at the private house 
in Drury-lane by her m^esty’s servants ’’ 

The plot is founded on a story m Reynolds’s Gods Jltvenge 
against Murder (B. II, Hist 7 ) entitled Antonw and Bermthu, 
which Shirley has in general followed very closely. 
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Caspar de Vilarezo, father to Sebastiano, Cata- 
lina, am/Beriiithia. 

Sebastiano, son to Vilarezo. 

Antpnio de Ribeiro, a lover o/Dennthia, and friend 
to Sebastiano. 

VillandraB, a kinsman of Antonio. 

Sforza, a blunt soldier. 

Velasco, a lover q/'Berinthia. 

Count de Montenegro, a braggart. 

Diego, servant to Antonio. 

Sharkino, a shirking doctor, 

Scarabeo, servant to Sbarkino. 

Three Serving-men. 

^^thia ^ daughters to Vilarezo. 

Castabella, sister to Antonio. 

Ansilva, a waiting gentlewoman to the two sisters. 
Nurse. 

Maid, Friends of Velasco ; Ladies, Servants, 
Alterants, Soldiers, Sfc. 

SCENE, Portu^l -^—the first at Lisbon, the rest 
•partly at Elvas, and partly al Avero 



THE 


MAID’S REVENGE. 


ACT I SCENE I 
Lisbon — A Street. 

Enter Sebastian© and Antonjo. 

Seb. Tl te noble courtcMcs I liave received 
At Lisbon, ^^OI•lh\ fnend, so much engage me, 
That I must die indebted to your worth, 

Unless M)u moan to accept wliat I have studied, 
Althoiigli Imt partly, to discharge the sums 
Due to your honour'd lo\e 

Ant. Ifow now, Seba-stiano? will you forfeit 
The name of liieiid, lheii'*-^l did hope our love 
Hud outgrown complenient. 

Seb 1 speak my tlionghts ; 

My longue and heart arc relatives : 1 think 
1 have deseived no base opinion from you ; 

I wi.sh not only lo perpetuate 

Our friendship, but to exchange that common name 

Of fnend, for 

Ant. What? — Take heed , do not profane. — 
Woiildsl thou be more than friend ! it i.s a name 
Virtue can only answer lo. Couldst thou 
Unite in one, all goodness whatsoe'er 
Mortality can boast of, thou shall (ind 
The circle oarrow-bounded to contain 
VOL. I 11 
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This swelling' treasure : every good admits 
Degrees, but this, being so ijoocl, it cannot 
For he is no friend is not superlative. 

Indulgent parents, brethren, kindred, tied 
By the natural flow of blood, alliances. 

And what you can imagine, is tixi light 
To weigh with Ih name of iriend : they execute, 

At best, blit what [their] nature prompts them to. 
Are often less tliaii friends, when the> remain 
Our kinsmen still , but friend i.s iiumm- lost 

Se6. Nay .then, Antonio, you mistake , 1 mean not 
To leave otf friend, which with another title 
Would not be lost. Come, then, I’ll tell you, sir. — 
1 would be friend and brother; thus oi friendship 
Shall, like a diamond set in gold, not lose 
His sparkling, but shew- fairer I have a pair 
Of sisters, which I would commend, but that 
I might seem partial, ihcir hiitli and fortunes 
Deserving noble love , if thou beest free 
From other fair engagement, I would be proud 
To speak them w’orthy. Come, shalt go and see 
them 

I would not beg them suitors , fame hath spread 
Through Portugal their persons, and drawn to Avero 
Many affectionate gallants 

Ant Catalina and Bermthia ? 

Seb. The same. 

Ant. Report speaks loud their beauties, and no 
less 

Virtue in either. — Well, 1 see you strive 
To leave no merit where you mean to honour 
I cannot otherwise escape the censure 
Of one ingratefiil, but by waiting on you 
Home to Avero. 

Seb. You shall honour me, 

And glad my noble father, to whom you arc 
No stranger ; your own worth before hath been 
Sufficient preparation. 
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loa 

Ant. Ha.' 

I have not 80 much choice, Sebastiano ; 

But if one si.ster of Antonio’s 

May have a couimendation to your thoughts, 

Cl will not spend much art in praising her, 

Her virtue speak itself) I shall be happy, 

And be cmilirin’d your brother, though I miss 
Acceptance at Avero. 

Scb. Still you outdo me ; I could never wish 
My service better placed. At opportunity 
I’ll visit you at Kl\us ; i'tlie mean time 
Let’s haste to Avero, where witli you I’ll bring 
Rly double welcome, and not fail to second 
Any design— — 

Ant 'I oil shall teach me a lesson 
Against M i- meet at El vas castle, sir. [Exettnt 


SCENE II 

Avero — A Rootn in Vilarezo’s House 

Enter (J vspvii oi: Vilvkezo, and a Servant 

Vil What gallants, sirrah, are there newly 
enter'd * 

Si’r. Count de Montenegro, iny lord, and don 
Velasco 

Vil Give voiir observance then , I know their 
business ; [Exit Servant 

Catalina and Bcriuthia are the stars 
Direct them hither. Qaspnr’s house shall give 
Respect to all ; but they are two such jewels, * 

I must dis^Kise maturely, I should else 
Return ingratitude upon the heavens 
For leaving me such pledges , nor am I, 

Like other fathers, carried with the .stream 

H2 
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Of love lo the youngest : as they were in birth, 
They had my tenderness ; Catalina, then, 

Is eldest in my care, Berinthia [has] 

A child’s part too ; both fair and virtuous 
But daughters are held losses to a family, 

Sons only maintain th’ honour* and [keep the] stem 
Alive in their posterity , and, now 1 think on it, 
My son Sebastiano hath been slow 
In his return from Lisbon. Oh, that boy 
Renews my age with hope, and hath return’d 
M\ care in education, weight for wxMglit, 

With noble quality, well-beloved by the liesL 
O’lhe dons iii Spam and Portugal, whose loves 
Do often stretch his absence to such length 
As tins hath been. — 

Enter ftloNTn.VEGRO, and Catali.v\, 

But here's my eldest daughter. 

With her amorous count , I'll not be seen, [ExtL 

Cata. You have been abseiitlong, my noble count , 
Beshrew mo, but I dreamt on you last uight, 

Mont. Ha, ha! did you so? — I tickle her in her 
^leep, 1 perceive, — [ajiide,'\ — Sw'cet lady ' 1 did but 
like tlicvaliaut beast, give a little grttuiid, lo return 
w'lth a greater force of love Now by my f.ither’s 
sword and gauntlet, thon’rt a jnecioiis piece of 
virtue ; but prithee, what did.st dream of me last 
night ? 

Cata. Nay, ’twas an idle dream, not worth the 
repetition 

Mont. Thou dreamst, I warrant thee, that I was 
fighting for thee up to the knees in blood : why I 
dare do’t. Such dreams are common with the count 
dfc Montenegro ; my slee|)s are nothing else but 
rehearsals of battles, and wounds, and ambuscados; 

‘ SoTU only maintain tK honour, ire.] Old copy, " soiu only 
io maintain honour and fitem,” &c. 
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Donzel del Phcebo vva.s a tnounlebank of valour, 
Rosicleere a puff ; my dreams deserve to be i' the 
chronicles. 

Cata. Why, now my dream is out. 

Mont. What'? 

Cata I dreamt that you were fighting. 

Mont. S(t ' 

Cata. And that in single combat, for my sake, 

\ ou slew a giant , and you ho sooner had 
Rescued my honour, but tliere crept a pigmy 
Out of the earth, and kill'd you, 

Mont. \ ery likely ; the xaliantcst man must die. 

i'ata hat’ bv a pigm\ * 

Mont. Ay , that’*' another giant , I remember 
Hercules had aeoiifliet with them * Oh, niy dona 
Catalina ’ \\ ell, would I were so hapj)\ once to 
inuiiitain some honourable duel for thy sake’ 1 sliall 
ne’er be well, till I have killed somebodN fin] fight, 
'Tis tine I lime never yet lle.slied myself in blood ; 
noljodv would i|uarrel with me, but 1 find my spirit 
prompt, if oceasioii would but wink at me Why 
not? wlieretoie lias nature given me these brawny 
arms; this manly bulk, and lhe.se eolossiaii sup- 
porters^ I lor] nnlhiiig, but to slmg the sledge, or 

f litch tlie bar, and |*lay with avletrees ? It thou 
ovesi rue, do but eoininand me some vvorlliy .ser- 
vice , ]>o\ o dangers ’ 1 weigh them no more than 
fleabitiiigs, W oiild soinelKidy did hate that face, 
now ' I w I'h it w itli all my heart. 

Cata AN’oiild voii ha\e any body halo me '? 

Mont Ves, I'd hale them ! I'd but thrust my 
hand into their nioulh down to the bollom of their 
bell ICS, pluck out their lungs, and sliake their 
insides outward. 

* lltTLvles had a cvnflict uil/i </i^m ] MoiUintgru had befii 
reading Jonsun’s magnificent Mostjue of "Pleasure reconciled la 
yirtue " See vol. til. p, 320. 
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Enter Bekinthia and Velasco at a distance, 
her. Noble sir, 

You need not heap more protestations, 

1 do believe you love me. 

Vel Do you believe I love, and not accept if? 
her. Yes, I accept it too ; but apprehend me, 
As men do ciils, whose accept ation docs not 
Bind to perform vvlmt c\erv fii'er craves ; — 
Without a slain to virgin inodeslv, 

I can accept your lo\e , but, pardon me, 

It is beyond iny power to orant vonr suit. 

Vel. Oh, you too nincli subject a natural gift, 
And make yourself beholding for your own . 

The sun hath not more right to his own beams. 
With which he gilds the day, nor the Sea-lord 
To his own waves 

^ her Alas ! what is’t to own a |)as'»iuii 
Without power to direct it ' (or I move, 

Not by a motion I can call in\ own, 

But by a higher rapture, in obedience 
To a father , and I have vet no freedom 
To place affection ; so you but endear me 
W ithout a iiicnt. 

Cata. Here’s my sister. 

Mont. And don \ elasro How now, are thy 
arrows feather d ' 

V el Well enough for ixiving. ’ 

Mont. Roving! I thought so 

’ Vcl Well (nOTigh /ornniiiir] Tbt rou-r, whicfi was not 
so fully feathered as the butt-',l„ifl , was shot Jroui a tlialance. 
coiupass-wise, while tlie otlier uinl jiowit blank to Iht mark 
Hence to rove, or shoot with roifn, meant a (hitaiit pursuit, an 
uncertain hojie, flic, Thus Jlinine: 

“ 1 thought me nearer to you, than that you 
Should rove at me with courtship, Stratoelea 
Shot from afar." Loie-mk Court. 
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Vel. But I hope fair. 

Mont Shoot home, then. Velasco, I have pre- 
sented iny misires.s with a paper of ver.ses ; see, she 
is reading of them 

Vel Didst make them thyself? 

Mont. My money did. what an idle question is 
that I as though we that are ^reat men, are not 
furui.shcd ^mIIi stipendiary muses. I am snre, for 
my own part, 1 can buy them cheapei than 1 can 
make tliem, a great deal. Would you have learn-> 
inglia^e no reward ^ — She laughs at them , 1 am 
glad of tliat. 

Cota They .savour of a true poetic fury 

Mout Do you smell nothing ! something hath 
.some savour. 

CV/to But this line, melhiiiks, hath more feet 
than the rest 

MofU It shoirkl run the belter for that, lady; I 
did it o purpose. 

Cfi/o But here’s another lame. 

Mont. 'I'lial vv as my conceit, my own invention ; 
lame, halting verses, there's the greatest art' be- 
sides, 1 tlitreby give you to understand, that 1 am 
valiant, dare cut oil' legs and arms at all limes, and 
make them go halting lionie that arc niy enemies. 
I am an lainbographer , now it i.s out. 

Cata For honoiir's .sake, what’s that? 

d/ont. One ol the sourest versdiers that ever 
crept out of Barmussiis. hen 1 set oii’t, 1 can 
make any IhmJy hang hiinself w'ltli pure idiiibics ; I 
can fetch hlood with asclepiads , slmg wilh pha- 
leucians, whip with sapphics, bastinado w ith he.\a- 
meter and |)eiitameter , and vet 1 have a trimeter 
left for thee, iny dona Catalina 

Bee. t'onclude a peace, sir, with your passion. 

1 am sorry love haUi been unkind to you, 

To point at me, who, till she — ^pointing to Cak>~ 
/ina.] — first have knit 
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The sacred knot of marriage, am forbid 
To think of love. 

Vet. But I cannot desist; 

I am in love with every thing i 

This your denial, as it comes from you, 

Bids me still love yon. Pardon, fair Berinthia, 
Velasco hath not power to rule himself ; 

Be you less fair, or virtuous, perlinp.s 
I may abate my service. 

Enter Vilarezo, Sebastiano, and Antonio. 

Vila. Old G as par’s house is honour'd by such 
guests ■ 

Now by the tomb of my progenitors, 

I envied that your fame should si^it me 
So oft without your person , Sebastiano 
Hath been long happy m your noble frienusliip, 
And cannot but iinproxe Imnself in virtues, 

That lives so near your love 
Cata. Don Antonio de Ribeiro 
Sifj. The same. 

Cain. itli whose noble worth 
Youolt have tiirddihcour.se, llioiiglit yourself happy 
In Ills choice friendship — 11 hi.s body curry 
So many graces, it i.s heaven uilhin. 

Where his soul is. [Asnle. 

Vila. Sebastian, thou liasl largel\ recoin [leiis’d 
Thy tedious absence. — You shall ilishonoiir me, 

\tn Autonift. 

Unless you think your.'.elf as vrelconie here, 

As at your Elvas castle. Vilarezo 

Was once, as you are, sprightly, and though I .say it 

Maintain’d my father’s reputation, 

And honour of our house, with actions 
Worthy our name and family ; but now, 

Time bath let fall cold snow upon my hairs. 
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Plough’d on my brows the furrows of his anger, 
Disfurnish’d me of active l)loo(J, and wrapt me 
Half in my searclolh ; yet I have mind 
Tliat bids me honour virtue, where I see it 
Bud forth and spririir ‘'o hopefully. 

Anl. You speak all nobleness, and encourage me 
To spend the greenness of my rising years 
So to tlr afhrintage, that at last 1 may 
He old like you 

Daughters, speak hi.s welcome — Catalina' 
Vata. Sir, you are most welcome 
Count, llo'v’s that? ohe says he is most wel- 
come , he ^vtTe best not lo\ e her, She never marie 
me such a re\orencc, for all the kis<cs I have br- 
stowed upon her .since I lirst opeiierl myallection. — 
I do not like this fellow , I must be fain to use 
doctor Sliarkino’s cunning [Aside 

\'il It were not truly noble to affront him 
•My blrrod boiN in me — it hIiuH cool again , 

The phue is \ener:ibleby her presence, 

And I may be deceiy d ■ Velasco, then, 

Keep distaiiee with thy fears 

.lint, ffl-sn/e ] — lion now , Antonio, 

^\ here hast thou lost thvsell ? 

Stniek dead with ladies eves! — I could star-gaze 
For ever lliu>. Oh, pardon. Love, ’gainst \yhom 
1 olTteii have profaned, and mock’d tliylires , 

I’hy Ihiriies now punish me. J.(Ct mo collect 
'riiey uie both e\ielleiil erealures , there is 
A iiiiijesly 111 t’alalina's eye. 

And every [lart carries amlntioii 
Of (jueeii upon it , yil Herinlhia 
Ilalli .something more than all tliis praise , though 
she 

Command the world, this hath more power o’er me. 
Here 1 have lost my freedom : not the rpieen 
Oflove could thu.s have wounded popr Antonio — 
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I’ll speak to her. — 

Lady, I am a novice yet in love. 

Ber. It may be so. 

Ant. [flSicic.] — She jests at me. — Yet I 
should be proud 
To be your .servant, 

Ber I entertain no sen’nnts that are [iroud. 

Vel Divine Bennlhia! 

Ant. She check.s rny nideries.s that so openly 
I seem to court her. and iii pre.senee too 
Of some that have eiiffagcd themselves, perhap.s, 
To her already. [/Ijin/e 

Vila. Come, lot us in , my hoii.se spreads to 
receive you, 

Which yon may eall your oivn. I’ll lead the way. 

Cata Please }ou «alk, sir 

Ant. It will become me thus to wait on voii 

[Exeunt all but Mont, and I i ktiu o. 

Mont Docs not the fiKil ride u.s both * 

Vel. W hat fool? both whom ^ 

Mont 'I'liat fool — Iwith n'» , we aie but hor.se.s, 
and rnav ^^dlk one anotiuT, lor aught 1 see, before 
the door, when he i.s alinlil and entered 1 do not 
relish that .same novice, he were l>est not gull me 
Hark you, don Velasco, what shall we do? 

Vel Do '* w'hy ? 

Mont. This Antonio is a suitor to one o’ them. 

Vel 1 fear him not. 

Mont. I do not fear him, neither, I dare light 
with him, an he were tea Antonios ; but the ladies, 
don, the ladies. 

Vel. Benntliia, to whom 
I pay my love devotions, in my ear 
Seem’d not to welcome him ; your lad} did, 

Mont Ay, but fur all that, he hud most mind 
to your mistress; and 1 do not sec but if he pur- 
sue it, there is a |9os8ibiJily to scale the fiu I . ladies’ 
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minds may alter, by your favour. I have less 
cause to fear o’ the two ; if he love not Catalina, 
rny game is free, and I ma^ have a course in her 
park the more easily 

Vel. 'Tis true, lie proflFer’d ser\ icc to Berinlhia, 
And what is she thou to resist the vov\s 
Antonio, if he love, dure heap upon her 1 
He .s 'jracioiis with Iut father, and a friend, 

Dear us his lin.soni, to Sebastiaiio ; 

And, may bo, is directed by that brother 
I’o aim at her' or, if he make Iree choice, 
licrinthia’s lie nily will draw up his soul. [.4stcle. 

Mont. And yd, now 1 think on’t, he was very 
.saucy with my love, to .su|i|>ort her arm, winch she 
arccptcMl loo laiiiiliarlv An she should but love 
him, it were as bad for me, for tlious;!! lie care 
not (or hci . I am sure she \v ill never abide me after 
it By th esc hilts I iiiiist kill him , there’s no re- 
medy . I ciiiinol he'l[» it. ■> 

Vel. I’ll know my destiny ]_ExU. 

Mont And I my late But here he conics 

Rv-enter A.stomo 

Ant The >trunifcst resolution of a fathei 
I ever heaid. 1 was covetous 
To acipiainl him with inv wishes, pray’d his leave 
I mi^ht be .servant to Beriiitliia, 

But thus he brielly answered, — Until 
His ulilcsl dauiiliter were dispos’d m marriac^c 
Ills yountrest III List not love, and therefore wish'd me. 
Uni ess 1 could jihicc Catalina here. 

Leave oirsoliciliiiy . — yet 1 was welcome, 

But ted on iiotlnii^ hut l’(Tuilhia, 

Krom vvlutse (air eye.s love thiew n thousand flames 
Into Aiiloiiio's heart, her cheeks bewraying' 

As many amorous bliishiugs, wluch brake out 
Like n tbreed lightning fixiiri a troubled cloud. 
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Discovering a restraint, as if within 
She were at conflict, which her colour only 
Took hbertv to speak, but soon fell back, 

As it were clieck’d by silence. 

^ Mont. I’ll >tay no longer — Sir, a word with you. 
Are you desperate ? 

Ajit Desperate ? why, sir 

Mont. I ask an you be desperate 1 are you weary 
of your life ? an you be, say but the word , some- 
body can tell how to dispatch you without a phy- 
sician, at a minute’s warning 

Ant. You are the noble count de Montenegro. 
Mont. I care not a Spanish tig what you count 
me , I must call you to account, sir ; in lirief, the 
lady, dona Catalina, i.s riiy mistress , 1 do not 
mean to be batiled while this tool has any steel 
in’t, and 1 have some metal in myseli Uk). 

Ant. The dona Catalina! do you lo^e lier ? 

Re-enter Vilakezo, Skbastiano, Catalina, and 
Bkkinthia 

She is a lad\ in whom onlv Ines 
Nature's and art’s perfection, born to shame 
All former beauties, and to lie the wonder 
Of all succeeding, which shall lade and wither 
When she is but remember’d. 

Mont. [ can endure no more ' Diablo! he is 
mortally in love vvith Catalina 
I Vel. ’Tis so , he’s ta’en with C/’atal ilia's beauty. 

Mont Sir, I am a .servant of that lady, llieretore 
eat up your words, or you shall be sensible that I 
am count dc Montenegro, and she no dish for don 
Antonio. 

Ant. Sir, I will do yon right. 

Mont. Or I will right myself. 

Cata. He did direct tho.se praises unto me ; 

This doth confirm it [/laidf. 
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Ber He cannot so soon alter; 

I shall discover a passion ihrougli my eyes. [Asuie. 

Mont. Thou shcwest thyself a noble gentle- 
man, the count is now thy friend. 

Ant. Does it become me, sir, to prosecute 
Where such a noble count is interess’d? 

U|X)n my soul, I wish the lady yoiir's. — 

Here my suit falls, with tender of my service. — 

[^Aside. 

Would you were married, nay, in bed logetlier, 
M\ honourable count. 

Cuta. Y our face i.s cloudy, sir, as you suspected 
Your presence were not welcome , had you nought 
But title of a brother's friendship, 'twere 
Jinough to oblige us to you , but your worth 
In Cftlalina’s ejes, bids me proclaim you 
A double acceptation. 

Ant Oh. you are bounteous, lady. 

Mont Sir — 

Ant. Do not fear me. — 

I am not worthy your opinion \to Catahnii 

Jt shall be happiness for me to kiss 
Thi.s ivory liaiid 

Mont, [njiide ] — The whilst I kiss her lip, and 
be immortal. 

S('l) Antonio, iny father is a rock 
III that he lirst resolved ; * and I account it 
Pait of m\ own uiiha)ipincss. 1 hope 
You hold me nut suspected 

Ant. 1 were iinwortliv such a friend , his care 
Becomes liirn nobly Has not yonder count 
Some hope of Catalina f 

Seb. My father thinks that sister worthy of 
More than a bare nobility 

■* Seb Antonio, my fathei li n Tock 

In that he Jiitt rejotre-i,] i. e. hw resolution of not niar- 
rfiiig kU younger before tub ehlcbt daughter. 
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Ant. I’ll back to Elvas . noble sir, [to Vdarezo 
This entertainment is so much above 
Antonio’s merit, if 1 leave you not 
I shall be out of liope to — 

Vtla. Nay, tlicn, you mock me, sir , you must 
not leave me, 

Without discourtesy, so soon , we tritle lime , 

This nig:lil you are ray guest — My honour’d count, 
My don Veliiscu 

Mont Yes, inv lord, we’ll follow. 

Ant Ha' 

I am resolv’d , like bargeiiieii «lien they row, 

I’ll look unotlicr way than that 1 ijo. [Eieunl 


ACT II SCENE I 

The Same. A Room m Vilari-zo's llttuse 

Entei CataMna ««</ An'^ilva. 

Cata Ansiha, you obsirNc oitli curious eve 
All gentlemen llial come hither, what s your 0 [)iuion 
Of don Antonio * 

Ant My opinion, madam I want art 
To ludge of liim. 

Catu Then, without art, your pidgmcnt 
Ans. He is one of the most accomplish’d gen- 
tlemen 

Ansilva e’er beheld : pardon, madam. 

Cata. Nay, it doth not displease you’re not 
alone ; 

Hebath friends to second you. Aud\'i ho, dost think, 
Is cause he tarries here 

Ana. Your noble father will not let him go. 

Cata And canst thou sec no higher? then lliQU 
art dull 
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Ans. Madam, I guess at something more 
Vata. Whaf* 
jins Love. 

Cata. Of v\ horn '* 

Ans 1 know not that. 

Cota How' not that ^ Thou’dst bring thy 
former truth 

Into su>«|ucion. Why, ’tis more apparent, 

Than that he loves 

Ans II pidginjj eyes may guide him, 

I know \vliere lie should choose , but 1 have heard 
That love is blind. 

Cata. Ha! 

jlns. Virtue w'ould direct him, 

Madam, to >oii , 1 know obedience. 

1 shall repent if I offend. 

Cata Tliou’rt honest ; be y< t more free , hide 
not a thoiiiilit that may coucein it. 

Ans riieii, madam, I think he loves my lady 
Hcrinllna , I lln^e observed his cses roll that wav. 
even now I -pied liini t lose w ith hei in the arbour ; 
pardon me. madam. 

Cata Thou hast done me faithful ser\ ice , be 
\ct more M^ilanl I know thou speak’st all truth , 
I do suspect him [Exit Ansihti . 

M\ sKstei ' Ini' Haie she nmmlaiii contention 
Is this the diitv binds her to obey 
A father’s piecejits * 'tis dishonour to me. ^ 

Jie~cntcr Ansh.va. 

Ans. Madam, here’s a pretty handsome strip- 
ling iiev\' alight, eiKjuirc.s for dou Antonio. 

Cata l.,ct me see him , ’twill give me good oc- 
CBjiion to be my own observer.— 

Elite) Diego. 

Whom would you, sir ? 
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Die. I ana sent in quest of Antonio 
Caia. He speaks like a knight-errant ; he comes 
in quest 

Die. I have heard it a little virtue m some spa- 
niels to quest now and then, lady 
Cata But you are none 

Die My master cannot heat me from him, 
madam ; I am one of the oldest appuitenances be- 
longing to him, and jet I have little moss on mj' 
chm. 

Cata. The more to come — A ^^lllJ knave' 

Die. No more \Mt than n ill keep my head warm. 
I beseech \ou amiable Mrum, help in\ mastei 
Antonio to some inlelligence, tliat a ser\aiit of his 
waits to speak with him from Ins si.sler, madona 
Castabclla 

Cata It shall not need, sir , I’ll give him notice 
myself — 

Ansilva, entertain time uith him. \^Exit 

An$ A proniiMiiir voiing man [Aside. 

Die. Do you wait on this lady ^ 

Ans. Yes, sir. 

Die We are bolli ol a tribe then, though we 
differ in our sex I beseech you, ta\ me not of 
immodesty, or want of breeding, that 1 did not 
salute you upon the lir't view of your person this 
kiss shall be as good as pres.s-mum.y, to bind me 
to your service. [Kisses her 

Ans. You’revervv\ clconic, by myxirgiiiity [Exit 
Die Your virgiiiifv ! a good uord to saie an 
oath. For all she made me a curtesy, it was not 
good manners to leave me so soon You re verif 
welcome, by my virginity ; w'as she afraid ofbreok- 
mg'* it may be she is crack’d already. But here 
she is again. 
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Re-enter Ansilva. 

Ans May I l)e(r ^our name, sir? 

Die No l)cufiar, Nvveet, would you have it at 
length'^ tlieu my name i^s sign lur Ballazaro Clere 
Maiitiido. hut, for hrevity'-s sake, they call me 
Diego. 

Aii'i Then, signior Diego, once more you arc 
welcome 

Die Hcko toh munoa, senora; ami what my 
tongue IS nol able to o\|»res«., my heart’ shall, it 
seems Mill have hied long a \irgin 

Ans Not alioie se\eii or eight and tliiity years. 

Die lly’i laily, ft tried in gin' von liavc giieii 
llie VI 01 Id a large lesliuiony of your virginity, 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 

Tfio Same A Oanlen. 

Enter Anto.mo and Ri rintim v , Q\r \LiS,\ /fjHow- 
UHj at a distance. 

Bei 1 shmild lie ihns a disobedient daughter ; 

A father’s hesls are sacred. 

Am Rut 111 love 

Thc\ h ive no power It is but tyrannv, 

Plain n-iirpaliiiii, (o eniniiiaiid the niiiid 
Agaiiisl i(s own elei tion , I am loiii's, 

V’ow d \oiir s (1)1 ever , send me not away 
Ship)) I ('( k d i’ the liiirlKUir ; sayhntyoiican love me, 
And 1 will wait an age, nor wish to move 
But by conimisMoii fiorn you, to wlioni 
I render tlie possession ol iiii.self. — 

[Discovers Caialma. 

* heart j/w/t,] Old copy, '' liead 

1 
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Ha ’ we are betray’d , I must use cunning. ■ 

She hve.s in you , and, take’t not in worse sense, 
You are more gracious, in that yon are 
So like yoiir tlrltst sister, in whom lives 
The copy of .so mucli perfection, 

All other .seem to imitate. 

Cafa, Does he not praise me now '* 

[ Comes forward. 

Ant. But here she is. 

Madam, not finding vou i’ the garden, 

I met this lady. 

Cata. I came to tell you 
A servant of your’s attends with letters from 
Your sister, niadona Castabella. 


Enter Diego. 

Ant Diego, what news ^ 

Die Sir, ray lady remembers her lo\e , llic'-e 
letters inform you the stale of all things 

[Antmio xcalhs aside iiitfi the letteis 
Cata. What seriou.s conference had you, sister, 
with that gentleman ? 

Ber Would you had heard them, sister, they 
concern’d 

Your commendations 

Cata. Why should he not deliver them to 
myself? 

Ber. It may be, then. 

You would have thought he flatter’d. 

Cata. I like not this rebound , 

’Tis fairest to catch at fall 
Ber. Sister, I hope 
You have no suspicion I have courted 
His stay or language , on ray life, no accent 
Fell from me, your own car would not have heard 
With acceptatiou. 
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Cata. It may be so, and yet I dare acquit you,* 
In duty to a lather, you would wish me 
All due respect , I know it. 

^nt. Diego ! 

Die Sir. 

You observe the waiting creature in tlie 
black — 

Hark , — [ir/iM/jera /iim.] — you apprehend me '* 

Die With as much tenacity as a servant. 

Cafa I hope, sir, now we shall enjoy you longer. 
jinf. The gods would sooner 
Be sick vMth nectar, than Antonio 
Grow « eary of such fair society , 

But I am at home expected , a poor sister, 

My father’s care alive, and dying, was 
Ills legacy, (having outstaid my time,) 

Is tender of my absence 

Enter Vilarezo, Sebastiano, Montenegro, and 
Velasco. 

Cata My lord, Antonio means to take liis leave, 
Fila Althougli last night you n ere inclined to go, 
Let us prevail this luorning. 

Cata A ser\ant of Ins, he says, brought letters 
to hasten [his] departure 

Vila. M'hy, sirrah, will you rob us of your 
master ^ 

Die Not guilty, my lord. 

31ont, Sir, if you’ll needs go, we’ll bring you 
on your way. 

Ant. I humbly thank your honour ; I’ll not be 
so troublesome. 

® And yet I dare acquit you,] i e hithcito, up to this 
period It IS necessary to say this, because it has been pro- 
posed to insert not after “ dare " 

I 2 
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Mont. Would you were gone once ■ I do not 
mean to trouble myself so much, I warrant thee, 

[Aside 

Ant. I have now a charge upon me, I hope it may 
Excuse me, if I hasten my return. 

Vila 'Tis fair and reasonable. Well, sir, my son 
Shall w’ait on you o’ the way If any occasion 
Draw you to Avero, let’s hope you’ll see us ; 

You know your welcome 

Ant. My lord, the favours done me, would 
proclaim 

I were too much unworthy not to visit you. 

Oft as I see A^ero. — 

Madam, 1 part with some unhappiness, 

To lose your presence Give me leave I may 
Be absent your admirer, to whose memory 
I write myself a servant. 

Mont. Pox on your complement ' you weie not 
best write m her table-books [Aside 

Cata You do not know 

What power you have o’er me, that, but to please 

yoH, 

Can frame myself to take a leave so .soon. 

Vel. What think you of that, my lord ? 

Mont. Why, .she says she has power to take her 
leave so soon - no hurt i’ the world iii’t 1 hope 
she IS an innocent lady [to Bermthia 

Ant The shallow' rivers glide away with noise , 
The deep are silent Fare you well, lady 
Mont I told you he is a shallow fellow 
Vel. I know not what to think on’t. Bermthia! 
Ant. Gentlemen, happiness and success in your 
desires. 

Seb. I’ll see you a league or two 
Vila By any means. Nay, sir. 

Ant. Diego ! 

The. lord, I have a suit to you before 1 go. 
Vila. To me, Diego ! prithee, speak it 
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Die. That, while other gentlemen are happy to 
dhide their affections among the ladies, I may 
have your honour's leave to bear some good-will 
to this virgin Cupid hath thrown a dart at me, 
like a blind buzzard as he is, and theie’s no reco- 
very without a cooler ; if I be sent into these parts, 
I desire humbly I maybe bold to rub acquaintance 

with mistress Arisilva, 

Vi^a With all my heart, Diego 
Die. Madam, I hope you will not be an enemy 
to a poor (ly that is taken in the dame of the blind 
god. 

Cain You shall have my consent, sir 
Vila But what .says Ansilva'* — Hast thou a 
mind to a husband ? 

Alls 1 fear 1 am loo young , seven years hence 
Mere time enough for me 

Sel). She’s not full forty yet, sir. 

Die 1 hfuiour the aiilujuity of her maidenhead. 
— Thou mistress of my heart' 

Ant. Come, let’s away. — Diego' our horses. 
Vila e II bring you to the gate 
Mont. Yes, we'll bring him out of doors — 
W ould we were .shut of him ! [^Exeunt all but Ansilva, 
Ans Hey ho ' ii ho would have thought [ should 
have been m love w .th a stripling Have I seen 
so many maidenheads suffer before me, and must 
mine come to the»block at forty years old If this 
Diego have the grace to come on, I shall have no 
[xjvver to keep myself chaste any longer. How' 
many mauls nave been over-run with this love ! 
— but here^ my lady [Exit. 
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SCENE III. 

The Same. 

Enter Catalina and Velasco. 

Cata. Sir, you love my sister. 

Vel. With an ohethent licait 
Cata Where do you think don Antonio hath 
made choice to place his love'* 

Vel '"I'hcre where I wish it may grow older in 
desire, and he crowned with fruitful happiness 
Cata Hath your affection had no deeper root, 
That ’tis rent up already'? I had thought 
It would have stood a winter, but 1 see 
A summer storm hath kill’d it Fare you well. sir. 

[ Going 

Vel. IIow ’s this, a summer’s storm * 

Lady, by the honour of your birth. 

Put off these clouds , you ’maze me , take off 
The wonder you have put upon Velasco, 

And .solve these riddles. 

Cata You love Berinthia'* 

Vel With a devoted heart, else may I die 
Contemn’d of all mankind . not my own soul 
Is dearer to me 

Cata And yet you wish Antonio maybe crown’d 
With happiness in his love he loves Berinthia 
Vel How ’ 

Cata Beyond expression. To see how a good 
nature. 

Free from dishonour in itself, is backward 
To think another guilty, suffers itself 
Be poison’d with opinion ' Did your eyes 
Empty their beams so much in admiration 
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Of your Bermthia's beauty, you left none 
To observe your own abuses '* 

Vel Doth not Antonio dedicate Ins thoughts 
To your acceptance * 'tis im[)OSMble ■ 

I beard him praise jou to the heavens, above them , 
Make himself hoarse but to repeat your virtues, 

As he had been in ecstaev. Lo\e 1 lerinthia ! 

Hell IS not blacker than his soul, if he 
J^ove any sioodiicss but jouiself 

Catu. 'I'liat lesson be with impudence bath read 
To niv own car'. But shall 1 tell yon, sir 1 
e are both made but properties to raise 
Him to hi' partial ends , — fl.iltery is 
The stalkiii” lioi se of policy , — s.iw you not 
How many (lames he shot into her eyes , < - 

When they were jiartirio, (or o Inch she paid back 
Her subtile tears < he u run>r her by the hand, 
Seem'd with the greatness ot his passion 
To have been o’erboriie Oh cnnnmg treachery ! 
Worlliy onr pistice — 'ruie. he commended me ; 
But could vou see the fountain that sent forth 
So manv cozening streams, ^on w'onid sav Styx 
We re cr>siil to it And was’t not to the count, 
AVlioin he supposed was ni pursuit of me. 

Nay. w bom be knew did lo\e me, that be might 
hire him the more to consummate my marriage, 
That, 1 disposed of, he mi”ht liace access 
To Ills Ijcbn 'd Bcriiilhia, the end 
Of Ins desiie.s * I can conhnii it , he pray'd 
To be 'O happy, with iiiy lather's lea\e, 

To be her amorous sen ant, w hu li he nobly 
Denied, partly expie.ssing xoiii engagements , 

If you haie least .suspicion ol this truth 

But do you think she loves you ^ 

Vc/ I cannot challenge her , hut .she has let fall 
Somelhnig to make me hope. How tlimk you she’s 
Affected to Antonio * 

Cata. May be, 
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tiukevvarm as yet ; ^bujt as soon ^s she is caught, 
Inevitably his, withoul preveniion 
For m\ o^vn part, I I ate him in lioni lives 
A will to virono a gen lien. an , for he was 
Acquainted with \oiir Iom- , ’in as my respect 
To tender so your inpiry, I eoiild not 
Be silent iii it what \oii mi an to do 
I leave to voiir oi\ ii thoughts [Going. 

Vel. Oil, stay, sweit lady ’ lea^e me not to 
struggle 

Alone with this uiiiMrsal aflhction. 

You said even now / Bermlhia would be his 
Without prevention , oh, that antidote, 

That balsam to my wound I 
' Cata. Alas ! I pity you, and the more, because 
I see your troubles .so amaze youi )iidgment — 

I’ll tell you my opinion, sir, o' the sudden , — 

For him, he is not worth Velasco's auger , 

Only thus, you shall di.scovei to my lather 
She promis'd you her love ; be eonlident 
To say you did exchange faith to her , tins alone 
May chance assure her, and if not, I have it, — 
Steal her away: your love, 1 sec, is honourable. 

So much I sullci when desert i.s wounded, 

You shall Ime m>assi.>'taiice, — you apprehend me'* 
Vel 1 am dewoled voiir’s , command me ever. 
Catu Keep .Miiooth your face, and still maintain 
your worship 

With Btinitlna , tilings must be manag’d 
And striK K m the u.alunty, noble sir; I wish 
You only loitii ale in Bermtlna's love 

Vet VN Olds are too poor to thank you , I look 
on you 

As my safe guiding slar [Exit. 

Cata. But 1 shall })rovea w'andcringstar , 1 have 
,A course which 1 must liiiisli for myself 


7 FoMBaid even now,'] Old copy, *' You speak even now ” 
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Glide on, thou subtile mover, thou hast wrought* 
This instrument already for thy aim. — 

Sister, I’ll break a serpent’s egg betimes, 

And tear Antonio from thy very bosom. 

Love IS above all law of nature, blood , 

Not what men call, but what that bids, is good. 

[Exif 


SCENE IV. 

EUas — A Room iH the Castle 
Enter Cast.^bella and Vii.landras 

Vtl Be not so careful, coz , your brother’s well ; 
Be coiificlent, if he weic otherv^ ise 
You should ha\e notice Whom hath he to share 
Fortunes without you'* all his ills are made 
Less Nour bearing |)art , his good is doubled 
By \oiii c’Oiiimiinic.iting 

Cast Bs this reason 
All IS nol well, in that my ignorance 
What fate hath happen’d, bars me of the jxirtion 
Belongs to me [as i sister, Init my cate 
Is so mntli greater, m that Diego, whom 
I charg’d to put on \\ mgs il all were \vell. 

Is dull in Ins return 

Vil. His master haply hath commanded him 
To attend him homewards. — Tins is recompens'd 
Aready , look, they are come — 

Enter Antonio and Dieqo 
You’re w^elcorae, sir. 

* thou hast wrought 

This instrument, flic] Old cojiy, "thou hast ic. 
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Ant Oh, sister ! ere you let fall words of wel- 
come, 

Let me unlade a treasure in your ear 
Able to weigh dow'n man. 

Cast ^^'hat treasure, brother ? You amaze me 
Ant Never was man so blest , 

As heavens had studied to enrich me here. 

So am I fortunate. 

Vtl You make me covetous. 

Ant. I have a friend 

Vil You have a thousand, sir , i.s this your 
treasure 

Ant But I have one more worth than millions, 
And he doth only keep alive that name 
Of friendship in his breast Pardon, Yillandras, 
'Tis not to .strain your love, wJiora 1 liave tried, 

My w'orthiest cousin 

Cast But where is this same friend '' w hv came 
he not 

To Elvas with you? Sure, he cannot be 
Dear to you, tirother, to whom I am not indebted. 
At least foi you. 

Die. I have many deai fiiends, too , my tailor 
IS one to whom I am indebted. \^Asule. 

Ant His commission 

Stretch’d not so far ; a father’s lie was on him ; 

But J have his noble promise, ere it be long 
.^Wc .shall en]oy him. 

Cast Brother, I hope 
You know hoA^ w dlingly I can entertain 
Your bliss, and make it mine Pray speak the man 
To whom u e ow^e so much. 

Ant. It were not charity 
To starve you thus w itli shadows , 

Take him, and wilh him in thy bosom lock 
The mirror of fidelity — don Sebastian. 

Cast. I oft have heard you name him full of 
worth, 
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And upon that relation have laid up 
One dear to my remembrance 
.^nt But he must 

Be dearer, Castabella Hark you, sister, 

I have been bold, upon thy virtue, to 
Invite him to you , if your heart be free, 

Let it be empty ever, if he do not 
Fill it vvilli noblest lo\c , to make relation, 

What seal ’ he ffave of a [most] worthy nature, 

At our last partinij: (when, betxMXt a son 
^Vnd friend lie so dii ided his .affections, 

And outdid both) you Mould admire him ; were 
I able, 1 would budd a temple where 
We took our le.we, the ground itself was hallow’d 
So much with his own piety . Diego saw it. 

/)u‘ Yes, sir, I saw, and heard, and uonder’d. 
Ant Come, 1 will tell you all , to your chamber, 
sister — 

Diego onr plot must on, all time is lost 
Until we try the moving 

Die. If the plot please you, sir, let me alone to 
]day my part, I warrant you. 

Ant Come, C’a>labelU, and prepare to hear 
A story not of length, but worth your ear {^Exeunt. 


SCENE V 

Avero , — A Rooin in Vilarezo s House. 

Enter Vii.AREZO, Velasco, and Catalina 

Vila You have not dealt so honourably, sir. 

As did become you, to proceed so far 

Without my know ledge. Gne me leave to tell you. 

You are not welcome. 

Vel My lord, I am sorry 

9 n'hat seal he ^ai'e] Old copy leadb :eal. 
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If I have any way transgress’d ; I was not 
Respectless of your honour, nor my fame. 

Velasco shall be unhappy, if by him 
You shall derive a stain , my action’s fair , 

I have done nothing with Bennthia, 

To merit such a language , 'twas notripe 

For me to interrupt them farther,* when I knew not 

What grace I held with her. 

Vila Hell on her grace ' is this her duty? — Ha! 
I can forget my nature il she dare 
Make so soon forfeit of her piety , 

Oh, where is that same awlul dread of parents. 
Should live in childien it is her ambition 
To outrun her sister , but I’ll curb her impudence 
Cata [aside to Velasco ] — Retire yourself, this 
passion must haie way, 

This works as 1 would have it , fear nothing, sir ; 
Obscure [Velasco retires. 

Vila I’ll cloister her, and starve this spirit 
Makes her deceive my Iru'.t - Catalina, 

Upon thy duty, I command thee, take 
Her custody on thee, keep her from the eye 
Of all that come lo Avero, let her discourse 
With pietnres on the wall , I fear she hath 
Forgot to say her jiraycrs is she grown sensual'^ 
Cata But, my lord — 

Vel. Oh, keep thy accents for a better cause , 
She hath contemn’d us both , thou can^t not see 
What blemish she denies unto our name 
Yet these are sparks, she hath a fire wiilnn 
Will turn all into flames, — Where is Velasco? 
Cata Good sir, a much afflicted worthy gentle- 
man 

At your displeasure 

* To interrupt them farther,] Old copy reads, " To interrupt 
the father" Velasco seems to be apologizing to the old man 
for not breakmg off the conversation between Antomo and 
Bermthia 
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Vila. Thou art too full of pity , nay, thou’rt cruel 
To thy own fame ; he must not have access 
To prosecute. It was my doting sin, 

Of too much confidence in Berinlhia. 

Gave her such liberty On my blessing, punish it, 
'Tivill be a virtuous act. The snow, I thought, 
Was not more innocent, more cold, more chaste ; 
Why, my command bound her in ribs of ice, ^ 
But she’s dissolv’d , to thee I’ll leave her now, 

Be the maintainer of ihv father’s vow, [^Exit. 
Vel [comimj forward^ Why, I am undone now. 
Cata Nothing less , this condict 
Prepares your peace , I am her guardian. 

Love smiles upon you , I am not inconstant, 
Having more power to assist you . — but away, 

We must not be descried , expect, ere long. 

To hear what you desire 
Vel Mybli«s' lemcmber 
Cata Bermthia, you’re my pnsoner , at my 
leisure 

I’ll study on your fate , I cannot be 

Friend to myself, when I am kind to thee. [Exit 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Same A Gallery in Vilarezo’s House. 

Enter Sebastiano, Berinthia, and AnsilvAj 
\iir.Go meetiny them. 

Seb. Welcome, honest Diego , your master 
Antonio is in health, 1 hope. 

Z)ie. He commanded me remember his service 
to you, I have obtain’d his leave for a small ab- 
sence, to perfect a suit I lately commenced m this 
court. 

Seb. You follow it close, raethinks. — Bcnnthia, 
I see this cloud 

Vanish already ; be not dejected , soon 
I’ll know the depth on’t. Should the world forsake 
thee, 

Thou slialt not vvaiit a brother, dear Bcnnthia 

[Exit 

Die [aside to Ansilva ] — This is mj lady 
Bennthia , prithee, let me shew .some maimers — 
Madam, my master Antonio speaks his service to 
you in this paper ; — [secrellif yites lierinlhia a 
letter^ — Alas, madam, I was but half at home, 
and I ani returned to .see if I can reeoier the 
other piece of myself — So, was it not a reasonable 
complement [tn Ansilva 
Ber Antonio ! he’s constant, I jierceive [Exit 
Die. So, we are alone , sweet mistress Ansilva, 
I am bold to renew my suit, which, lest it should 
either fall, or depend too long, having past my 
declaration, J shall desire to come to a judgment 
My cau.se craves nothing but justice, that is, that 
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you would be mine , and now, since yourself is 
judge also, I beseech you be not partial in your 
own cause, but give sentence for the plaintiff, and I 
will discharge the fees of the court on this fashion. 

[Kisses her. 

Re-enter Berinthia, 

Her Here is a Iiaven yet to rest my soul. 

In midst of all unliappine>s, which I look on 
With the same comfort a distressed seaman 
Afar off views the coast he would enjoy, 

When yet the seas do toss his reeling Viark 
’Twi\t hope and daiigt'r — thou shaltbe conceal’d. 

[Mistaking as she put vp the letter, it falls to 
the ground 

Ans Mere’s my lady Beimthid • 

Die. AVhat care I for my lady Bennthiai an 
she thinks much, would she had one to stop her 
nioulh. 

Ans Bill I must observe her, upon her father’s 
displeasure , she is committed to my lady’s cus- 
tody, ho hath made me her keeper , she must be 
locked up 

Die lla ' locked up"* 

Ans Madam, it is now time you should retire to 
your own cliamlicr 

Her. ^ es, prithee do, Ansilva , m this gallery 
I breathe but too much air. — Oh, Diego, you’ll have 
An answer, I percei\c, ere you return. 

[Exeunt Berinthia and Ansilva, 

Die My journey were to no purpose else, 
madam. — 1 apprehend her; I'll wait an opportu- 
nity Alas, [joor lady ! is my sweetheart become 
a jailor, there’s hope of an office without money. 

Re-enter Ansilva hastily 

Ans Diego ! I spy my lady Catalina coming 
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this way , pray shrowd yourself behind this cloth ; 
I would be loth she should see us here together.— 
Quickly ! I hear her treading 

[Diego retires behind the hangings. 
Cata [iLithiii ] — Ansilva ' 

Ans Madam ! 

Cata. [icithin ]— Who’s with you ’ 

Ans. Nobody, madam 

Enter Catalin\ 

Cata Was not Diego with you, Antonio’s man ? 
Ans He went from me, madam, half an hour 
ago, to visit [Ins] friends i’ the city. 

Cata. He hath not seen Bennthia, I hope ’ 

Am Unless he can pierce stone walls, madam, 
I am sure. 

Cata. Direct don Velasco hither by the back 
stairs, I expect him 

Ans I shall, madam. ^ 

Cata Ha ' what’s tins ^ 

A letter to Bcrintliia! from whom'* 

Subscrib’d Antonio ' what dc\il brought this 
hither'? 

Furies, torment me not — [read#.] — JVhile I am 
Antonio, expect not I can he other than thy servant , 
all my thoughts are made sacred with thy remem- 
brance whose hope sustains my life — 

Oh! I drink poison from these latal accents — 

Be thy soul blacker than the ink that stains 
The cursed paper ! would each drop had fall’n 
From both your hearts, and every character 
Been tex’d w'lth blood ' I would have tired mine 
eyes 

To have read you both dead here. Upon ray life 
Diego hath been the cunning Mercury 
In this conveyance ; I suspect his love 
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Is but a property to advance this suit 
But I will cross them all. — 

Enter Velasco 

Velasco, you are seasonably arrived , 

I have a letter for you 
Vei For me 

Cata It does concern you 

[Gives him the letter, which he reads, 

Vel. lid' 

Cata. llow do you like it, sir ! 

Vel. As I should 

* A [Xiiiiard stickin^i: here Hoi\ came you by it? 
Cata I found it lien; by accident on the sjround , 
I am sure it did not 4>row there , I sn[)po'e Diego, 
the servant o( Antonio, who euloiiratily pretends 
atl'cction to iViisilva, brought it, he s the agent for 
him Now the design appears ; day is not more 
conspicuous than tins cunning 
IV/. I din resolv’d 
('ata Eoi what* 

Vel Antonio or I must change our air 
This IS beyond my patience sleep in this. 

And never wake to honoui Oh, my fates ! 
lie takes (lie freeliold of Hjy soul au ay , 

Bcrmthia and it are but one creature. 

I have been a lame fool all this while, 

S« allow’d my poison in a fruitless hope. 

But my revenge, as heavy as Jove’s wrath 
Wrajil III a thunderbolt, is falling on him 

Cata Now you appear all nobleness ; but collect, 
Draw up your passions to a narrow point 
Of vengeance, like a binning glass that flies 
Surest i’ the sinalle.st beam ; lie that would kill, 
Spends not his idle fury to make wounds, 

Far from the heart of him he fights withal. 

VOL r. K 
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Look where you most can danger , let liis head 
Bleed out his brains, or eves , aim at that part 
Is dearest to him tins oure put to hazard, 

The rest will bleed to death 
Vel. Apply this, madam 

Cato The time invites to aetioii , I'll be brief. — 
Strike linn tlioiou»h llerinthia 
Vel. Ha' 

Cafa Mist.ike me not , I am her sister, 

She IS his heart , make her your ow n ^ on have 
A double vielory , thus >on ma> kill him 
With most levengc, and give your own desires 
A most conhiin’d iiossession Fiirhtinof with him 
Can be no con(|uest to you , if you mean J ^ • 
To stiikc him (lead, pui>uc Bennthia, 

And kill him with the uoniids he made at you, 

It will ajipear but justiee all tins is 
Within your fathom, sir 

Vel ’Tis some divinity hangs on yoiii tongue. 
Cata. If you conseui, Beiiiithia shall not see 
More suns till you enjoy her. 

Vel How . dear madam ^ 

Cata Thus — you shall steal her away. 

Vel Oh, when'* 

Caiu Trovide 

Such Irustv fricMids, (but let it not be known, 

IJpon your tioiioiir, I assist you in t,) 

And .dicr uiidnight, when soft sh'e|) hath charm’d 
All sciKses, enter [at] the garden-gate, 

Whieh sliall be o|ieri for you , to know her chamber, 
A candle .shall direct you in the window 
An, Silva shall attend too, and priwide 
To give you entrance, thence lake lierinlbia, 

And soon convey her to what place you think ' 
Secure and most convenient, m saiall lime 
You m.iy procure your own condilioiis 
But, sir, you must engagt. yoiiiscll to use her 
With honourable res[)ects, she is my sister . 
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Did not I think you noble, for the world 
I would not run that hazard. 

VeL Let heaven forsake me then. Was ever 
mortal 

So bound to woman’s care ! my mother’s was 
Half paid her at my birth, but you have made me 
.An everlasting debtor 

Catn Select your friends , bethink yon of a place 
A ou may transpose lier 

Vel I am all wings \^Exit. 

Cata So ' 

When gentle physic will not serve, 

We mustap[)ly more active , but there is 
V et a receipt beliind , Velasco's shallow. 

And v^ill be planet-'-truck, to see Bcriiithia 
Die 111 Ins anils (is so , yet he hiuiscdl 
Shall cany the .siis|ncioii --ff art, 

Or hell can furnish me with such a poison, 

Sleep lli\ last suslei ' whilst thou liv’st I haie 
No (pilot 111 myself, niv rest[''] lh\ giave. [Exti. 

Die [coming ftom behind the ] — ■ Go 

thy ways’ anthedoMl wants a breedei thou art for 
him One spirit and herself are able to fiuuish 
hell ail It vveie unpro\ided, but 1 ,im glad 1 heard 
all, 1 shall lu\ e haiig^ ings the belter while I liie : 
I perceive soincT goiod may be done behind them. 
But I'll acipiaint my lady Bennthia , lieie's her 
chamber, I observe — Madam ’ madam Bennthia! 

[Jierintliia (ifypenis above. 

Ber Who’s there * 

Die. 'Tis I Uicgo , I am Dicuo 
Ber Honest Diego, what «ood news * 

Die A'ou’re undone, undone, lost, undone for 
ever , it is time now to be strions 
Ber Ha ' 

Die Where’s my master Antonio’s letter? 

Ber Here , where * ha ! alas ’ 1 fear I have 

lust It. 


K2 
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Die Alas ! you have undone yourself, — and 
your sister, my lady Catalina, hath found it, and is 
mad 'vith raife and envy against you . 1 overheard 
your destruction she hath shewed it to don 
Velasco, and hath plotted that he shall steal you 
away this night, the doors shall be left open , the 
houi allcT twebe 

J]t‘i You amaze me ; ’lis impossible. 

Die Do not cast away yourself by incridiility , 
upon ni\ life yoiiT fate is cast , nay more, v\orse 
than that '' 

Ber Worse 

Die You must be poisoned too — Oh, she’s a 
cuuniiifj deiil ' and she will carry it so, tli.it Ve- 
lasco shall be suspected for your death — What 
will \oii do"* 

Tier 1 am o\ercoinc vvith amazement 

Die Madam, remember with what iiohle loio 
my master Antonio does honour you, and now 
both saie vourself and make him happy 

Bet How ^ I am lost, man.* 

Die Fear not, I will onijage inv h(e for vour 
safety , seem not to have knowledge or suspicion , 
be careful what you receive, lest you be poisoned , 
leave the rest to me, 1 have a crotchet m my pate 
shall spoil their music, and pre\ent all d.ii.ger, I 
warrant vou l?y any means lie smooth and plea- 
sant . the devil s a knave, your sislei s a traitor, 
my master is your noble friend, I am your honest 
servant, and Velasco shall shake his ears like an 
animal 

Ber It is not to be hoped for 

Die. Then cut off my ears, slit inv nose, and 
make a devil of me . shall I about it ' say , ’tis 
done. 

' How ^ I am lost, man ] lu Llic olil copy “ how’’ con- 
cludes Diego’s speech 
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Ber Any thing ; thou art honest ; heaven be 
near 

Still to my innocence, I am full of fear. 

[Retires from the window. 
Die Spur, cut, and away then ' [Exit. 


SCENE II 

77(C Same Sliarkino’s Study, furnished with 
glasses, jjliialt, pictures of ucuc characters, wands, 
conjuriiiy habit, powders and paintings. 

Enter Sharkino and Scarabfo 

Shar Sciirabco ' 

Sea iSir. 

Sian is the door tongue-tied’ screw yourself 
half out .i( one of the crevices, and one me notice 
what patu III approaches me 

Sc<t 1 can run tliroiig-li the kcAliole, sii [Exit 
Sh (II rill' hiciis bears 

A lively liiictuie; oh, tlie check must blu.sh 
Thai ^\LMrs It! ' they are deceiv’d that say 
Art i> the ape of nature 

’ Shnr T/ii» fucus boars 

A intlv liTKture, o/i, Ihc theek must blush 
'Jhul It furs it ] I he frequent mention offucuses. cenissea, 
and Ollier tO'iiutns by oui old draiual ist', slic«s how much 
they nor ii'iil in their times, tliat they were often coniposeti 
of the mint il uiirerou' and delctci lous uij^rcdients is sulHciently 
prored tiy the iiiimerous recijies foi their coiii]K>tiition to be 
found in till iiidnuaLt cxmipiled for the inat’urtioii of the 
housewiti I- and ladies of fashion of tlio'C days : the following^ 
eitiact aHiiid!: a tolerable speiinicn " Anulhtr mineral fucus 
"for the Jace Incorporate with .i uuodui jiciitlr, and in a 
“ wooden mortar, with great laboui, foiii ounces of sublimate, 

" and one ounce of m/iic mercuru, at the Icai-t h]\ oi eight houres 
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Sea. [wi/Ain.] — Sir ! 

Shar. Whois’t'* 

Sea. [within ] — My lady’s apron-strings, mis- 
tress Ansilva, her chambermaid 

Shar. Admit her 

Enter Ansili a 

Ans How now, raw-head and bloody bones , 
where's the doctor Sharkino 'I Oh, here he is. 

Shar How does your virtuous lady? 

Ans. In good health, sir. — 

Where’s Llie fucus, and the pow'der ? 

Shar All is prepared here 

Ans To see what you can do ! many make legs, 
and you make faces, sir 

Shai Variety of faces is now in fashion, and all 
little enough for some to set a good face on't Oh, 
ladies may now and then commit a sliii. and have 
some colour for’t , but these are but the outsides of 
oui art, the things we can presciibe to be taken 
inwardly aie jnetty curiosities , we can prolong 
life. 

Ans And kill too, can you not? 

Shar Oh, any that will go to the price 

Ans \ou have poisons, 1 warrant you , how do 
they look ^ pray let’s see one. 

Shai . Oh, natural and artificial, Nessa’s’ blood 

“(you cannot bestow too much laboui heiein) then, Hitli 
“ often change of cold water, by ablution in a glass, tike away 
" the salts from the sublimate . change your watei twice c\ery 
“ day at the least, and in seven or eight days (tlic more the 
" better) it will be dulcified, and then it is prep.iicd , lay it on 
" with the oile of white poppy,” Delights for Ladies to adorne 
their Persons, Tables, Sic flic by H Platt 162 b T 

^ Nessa’a blood, flic] It would be easy to coiretf this, but 
the poet probably designed lo point out the ignoiance of Ins 
quack, who bliindeis through the whole of his speech Clau- 
dius was poisoned by a mushroom, and Hannibal earned lus 
“ raedicuie” in a ring 
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was milk to them An exlraction of toads and 
Vipers , look, liere’s a parcel of Cl.iudius Caisar’s 
posset, ffivcn liiiii by Ins "'ife Agrippina , here is 
some ol llaiinibar.s medicine he carried abv,iys m 
the pommel of his sword for a dead lift , a very 
active poison, which passing the orih'ce, kindles 
straight a fire, inflames the blood, and makes the 
marrow l'r\ — IIa\e you occasion to apply one? 

yJm III troth, r'c are tronbUd wiLh a rat in my 
lady s ( hambcr. 

S/iar A vat ! give him his bane —Would you 
destrov a city * I have of Italian sallads,* 

and oiir own country figs shall do it rarely. — A 
rat! 1 laMe seaice a poison so base , the worst is 
able to kill a man I have all sorts, from a minute 
to se\eii Years in operation, and lea\e no marks 
behind them A rat’s a rat 

IVay let me sec a removi r at tweh e hours , 
I would he loth to kill the poor thing presently. 

Shat Here , aou may cu't it awa\ upon't , but 
lis a dispaiagernent to the poison. 

Atis rills will content miu ' | f/ties htiii tuoney 
Shut Because it is lot a ral \oii shall pay no 
moie — ^c'lMce to my lad\, — [Eit( — 

My poisons howsoiwei 1 give them vanety cf 
opeialions aie all but one Honest lat’s-bane in 
several shapes, their virtue is toinnion, .ind will 
not be long III killing , yon were best look it be i 
rat — \kiiin'l{iiHi udhin J — .>carabeo * 

Sea \tiiilnii] — Sii, here’s a galbiiit einjuires 
foi iloelor ^^llaIklno 

Shin I slier him in , it is some don 

* Italian t^allads, and ourouri country fitjs, tve ] i (' the poi- 
soned tig of Poitugal, or rather of Spain Shiilcy alludes to it 
in another place. The sallada were diessed with poisonous 
oils 
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Re-enter Scarabeo tcilh Montenegro. 

Mont. Is jour name signior Sharkino, the 
famous doctor ** 

Shar They call me Sharkino. 

Mont. Do Nou not know me'* 

Shar. Youi uracious pardon 
Mont I am count de Monlenejjro. 

Shar Yotir lioiiom’s sublimity dotli illustrate this 
habitation is there any thm^ wherein Sharkino 
may express Ins humble service*? if au^ht within 
the circumference of a medicinal nr matlicmatical 
science, mav have acceptance with youi celsilude, 
it shall ilevolve itself. 

Mont Devolve itself! that word is not m my 
table-books — What are all iheNC trinkets'* 

Shar. Take heed, I beseech voiir liomnir , they 
are dangerous — This is the devil's girdle 

Mont A pox o’ the devil ' what have I to do with 
him 

Shar. It is a dreadlul circle of coiijuration, for- 
tified with sacied characters against the power ol 
infernal spirits, within wdiose roiiiid 1 can tread 
safely, when hell burns round about me 
Mont Not unlikely 
Shar. Will you see the devil, sir * 

Mont Ha' the devil not at tins time, I am m 
some haste; any thing but the devil 1 durst fight 
withal — Hark you, doctor, letting these things 
pass, hearing of your skill, I am come in mv own 
person for a fragment of your art : hark you, have 
you any receipts to procure love, sir* 

Shar. All the degrees of it, this is ordinary 

[ShetciiHj a phial 
Mont. Nay, I would not have it too strong . the 
lady I intend it for is pretty well taken already , an 
easy working thing does it. 
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Shar Here’s a powder, whose ingredients were 
fetched from Aratiia the Happy , a sublimation of 
the phoeniv’ ashes, when she last burned herself, it 
bears the colour of cinnamon , two or three scru- 
ples put into a cup of wine, fetches up her heart; 
she can sc.uce keep it m, for running out of her 
mouth to you, mv noble lord 

Mont 'I'liat, let me have that, doctor I know 
’tis dear , uill that gold buy it? [friies hvn money 

Shar \ our honour is bountiful Tiiere needs 
no circonistiincc ; minister it by whom you pl ease, 
your mtenlion hinds it to operation. 

Mont So, so, Catalina, 1 will put your morn- 
ing's diaughl in niy pocket — [knocking tcdhin^ — 
Doc I or, 1 \Miuld not be seen 

Shar Please \ciu, niy lord obscure \ ourself 
behind these haiigiiigs then, till they be gone, I'll 
dis|)atch them the sooner , oi, i( your honour think 
lit, tis but clouding your person with a simple 
cloak ol nunc, and you may at pleasuie pass with- 
out discovery , my anatomy shall wait on you 

yMonteneyro and Scatabeo retire 

Eiitei three Sen iiiginen 

1 Serv. Prithee come back yet 

2 Serv Oil, b\ any means, go, James. 

1 Serv Dost llioii ibiuk it jxissible that any man 
can tell u here thy lliiiigs are, but he that stoic 
them * he’s but a juggling impostor, o’ my consci- 
ence ; come back again 

2 Seiv Nay, now we are at furthest, be not 
ruled by liim 1 know he is a cuiiiiiiig man , he 
told me my fortune once, vvheii I was to go a jour- 

by water, that if I scaped drowning 1 should 
do w ell enough, and I have lived ever since. 

3 Serv. Well, I’ll try, 1 am resolved ' stay, here 
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he IS, Pedro, you are acquainted with him, break 
the ice ; he is alone 

2 Serv. Bless yon, master doctor ! sir, presum- 
ing on your art, here is a fellow of mine, indeed 
the butler, for want of a belter, li.is lost a dozen of 
diaper spoons, and half a dozen ol' silver napkins, 
yesterday , they weic seen by all thiee of ns in the 
morning between si\ and seven, set up, and what 
spirit of the buttery hath stolen them befoie eight, 
is invisible to our undcrstandinii 

3 Setv. He hath delivered von the case light’ I 

beseech you, su, do what von can lor a seivant, 
that is like to be in a laineiilable t.ise else Heie's 
a gratuity | f hie, hini money 

1 Sen No\\ , we shall see what the devil can 
do . — [Scarubeo ( (ime<< ft oin helnnd ihe Innit/intjfi ] — 
Hey' here’s one of his ,>.pnits, I think 

Shar Between seven and eight Ihe hour, the 
first Luna, the second Satnin, the thud .hipiter, 
the fourth IMars, the fifth Sol, the sivth Venus, the 
seventh Mercury —Ha' iJicn it was stolen , Mer- 
cury IS a thief ; your goods are stolen 

Q Sen Was Mercury the thief * prav where 
dwells he* 

Shar Mercniy is above the moon, man 

3 Serv Alas, sir, 'tis a great way thither* 

1 Serv Did not 1 tell you you would be gull’d * 

Shar Well, you’re a servant. I'll do something 
for yon , what will you say, il 1 shew you the man 
that stole your spoons and napkins presently? will 
that satisfy you ”* 

3 Serv I’ll desire no more. — Oh, good master 
doctor ' 

1 Serv If he does that, I’ll believe he ha.s 
cunning 

Shar. Go to, here’s a glass, 

2 Serv. Lo you there, now. 
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Shar Stand, your backs north, and stir not till I 
bid you. — What see you there** 

3 Serv Here’s nothing. 

Shar. I.(Ook again, and mark , stand yet more 
north. 

3 Serv. Now I see somebody 
1 Serv And I 

{^Monleneyro comes from behind the hangings, 
muffled in a cloak, and steals off the stage 
Shar IVlark this fellow muffled in the cloak ; he 
hath stolen vour spoons and napkins , does he not 
skulk ** 

1 Serv. ’Foot, ’lis strange * he looks like a thief 
Tlii.s doctor, I see, is cnnnins' 

3 Serv. Oh, rogue ! how shall us come by him* 
Oh, for an officer ' 

Shai Yet sin not 

3 Serv Oh, he’s gone , « here is he* 

Shai Be not too rash , my art tells me there is 
daugei 111 it , you must be blindfold all , if you ob- 
serve me not, all is to no purpose, you must not 
see till yon be forth o’ doors Shut your eyes, and 
lead one aiiothei , when you are abroad, open them, 
and you sli.ill sec again 
3 Seri The thief* 

Sh at The same , then use your pleasures ; so , 
be sure you see not — Conduct them, Scarabeo. 

[^Exeunt Scarabeo and the Servingmen. 

Enter a 31aid with an urinal. 

Maid Oh, master doctor, I haNcgot this oppor- 
tunity to come to yon, but 1 cannot stay , here’s 
my water. Pray, sweet master doctor, tell me , I 

am ill great fear that I have lost 

Shar. What* 

Maid. My maidenhead^ sir , you can tell by my 
water. 
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Shar. Dost not thou know ? 

Maid Oh, I do somewhat doubt myself; for 
this morning', when I rose, 1 found a pair of 
breeches on ray bed, and 1 have had a great suspi- 
cion ever since , it is an cmI sign, they say, and 
one does riol know what may be in those breeches 
sometimes Sweet master doctor, am 1 a maid 
still or no * I would be sorry to lose my maiden- 
head ere I were aware. I fear J shall never be 
honest after it. 

Shar Let me see , utina ateictrix , the colour 
IS a slrimipel, but the contents deccne nut, — your 
maidenhead is jroiie 

Maid And is tin re no hope to find it again * 

Shar ^'uu aie not c\eiy bod\ by my ait, as m 
other things that have been stolen, he lliat hath 
stolen your maidenhead shall bring it anaiii 

Maid. Thank \ou, sweet mastei doctor . 1 am 
in your debt (or (his good news , oh, sweet news, 
sweet mask r doctor ' \_Exi( 

Re-enter iMoNrENtoito, bcahmj hefi/re him the three 
SeiMiigmeii , J'oHuued hy Scaii.uiko. 

1 Serv Cry your honour mtiey ' Liood, niylord ’ 

[ Ihey run m. 

Mont Out, >011 vlaACs! — Oh my toes ! 

Sh ur. What ails your lordsiiip? 

Mont. Doctor, I am oulot breath, wheie be these 
worms crept* 1 was never so abused since 1 was 
swaddled haik you, those three roi>ues that weie 
here even now, bctraii to lay hold of me, and told 
me I must give them their spoons and napkins , 
they made a thief of me ; but 1 think I have made 
their flesh jelly with kicks and ba.sLiiiados , oh, I 
have no mercy when I .set ou t ; 1 have made them 
all poor Johns.' Impudent varlets ! talk to me of 
spoons and napkins I 

^ I hart made them alL jioor Johns.] Panr John was haik, 
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Shar Alas ' one of them was mad, and brought 
for me to cure him 

Munt Nav, they were all mad , but I think I 
have madded them , I fear I have kicked two or 
three out of their lives, alas, poor wretches, I am 
sorry for it now , hut 1 Jiave such an humour of 
beating and kicking when mv foot’s in once! Hark 
you, doctor is iL not within the compass of your 
physic to take down a man’s coiiraije a thought 
lower ' tlie (rutli is, I am apt of mv^elf to quarrel 
upon the IcM't affront i' the vvorlil • I cannot be 
kepi III, chains will not hold me- t’ other day, for 
a le-'S nialtcT than this, i kicked half a dozen of 
High Germans, from one end of the street to the 
other, (or liiit offering to shrink betw-een me and 
the wall , not a day goes o’er mv head but I hurt 
somehudy mortally. — Pox on these rogues ! I am 
SOI ry at my heart I have hurt them so , but I cannot 
forbear. 

Shar. d'his is strange. 

Alont 1 low ! I can scarce forbear striking 
you now, for saving il is strange , \oii would not 
think it . oh, the wounds I have ijivcn for a very 
look ' Well, hark you, if it be not too late, I would 
be taken down, but I fear I is imios.silile, and then 
everv one goes m danoer ofhis life by me 

Shai Take down >oiir spirit' look you, do you 
see till-' inch and a half * — \poi'itin(j to Siatabeo^ 
— how tall a man do \oii think he ivas i He was 
twelve cubits high, and ihiee yards compass at the 
waist when I took him m hand first , 1 11 nravv him 
throiiiili a ling eie 1 h.ivi done >MLh him. I keep 
him now to bieak my poi'On>, to eat spiders and 
toads, which i>« the only di-.!! his heart vMshes for; 
a capon destioys him, and the very .-ight of beef or 


when salted and dned It was always beaten, before.it was 
cooked, -and to tins the text alludes. 
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mutton makes him sick. Look, you shall see him 
eat his supper — Come on your ways, what say you 
to this spider? — Look how he leaps. 

Sea. Oh, dainty ' 

Sh ar. Here, saw you that’ — How many legs 
now for the haunch of a toad ’ 

Sea Twenty, and thank you, sir — Oh, sweet 
toad ' oh, admirable toad ! 

Mont This is very strange , I ne’er saw the like 
I never knew spiders and toads were such good 
meats before — \V ill he not burst now ’ 

Shai . It shall ne'er swell him, by to-morrow 
he shall be an inch abated ; and I can with an- 
other experiment plump him and heighten him at 
my pleasure I 11 warrant I’ll take you down, my 
lord 

Mont Nay, but do you hear? do I look like a 
spidei-calchei , or toad-eater’ 

Shai Far be it Iroin Shaikino, 1 haye gentle 
pellets for ^our loKLliip, shall melt in ^oui mouth, 
and take oil yoiii valour ui'.ensibly , lozenges that 
shall eniiifoil your stomach, and but at a week 
resliaiii your fiiiy t\M) or three tlioiiglils Does 
your honour think 1 nould forget iny^cll ' 1 shew 

you by tins lat vy hat I can do liy ait. your lord- 
ship shall ha\L an easy lomposilion , no hnil i' the 
vyorld ni it , heie, take but hall’ a dozen of these 
going to bed, eie moining it shall work gently, and 
in the \ntiiL appear e\eiy day allervvaid. 

Mont But, it 1 lind niyself breaking out into 
fury, 1 iiMy Lake them olUn, lierc’s lor yoiir pellets 
of lozenges — \\ hat laie physic is tins ’ I’ll put it 
in practice presently — Farewell, docloi 

Shar Hapjniies.s uail on your egiegioiis lord- 
ship ' iijy physic shall make your body soluble, but 
for woiking on yoin spirit, believe it when you find 
it With any lies we iniisL set forth our simples 
and compositions, to utter them So, this is a good 
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day’s work. — Lean chaps, lay up, and because you 
have performed handsomely, tliere is some silver 
for you ; lay up my properties ; 

’Tis night already , tlius we knaves will thrive, 
When honest {ilainness knows not liow to liv^e. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE III. 

The Same A Room in Vilarezo’.s House 

Enter C vtai.in v aud Ansilva 

Cata. Art sure she has ta’en it ^ 

Ans As sure as I am alive , slie never ate with 
such an appetite, lor 1 found none left , I would be 
loth to have it so sure in my tielly ; it will work 
rarely twelve lioiirs hence 

Cata Tims we woik sure tlien , tunc luns upon 
the apjioiiited hour \ elaseo .should nd me of all my 
fears .it onte Upon thy life 1 )l tMiefiil to diiect 
him at Ills (irst approach , I am si( k till she be de- 
liveTd He secret as the night , 111 to my cham- 
ber , be very caielnl Exeunt^ 

^ T Ik thiul Act srhouKl cuili'il here thus, somewhat 

niDic tiiiK would be allowed lor the louinc) ot Diego to Elvas 
mil the 1 etui a with hia iiiaslei, to Atelo 
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SCENE IV. 

The Same. A Garden behind Vilarezo’s House. 

Enter Antomo, Vh.landras, a)id Diego, vizarded 
and armed 

Ant Art sure tliou hast the lime right 

Hie Doubt not, yonder’s her chamber, the 
light speaks it — Softly 

Enter Ansilva. 

Ans Who’s there 1 Velasco? 

Ant Av 

Ans. That M ay , make no noi'-e , things are 
prepared , sofllv — [Antonio (jives her money, then 
exit tilth Viilantlnts and IJieyo ] — So, so. thi.s is 
good I hope, and weight loo Vl\ l.idv Beniithia 
will be sine enough anon , I sliall ne’er get more 
higher, I had iiiuch ado lo jiLTMiade hci to the 
spice, but I swore it vvii.s a cordial w\ lady used 
herself, and, poor fool, she has swallowed it sure. 

[Exit. 

SCENE V. 


The Same 

Enter AsTomo u-ith Eerinthia, VillaSdhas, and 

Diego 

Ant Madam, fear not, I am your friend. 

Ber. Who are you? 

Vil Stop her mouth ; away ! [Exeunt. 



Sc. VI.] THE MAID’S REVENGE. 


151 


SCENE VI. 

Another Part of the Same. 

Enter Ansilva. 

Ans So, so, they are <]ronc. Alas, poor Ve- 
la.sco! I pify thee, but we creatures of politic 
ladies must hold the .same bia.s with our mistresses, 
and it is some policy to make them res|)ect us the 
belter, for fear our teeth be not strong^ enough to 
keep in our tongues — Now must 1 study out some 
tale by morning, to salute my old lord uilhal 

Entei Velasco, with tiro Fi lends armed 
1e! Ansilva! 

Ans Somebody calls me — Who is It ^ 

Vel. It IS I, Velasco 

Ans What comes he back fori 1 hope the poi- 
son doe.s not n ork already — [aside ] — Where 
ha\e YOU di>po-ed her^ 
l ei D isiiosed whom 
Ans My l.idy Beriulhia 

Eel Let me alone to dispose her" prithee, 
where’s llie light? Shew us the way 
Ansi What way * 

I'd. The way to her chamber. Come, I know 
what 

You are sick of ; here — \^ives her money.] — Each 
minute is au age 

O 

Till I possess Berinthia. 

Ans. This is pretty ; I hope my lady is well. 

VOL. 1 L 
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Vel. Mrell? 

Ans. My lady Berinthia, sir. 

Vel. Do you mock me? 

Ans I mock you * 

Vel I shall grow angry ; lead me to Berinthia’s 
chamber, or — 

Ans Why, sir, were not you here even now, 
and hurried her away? I ha^e your gold. Well 
fare all good tokens ! I have perform’d my duty 
already, sir, and you had my lady. 

Vel 1 am abus'd , you are a cunning devil. I 
here, and had Berinthia! Tell me, or with this 
pistol 1 will soon reward thy treachery, where's 
Berinthia ? 

Ans Ob, I beseech you do not fright me so; if 
you were not here even now, here was another, 
that called himself Velasco, to whom I gaveaccess, 
and he has carried her away [Exit 

Vel Am I awake ** or do 1 dream this horror ^ 
Where am 1? who does know me'* are you 
friends 

Of don Velasco? 

1 Friend Do you doubt us, sir** 

Vet. I doubt myself. Who am 1 ? 

2 Frund. Our noble friend, Velasco 

Vel. ’Tisso- lam Velasco All the Furies 
Circle me round ! oh, teach me to be mad , 

A. am abus’d, insufferably tormented ; 

My very soul is whipp’d : it had been safer 
Fur Catalina to have play'd with serpents 

Enter Catalina and Ansilva. 

Cata. Thou talkest of wonders, where is Velasco'* 

Ans. He was here even now. 

Vel Who named Velasco ? 
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Cala. ’Twas 1, Catalina, here. 

Vet Could vou pick none out of the stock of man 
To mock but me, po basely? 

h Cota. Vcl iisco, be yourself ; resume your virtue ; 
My thou^lits are clear from your abuse ; it is 
No time to rent our passions, fruitless rages ; 

Some liath aluis'd us both, but a revenge 
As swift as li^htiiitig shall pursue their flight: 

Oh, I could sear my brains' As you respect 
Your lioiiour’s safety, or Beriiithia's love, 

Haste to your lodging, which being near our house, 
You shall be sent for , seem to be rais’d up ; 

Let Us alone to make a noise atTionae, 

Fearful as tlu jiicier , try the event, this cannot 
Do anV^iurt — \ on, Aiisilva, shall 
With clamours wake the household cunningly, 
While I prepare mvself 
Vet. I will suspend awhile. 

[^Exeunt all but Ansilva. 
Arts Help! help' thieves' Milams' murder' 
my lady ! 

Help! oh, iny lord! my lady! murder' thieves! 
help ! 


Enter SebastiaN'o ih his shirt, with a taper. 

Seb What fearful cry is this ? w-here are you * 
Ans Here , oh, I am almost kill’d 
Seb Ansiha' where art hurt? 

Ans. All over, sir , my lady Bennthia is carried 
away by ruffians, tliat broke into her chamber. 
Alas ! she is gone. 

Seb. Whither'* which way? 


L2 
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Enter Vilarezo, Catalina, and Servant. 

My sister Bermthia is violently taken out of her 
cbamber, and here is Ansilvahurt , see, look about. 
Bermthia • sister • — 

Cata Hovv, Bermthia gone’ Call up the 
servants — 

Ansilva, how was’t '* 

Ayis Alas, madam ! I have not roy senses about 
me, 1 am so frightened ; vizards, and swords, and 
pistols, — but my lady Bermthia was quickly seized 
upon ; she’s gone 

Vila What villaius durst attempt it ’ 

Enter Montenegro, tnih a torch 

1 fear Velasco guilty of this rape. 

Cata Run one to his lodging presently, it will 
appear. I know he loved her. — Oh, my lord, 
my sister Bermthia’s lost. 

Mont. How ’ ’Sfoot, ray physic begins to work , 
I’ll come to you presently. [Exit 

j-Cala. Where's Diego’ he is missing . run one 
to his chamber. — [Exit Servant [ — Here’s Velasco 

Enter Velasco 

Seb It IS apparent, sir, Velasco’s noble. 

Cata Berinthia’s stolen away. 

Vel. Ha' 

Seb. Her chamber broken ope, and she ta'en 
hence this night. 

Vel. Confusion stay the thief! 
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Re-enter Montenegro. 

Mont So, so : as you were saying, Bermthia 
was stolen away by somebody, and — 

Re-enter Servant, 

Serv. Diego is not in his chamber 
Cata Did.st break ope the door '? 

Serv. I did, and found all empty, 

Mont How, Diego gone ** that's strange — Oh, 
it works again , I'll come to you presently [£ji/. 

Cata 1 do su.‘'|)cct this some plot of Antonio , ^ 
Diego, a subtile villain, 

Confirms Inmself an instrument by this absence , — 
What thiiikesl thou, Ansilvat 
Ans. JiideedI heard soraeofthem name Antonio. 
Vila Seb Cata lla' 

Vila "I'ls true, upon my soul Oh, false Antonio* 
Cata Uii\Mirlh> geiilh maii! 

Vel Let no one have the honour to re\enge. 

But I, the wrong’d Velasco, let me beg it, sir. 

Vi/a. Antonio ! — Boy, up liefore the day J 
Upon my blessing I command thee post 
To Elvds castle , suimnon that laUe man 

Re-enter Montenegro 

To quit his shameful action , bid him return 
Thy sister back, whose honour will be lost 
For ever in’t If lie shall dare deny her, 

Double toy fatlieVs spirit, call Inin to 
A strict aceoiiiit, and « lUi thv sword enforce him. 
Oh, 1 could leap out of my age, methinks, 

And combat him myself be thine the glory. — 
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This stain will ne’er wash off, I feel it settle 
On all our blood. Away! my curse pursue 
This disobedience. [EiTU. 

Vel I had an interest in Bennthia, 

Why have not I comnusvion * I have a sword 
Thirsteth to be acquainted ith hi.s veins : 

It is too mean a satisfaction 
To have her render’d ; on his heart I’d write 
A most just vengeance 
Seb. Sir, she is my .sifter , 

I have a sword dares tent a wound as far 
As any , spare your valour 

Gala. I have a trick to be rid of this fool. 
/ [aside.] — My lord, [to MotU, 

Do you accompany my brother , you, 

Iknow, are ^allant, 

Mont, Any whither ; I’ll make me ready pre- 
sently. [E.nf. 

Seb My most unhappy sister! [Ejif. 

Cata. Oil, I could surleit 1 am confident 
Antonio hath her ; ’tis revenge beyond 
My expectation, to close up the eyes 
Of his Bennthia, dyin^ in his arms, 

Poison’d maturely Mischief, 1 shall prove 

Thy constant fnend , let weakness virtue love 

[E-reunt Cast, and Ansdva. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Elvas — A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Antonio, Bfrinthia, Castabella, Villan- 
DRAS, Sforza, antf Diego 

Ant The welcomest guest that ever Elvas had. 
Sister, Villandras, you’re not sensible 
What treasure you fxjssess , I have no loves 
1 would not here divide. 

Cast Indeed, madam, you’re as welcome here, 
As e’er m>^ mother was 

Vel And you are here as safe, 

As if you had an army for your guard 

Sfor Sn/e, (nmtes. guard! — Berinthia, you’re a 
lady, but 1 mean not to court you. — Guard, quotha ’ 
here is a'l'oledo, and an old arm, tough bones and 
smew's, able to cut off as stout a head as wags 
upon a shoulder thou art Antonio's guest, w^elcomc, 
by the old honec of his father, thou hast a wall of 
brass about thee, my young daffodil 

Vtl Nor think my noble cousin meaneth you 
Any dishonour here. 

Ant Dislionour ’ it is a language I never un- 

D O 

derstood, yet. 

Throw off your fears, Berinthia, 

You’re i’ the power of him that dares not think 
The least dishonour to you 

^or. True, by this buff jei kin, that hath looked 
in the face of an army ; and he lies like a Terma- 
gant,' denies it. Antonio is lord of the castle, but 

‘ he lies like a Termagant,] Termagant was a Saracen ginl, 
antj (if our old Jtomances may be trusted) as great a liar and 
boaster, as hia ** cousin Mahound." 
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I'll cominand fire to the guns, upon any renegade 
that confronts us. — Set thy heart atre'st, my gillo- 
flower ; we are all friemls, I uarranl thee, and 
he's a Turk lhat does nol honour thee from the hair 
of thy head, to thy pettitoes 
Ant. Come, be not sad 

Cast. Put on fresh blood , you’re not cheerful ; 
how do 3 'ou * 

Ber I know not how, nor what to answer you ; 
Your loves 1 cannot be iinffraLefiil to. 

You're my best friends, 1 think , but vet I know not 
W’lth what consent jou bi ought my body hither. 

Ant Can you be ii'iiorarit what plot was laid 
To take yoiir lair life from you t 

Ber If all be not a dream, 1 do remember 
Your servant Diego told me wonders, and 
I owe you for my preservation , but — 

Sfor Shoot not at buls : Cupid's an archer , 
here’s a fair mark • a fool’s bolt’s soon shot — My 
name’s Sforza still, my doiible-d.iis^ 

Cast It is ynir happiness you have escaped 
The malice of youi sister 
Vd. And it is worth 
A noble gratitude to have been quit, 

By such ail honourer as Antonio is 
Of fair Beniitliia 

Ber. Oh, but my father, under whose displeasure 
I ever sink 

Ant You are secure 

Ber As the poor deer that being pursued, for 
safety 

Gels up a rock lhat overhangs the sen, 

"Where all that she can see, is her destruction , 
Before, the waves, behind, her enemies 
Promise her certain ruin. 

Ant. Feign not yourself so hapless, my Berinlhia , 
Raise your dejected thoughts ; be merry : come. 
Think I am your Antonio 
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Cast. It ia not wisdom 
To let our passed fortunes trouble us ; 

Since were they bad, the memory is sweet. 

That we have past them : look before you, lady , 
The future most concerneth 

Her You haA’e awaken’d me ■ Antonio, pardon, 
Upon whose honour I dare trust myself ; 

1 am resolv’d, if you dare keep me here,_ 

T’ expect some happier issue 

Ant. Dare keep thee here ’ with thy consent, 1 
dare 

Dcnv thy father, by this sword, I dare, 

And all the world. 

Sfor. IJare ’ what giant of valour dares hinder 
vs from daririj; to slit the weasands of them that 
dare say, Wc dare not do any thing, that is to be 
dared uiidor the poles I am old Sfoiza, that in 
niY days have scoured rogues' face* with hot balls, 
made them cut cross capers, and sent them away 
with a pow der ' I have a companv of roaring bulls 
upon the walls shall spit lire in the faces of any 
ragamutriaii that dares say, we dare not fight 
pell-raell , and still niy name is Sforza 

Enter Dii.go hastily 

Die. Sir, your noble friend, don Sebastiano, is 
.'ll the castle-gate. 

Ant Vour brother, lady, and niy honour’d 
friend. — 

Why do the irates not spread themselv'es, to open 
At his arrival ? — Sforza, ’tis Berinthia'.s brother, 
Sebastian, the example of all worth 
And friend^hip. is conic after his sweet sister 

Ber Alas, I fear 

Ant Be not such a coward, lady , he cannot come 
Without all goodness waiting on him — Sforza ^ 
Sforza ' 1 say. What precious time we lose ! 
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Sebastian — I almost lose myself 

In jny to meet him — Break the iron bars 

And give him entrance 

S/or. I’ll break the wall down^ if the gates be 
too little 

r 1 much desire to see him. 

Ant Sister, now he's come , (he did promise me 
But a short absence) he of all the world, 

I would call lirother, Caslabella, more 
Than for his sister’s lo\e : oh, he's a man 
Made up of merit — Mv Bennlhia, 

Throw off all clouds , Sebasliano’s come. 

Ber ISent by my father to — 

Ant What'* to see thee? he shall see thee here, 
Respected like th\self, Bennthia, 

Attended with Antonio, begirt 
With armies of thy servants. — 

£nter Sebastiano, Monteneoro, and Sforza. 
Oh, ray friend ’ 

Seb ’Tis yet in question, sir, and will not be 
So easily proved. 

Mont No, sir, we’ll make you prove yourself 
our friend. 

Ant What face have you put on ** Am 1 awake ’ 
Or do I dream Sebastiano frowns'* 

Seb Antonio, 1 come not now to complement ; 
While yon were noble, 1 was not least ot them 
You call (1 >our friends , but you are guilty of 
An action that destroys that name. 

Sfur Bones o’ your father ! does he come to 
swaged '* — My name is Sforza then. 

Aift No more — 

1 giiiliv i f an action so di.slionuurable 
Has raaile me unworthy of your friendship? 

Come, you’re not in earnest , ’tis enough I know 
Myself Antonio. 
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Seb. Add to him, ungrateful. 

Ant ’Twas a foul breath deliver’d it, and were 
It any but Sebastiano, he should feel 
The weight of such a falsehood. 

Seb Sister, you must along with me. 

^}il Now, by my father’s soul, he that takes 
her hence, 

Unle.ss she give consent, treads on his grave. — 
Sebastiano, you re unnoble then ; 

’Tis I that said it. 

Mont, So it seems 
Seb Antonio, for here I throw off all 
The ties ot love, I come to fetch a sister. 
Dishonourably taken from her father , 

Or, vMth my s^iord, to force thee render her’ 

Now, if thou be’, st a soldier, re-deliver. 

Or keep her with the danger of thy person ; 

Thou canst not be my brother till we first 
Be allied in blood 

Ant. Promise me the hearing, 

And shall ha\e any satisfaction 
Becomes my fame. 

Mont. So, so , he will submit himself, it will 
be our honour [Astde. 

Ant W ere’t m your power, would you not 
account it 

A precious victory, in your sister’s cause. 

To dye your sword with any blood of him, 

SaA’d both her life and honour? 

Seb I VI ere ungrateful 

Ant. You have told yourself, and I have argu- 
ment 

To prove tins. 

Seb. Why, would you have me think my sister 
owes 

To you such preservation '• 

Ant. Oh, Sebastian ! 
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Thou dost not think what devil lies at home 
WilhiQ a sister’s bosom ; Catalina, 

G know not with vvhat worst of envy,) laid 
Force to this goodly building, and through poison 
Had robb’d the earth of more than all the world. 
Her virtue 

Seh You must not beat my resolution off 
With these inventions, sir 
Ant Be not cozen’d 

With yuur credulity , for mv blood, I value it 
Beneath my honour, and I dare, by goodness, 

In such a quarrel, kill thee but hear all. 

And then you shall have fighting your heart full. — 
Velasco was the man, appointed by 
That goodly sister, to steal Berinthia, 

And lord himself of this possession, 

Just at that time , but hear, and tremble at it : 
She, by a cunning poison, should have breathed 
Her soul into his arms, within tw’o hours. 

And so Velasco should have borne the shame 
Of theft and murder , how do you like this, sir'* 
Seb You amaze me, sir 

Ant ’Tis true, by honour's self, hear it con- 
firm’d, 1 Takes him aside. 

And when you will, I am ready 

Vtl Pity such valour .should be employ'd 
Upon no better cause , they will inform him 
^ Mont Hark you, sir, do you think this is true** 
Vd 1 dare niaiiilain it 

Mont. 'I'liat’s another matter , why, then the 
case is alter'd , what should we do fighting, and 
loseoiir lives to no purpose '* 

^ar It seem'' you are his second 
Mont. I am count de Montenegro 
S/or. And my name’s Sforza, sir , you were not 
best to come here to brave us, unless you have 
more legs and arms at home. I have a sa ! sa ! 
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shall pick holes in your doublet, and firk your 
shanks, my gallimaufry 

Seb. I cannot but believe it. — Oh, Bennthia, 

I am wounded ere I fight ! 

Ant Holds you resolve yet constant ^ If you have 
Better opinion of your sword, than truth, 

I am bound to answer , but I would I had 
Such an advantage ’gainst another man, 

As the justice of inv cause^ all valour fights 
But with a foil,' against it. 

Vil Take a time to inform vour father, sir . rav 
noble 

Cousin IS to be found here constant. 

Seb. But will you back with me, then? 

Ber Jvxcuse me, brother , I shall fall too soon 
Upon my sister’s malice, whose foul guilt 
Will make me [loj expect more certain ruin 
Ant Now, Sehasliano 

Puts on his judgment, and assumes his nobleness, 
Whilst he loves equity. 

Seb. And shall 1 carry shame 
To Vilarezo’s house, neglect a father, C.U -* 
jWhose precepts bind me to return with her, 

Or lca^c iny life at Elvas^ 1 must on. — 

I haxc heard you to no purpose , shall Berinthia 
Back to Avero '* 

Ant Sir, she must not yet, 

’Tis dangerous 

Seb C'lioose thee a second then , 

TJi IS count and 1 mean to leave honour here. 

Vtl Honour me, sir. 

Ant. ’Tis done , Sebasliano shall report 
Antonio just and noble — Sforza, swear 
Upon my sword — oh, do not hinder me— 

If victory crown Sebastiano’s arm, 

I charge thee, by thy honesty, restore 


foi[] Old copy layli 
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This lady to him, on whose lip I seal 
My unstain’d faith [Kisses Bennthia. 

Mont. Umph ! ’tis a rare physician ; iny spirit 
is abated. 

Cast. Brother! 

Ber Brother I 

Seb And wilt thou be dishonour’d 

Ber. Oh, do not wrong the gentleman ; be- 
lieve it, 

Dishonour ne’er dwelt here , and he hath made 
A most religious vow, not in a thought 
To stain my innocence , he does not force me 
Remember, what a noble friend you make 
A most just enemy , he sav’d my life. 

Be not a murtherer , take yet a time ; 

Run not yourself in danger for a cause 
Carries so little justice 

Mont Faith, sir, if you please, take a time to 
think on't , a month, or two, or three ; they shall not 
say but we are honourable 

[Sebastian whispers Mont 

Cast You gave him to my heart a gentleman, 
Complete with goodness, will you rob the world 
And me at once Alas ' I lov,e_hira. 

Ant Never man fought with a lesser heart: the 


conquest 

Will be but many deaths , he is her brother. 

My friend, this poor girl’s joy. 

Mont. With all my heart, I’ll post to Avero 
presently 

Seb. Let it be so, Antonio 
Cast Alas, poor Castabella ! what a conflict 
Feelest thou within thee ! their sight wouudeth 
thee. 

And I must die, whoe’er hath victory. 

Ant Then, friend, again, and as Sebastiano, 

1 bid him welcome, and who loves Antonio 
Must speak that language 
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^or Enough, not a ma-sty^ upon the castle walls 
but shall hark too ; I congratulate thee, if thou 
beest friend to the castle of Elvas, and still my 
name is Sforza. 

Ant Well said, ray brave adelantado ! — Come, 
Sebastiano, 

And my Beririthia, by to-morrow we 

Shall know the truth of our felicity. [Ej’eunt 

SCENE II 

Avero — A Room tn Vilarezo’s Hmise. 

Enter Vila.rezo. 

Vila. What are the nobles more than common 
men, 

When all their honour cannot free them from 
Shame and abuse ’ as greatness were a mark 
Stuck [up] by them, but to give direction 
For men to snoot indignities upon them ? 

Are we call'd lords of riches we possess, 

And can defend them from the ravishing hand 
Of strangers, when our children are not safe 
From thieves and robbers 1 None of us can chal- 
lenge 

Such right to wealth and fortunes of the world, 
Being things without us , but our children are 
Essential to us, and participate 
Of what w'e are : part of our very nature. 
Ourselves, but cast into a younger mould , 

And can we promise but so weak assurance 
Of so near treasures? Oh, Vilarezo, shall 
Thy age be trampled on ? no, it shall not , 

’ Sfbr. Enough, not a maaty on the castle lealls] i e a mastiff, 
Sforza'8 term for the guns upon the ramparts. Just before he 
had called them buUs 
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1 will be known a father ; Portugal 
Shall not report this infamy unreveng'd: 

It will be a bar in Vilarezo’s arms 
Past all posterity. 

Enter Catalina. 

Come, Catalina, thou wilt stay with me ; 

Prepare to welcome home Sebastiano, 

Whom I expect with honour, and that baggage 
Ambitious girl, Bennlhia 

Cata Alas, sir ; censure not her too soon, 

Till she appear guilty. 

Vila. Here’s thy virtue still, 

To excuse her, Catalina ; no, believe it. 

She’s naught, past hope I have an eye can see 
Into her very heart , thou art too Innocent. 

Enter Velasco 


Velasco, Welcome, too ; Berinthia 
Is not come home yet, but we shall see her 
Brought back with shame, and is’t not justice? ha'* 
What can be shame enough 
Vel. Your daughter, sir' 


Vila 


My daughter ! do not call her so , she 
has not 


True blood of Vdarezo in her veins ; 

She makes herself a bastard, and deserves 


To be cut off like a disorder’d branch. 
Disgracing the fair tree she springeth from 
Vel. Lay not so great a burthen on Berinthia ; 
Her nature knows not to degenerate , 

Upon my life she was not yielding to 

The injurious action , if Antonio 

Have play’d the thief, let your revenge fall there, 

Which were 1 trusted with, although I doubt not 

Sebastiano’s fury, be should feel it 
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More heavy than his castle. What can be 
Too just for such a sin ? 

Vila Right, right, Velasco , I do love thee for 't' 
’Ti* so. and thou shall see I have a sense 
Worthy my birth and person 

Vel ’Twill become you, but I marvel we hear 
nothing 

Of their success at Elvas ; by this time 
I would have sent Antonio to warm 
His father’s ashes. Do you think, sir, 

SSebastiano will not be remiss'^ 

A gentle nature is abus’d with tales. 

Which they know how to colour — Here's the count. 

Enter Montenegro, hastily. 

Cata. How ! the count ’ I sent him thither to 
l)c rifi of him ; the fool has better fortune than I 
wish’d him , but now I shall hear that which will 
more comfort me, my sister’ .s death most certainly. 

[Aside. 

J/ont My lord, I have rid hard , read there : — 
[delivers a letter ] — your son and daughter are well. 
Cata Ha' well' [Aside 

.^font Madam 
Cata How docs niy sister"* 

3fotit In good health, she has commendations 
to you m that letter 

Vel And i.s Antonio living"* 

Mont Yes, and remembers his .service to you. 
Vel Has he then yielded up Benulhia'? 

Mont He will yield up his ghost first I know 
not, we were going to flesh-bastc one another, lam 
.sure , bill the matter ol felony lianas still, who 
w ill cut il down 1 know not — Madam, there’s 
notable iiuitler against you. 

Cata. Me? 

Mont Upon my honour there is , be not angry 
with me, — no less than thelland murder' that letter 
von. I M 
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is charged withal ; but you’ll clear all, I make no 
question , they talk of poisoning 

Caia. Aral betray 'd ? 

Mont Well, 1 smell, I smi’ll 

Cata. What do you smell 1 

Mont. It was but a trick of theirs to save their 
lives \ for we were bent to kill all that came 
ag'ainst us. 

Vila. Catalina, read here, Velasco, both of you, 
— [ffiies them the letter. let me read your 
frees — Ha ! they wonder. 

Vel. How’s this ? I steal Bermthia ! 

Cata. 1 poison my sister ! 

Vel This doth amaze me. 

Cata Father, this letter says I viould have poi- 
soned ray poor sister Innocence defend rac ! 

Vila It will, it shall , come, I acquit jou both , 
they must not thus fool me 

Mont. Madam, 1 thought as much, my mind 
[mis]gave me it was a lie , yes, you look like a poi- 
soner, as much as 1 look like a hobby-horse. 

Cata. Was ever honest love so abused ! have I 
so poor reward for my affection 

Vila It shall be so. \^Ex\t 

Vel. Madam, I know not how the poison came 
in , but I fear some have betray’d our plot 

[Aside to Cata 

Cata. And how came you off, ray noble count? 

Mont As you see, without any wounds, but 
much against my will, I was but one , Sebustiano, 
that was the principal, took a demur upon their 
allegation, it seems, and so the matter is raked up 
in the embers. 

Vel. To make a greater fire. — Were you so cold 
To credit his excuse, count Moiileriegro ? * 

I should not have been so frozen — 

As you love honour and revenge, give me 


* count Montenegro?] Old copy ilntonio. 
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Some interest now, and if I do not 
Shew myself faithful, let Velasco have 
No name within your memory , let roe beg 
To be your proxy, sir , pity such blood ^ 

As yours -should be ignobly cast away. — 

Ma^ lam, speak for me 

Calft No , I had rather lose this fool. \Astde. 
Mont An \ou ran get their consents. 

Cata You cannot, sir, in honour, now go back. 
I shall not think you love me, if my father 
Pdint you such noble service, to refuse it. 

Re-enter Vil\rezo. 

Mont You hear what .she says. 

V%la Count Montenegro 
Vel. I am all fire w’lth rage 
Vila VYhisco, yon may accompany the count , 
There may be employment of your valour too ; 
Tell me at your retiiin, whether my son 
May prove a soldiei Here's new warrant for 
Antonio’s death , — [(jives him a letter ] — if there be 
coldness, urge it, 

•Tis inv do.^ire , I’ll stiidv a belter service 
Vel ‘ 1 shall 

I'lla Away (hen, both , no compliment, I wish 
You either had a Pegasus , be happy 
My old blood boil.s , this must iiiv peace secure ; 
Such sores as these must have a desperate cure. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE III. 

Elvas — A Room tn the Castle , a banquet set out. 

Enter Sebastiano, Castabklla, Antonio, and 
Bebinthia 

Seh. This honour, madam, ofyourself and brother, 
Makes me unhappy, when I remember what 
I came for, not to feast thus, but to fight. 

M2 
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Cast. Pity true friendship should thus suffer ! 

[Music wUhtn. 

Ant. Ha I 
Seb. Music ' 

Ant. Some conceit of Sforza, the old captain ; 
Let’s entertain it , some soldier’s device. 

Enter a Masque of Soldiers, and dance , after which 
Sforza enters 

God-a-mercy, Sforza 

Sfur To your stations, now, my brave brats of 
military discipline ; enough, Sforza honours yon , 
look to your charge, bullies, and be ready upon all 
occasions, my invincible dub>a-dub knights of the 
castle. — Qui va Id. [Exeunt Soldiers. 


Enter Montenegro, and Velasco 

Vel We must speak with don Sebustianu. 

Sfor. Must! Ihou’iE a mushroom, must, in the 
castle of Elvas 

[Montenegro gives Sebastiauo a letter 
Ant Friends, Sforza. 

Vel. What! courling ladies'* 
expected 

You would have courted fame, sir, and wooed her 
to you. — 

You shall know me belter [to Antonio 

Ant. I doubt you’ll never be better; you shall 
not owe me 

More than you shall account for. 

Seb. [Antonio and Sebastmno reading.^ — Or else 
p X my curse . that word cries out for death. 
Cast. My fears perplex me 
Vel Madam, I do wonder 
You can forget your honour, and reflect 


by this time ’ tvvas 
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On such uo worthiness , wherein hath Velasco 
Shew’d you Jess merit'* 

Ber Sir, it becomes not me 
To weigh your worths; nor would I learn of you 
How to preserve my honour. 

Seb. Sister 
Ant Villandras. 

Seb Then I must take my leave, for I am sent 
for — 

I am sorry for your fate: madam, I am expected 
By a father ; your virtue hath made me jours [EarU 
Mont. Oh, admirable physician ' [Ejt'f. 

Ant Sforza, there is no remedy . but, by all 
honour do it — 

Sister, I am to wait on him Oh, my poor girl — ■ 
Berinthia, 

My soul be with thee ! for a little lime 
Excuse mv absence 

Sfor You may vvalk, sir. 

Vcl. Antonio, I must not* now look on. — 

You were best take a course not to outlive him. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 

The Same. — A space outside the Castle. 

Enter Antonio, Sebastiano, Villandras, and 
Montenegro. 

Ant. Sebastian, I know not with what soul 
1 draw my svvord against thee 

Seb. Antonio, I am driven in a storm 

To split mvself on thee , if not. mt/ curse 

We must on, sir [ They fight. 

Mont, Rare man of art, Sharkino ! 


* not] Old copy tut 
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V%1. Guard thee, count. 

\}^tllandras and Montenegro fight. 

Enter on the battlements, Sfokza, Velasco, Berin- 
THiA, and Castabella. 

Cast. Treacherous Sforza ' hast thou brought us 
hither 

be struck dead 

' Mont. Hold, gLMitlenien ; give me audience 
Seb. Whal’s the matter, my lord’ 

Mont My fit is on me , ’tis so, 1 had forgot my- 
self, this IS ray ague day. 

Seb. How ? 

Mont Yes. a .sextile ague , look you, do you not 
see me shake'* Admirable doctor ' It will be as 
much as riiv life is worth, if 1 should fight a stroke. 
Seb Hell on .such baseness ' — We'll engage no 
more * 

Let our .swords try it out 

Vel. [^above ] — Sebastian, hold , thou’rt not so 
ill befriended. 

Exchange a person , I’ll leap the (luttlement 

Mont With all ni\ heart , I am .sorry it happens 
so unfortunately — fJh rare physician ' 

Vil Good toiisin, grant it 
Ant W flat .say.s Sebastiano ** 

Vil. 1 ci.iijiire you by all honour 
Seb ll IS gi. lilted 

Her He shall not go. [^Exit above Velasco. 
Ant Melt him, iiiy lord, you will become bis 
place 

Of a spec tator best 

[Exit Mont — Seb. and Ant fight again, 
Ber. Scba.stiau ! brother! 

* fVe'll engage no more .] i e. no other second in Montene- 

gro’s place 
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Enter Velasco, below 

Cast. Antonio, hear me. 

Vil Guard ihee, Velasco, then. [they fight. 
Cast. Oh, brother, spare him for ray sake. 

Ber Scliasfiaiio ' every wound thou givest him, 
Draws blood from me 

Cast. Seba'^tiano ! remember he’s thy friend. 
Ber Antonio ! ’tis my brother, with whose blood 
Thou dyest thy .sword. [Velasco runs at Antonio. 

Ant When tliou liv’st a^ain, 

Shalt bo more honourable — [kills Velasco 

Sebastiano,<]o you observe the advantage '* 

Yet think upon’t 

Seb It IS not in my power ; 

I value not the odds. 

[fights with Antonio and ViUandras. 
Ber. Hold, Antonio ! 

Is this thy love to me It is not noble. 

Seb So ! thy death makes the scale even 

[kdls Vtllandras. 

Cast Antonio, hold ! Beriiithia dies. 

Ber Sebastian ' Castabella sinks for sorrow.— 
Rlurder’ help' 

I will leap dow'n [Antonio falls. 

Ant. AVhere art, Beriiilliia? let me breathe my 
lost 

Upon thy lip , make haste, lest I die else. 

[Exeunt above, Ber Cast l^'or and Mont. 
Seb. Before thou diest,ciil ott‘ my hand, x\.ntonio. 
Art wounded mortally? 

Ant. I’o die by thee 

Is more than death — Sforza, be honest — 

But love thy sister for me. I’m past hope ; 

Thou hast undone another in my death 
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Enter below, Berinthia, Sfobza, and Monte- 
negro. 

Ber. Antonio, stay. — Cruel brother ! 

Ant Berinthia, thy lip ; 

Farewell, and friend, and all the world ' [Dies 
Sfai The gate is open. I uno sworn to render. 
Ber. He’.s not dead , his lips are warm , have 
you no liaKsam ^ a surgeon. — Dead ! some charita- 
ble hand send my soul after him. 

Seb. Awav, away ' 

Ber It will be easy to die ; 

All life is but a walk m misery. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. SCENE I 

AA'ero — .A Room in Vilarezo’s House. 

Enter Sebastiano. 

Seb. Myfriend, my noble friend, tliat had deserv’d 
Most horiouiabh from me, by tins hand 
Divorced from life, and \et I huM* the use on’t ' 
Hapic.ss Seli.astiaiio ' Oh, Berinthia' 

Let me for ever lose the name of brother 
Wilt thou not curse my memory'* give me up 
To thy just hate, a murderer? 

Enter Viearezo 

Vila. Ha! this must not be, Sebastiano; 

I shall be angry if you throw not off 
This melancholy, it does ill become you, 

Do you repent your duty ? Were the action 
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Again presented to be done by thee, 

And being done, again should challenge from thee 
A new performance, tliou woiildst shew no blood 
Of Vilarezo’s, if thou didst not run 
To act it, though all horror, death, and vengeance 
Dogg’d thee at thy heels : Come, I am thy father ; 
A'^alue my blessing; and, for other peace, 

I'll to the king . let me no more see thee cloudy. 

[Exit 

Enter Diego, and Castabella dressed like a Page. 

Die. That wa.s his father 

Cast No more , farewell be all silence. 

[Exit Diego. 

Cast Sir 

Seb He’s newly gone that way , may’st soon 
o’crtake him 

Cast. My business points at you, sir. 

Seb At me'* what Hens'* thou hast a face of 
horror ; 

More welcome ■ speak it 

Cast. If your name be don Sebastiano, sir, 

I have a token from a friend. 

Seb I have no friend alive, boy , carry it back . 
'Tis not to me , I’ve not another friend 
In all the world 

Cast. He that hath sent you, sir, this gift, did 
love you. 

You’ll say yourself he did 

Seb Itn ' name him, prithee. 

Cast The friend I came from was Antonio. 

Seb. Thou liest, and thou'rt a villain. Who 
hath sent thee 

To tempt Sebastian’s soul to act on thee 
Another death, for thus affrighting me ? 

Cast. Indeed I do not mock, nor come to affright 
you , 
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Heaven knows my heart. I know’ Antonio’s dead, 
But ’twas a pft he in his life dcsig-n’d 
To you, and I ha\e brought it 

Seb. Tliou dost not p^OIlll^e cozenage ; what 

gift IS It 

Cast It IS myself, sir . while Antonio liv’d 
I Mas Ills hoy, but never did boy lose 
So kind .1 master , in his life he promised 
He Mould bestow me (so much was his love 
To m\ poor merit,) on his dearest friend, 

And iiam d voii, sir, if heaven should point [you] out 
To overlive him , for he knew you would 
Love me tlie better for his sake. Indeed, 

I Mill be very honest to you, and 
Refuse no service to procure yoiir love 
And good opinion to me 
Seb Can it be 

Thou wert his boy'* oh, thou shouldst hate me 
then”* 

Thou’rt false , I dare not trust thee Unto him 
Thou shew’.st thee now unfaithful, to accept 
Of me I kill’d thy master ' ’Twas a friend 
He would commit thee to , I only was, 

Of all the stock of men, his enemy, 

His cruellest enemy 

Cast. Indeed I am sure it was , he spoke all 

lrulTi7 

And had he liv’d to have made his will, I know 

He had beipieath’d me as a legacy 

To be your boy. Alas ' 1 am vi’illmg, sir. 

To obey him in it . had lie laid on me 
Command, to have mingled with his sacred dust 
My unprofitable blood, it .should have been 
A most ijiad sacrilice, and 't had been honour 
Ter ha\e dune him such a duty, sir 1 know 
You did not kill him with a heart of malice, 

But in conteutioD with your very soul 
To part with him. 
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Seb. All is as true as oracle, by heaven. 

Dost thou believe so 
Cast Ir^eed I do 
Seb Y el be not rash , 

’Tis no ad \ milage to belong to me; 

I have no jiovi'er nor greatness in the court, 

To raise thee to a fortune, worthy of 
So much ob''ervance as I shall expect 
When thou art mine. 

Cast All the ambition of my thought shall be 
To do mv dutj, sir 

Seb Besides, I shall afflict thy tenderness 
W’lth solitude and jias-sion for I am 
Only 111 love «ilh sorrow, never merry, 

Wear out the day in telling of sad tales ; 

Delight in sighs and tears , sometimes I walk 
To a wood or river, purposely to challenge 
The boldc't echo, to send back my groans 
r the height 1 break them. Come, I shall undo 
thee 

Cast. Jfcir, 1 shall be most hap\jy to bear part 
In any of your sorro'i s I ne’er had 
So hard a heart but 1 could shed a tear, 

To bear my master company. 

Seb I wdl not loa\e thee, if thou’lt dwell with 
me, 

For th’ wealth of Indies , be my loved boy; 

Come ID with me Thus I’ll begin to do 
Some recompense for dead Antonio. [Exeunt 
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SCENE II. 

Another Room in the Same. 

Enter Berinthia 

Ber So ! I « ill dare my fortune to be cruel, 
And like a mountainous piece of earth that sucks 
The balls ot hot artillerj, I will stand 
And weary all the ffunshot. Oh iiiy soul, 

Thou ha't been too long icy : All IS of snow 
Have buried my whole nature , it shall now 
Turn element of tire, and fill the air 
With bearded comets, tlirealening death and horror 
For niy wrong’d iiinoceiice, contemn’d, disgrac’d, 
Nay murdered , for, with Antonio, 

My breath expired, and 1 but borrow this, 

To couit revenge for justice If there be 
Those furies which do wait on desperate men, 

As some have thouurht, and guide their hands to 
mischief, 

Come from the womb of night, assist a maid 
Ambitious to be made a monster like you ; 

I will not dread your shapes I am dispos’d 
To be at friendship with you, and want nought 
Blit your black aid to seal it [»S7ie walks aside. 

Enter Montenegro and Ansilva 

Mont. First I’ll lock up thy tongue, and tell thee 
my honourable meaning , so, — [^tves her gold ] — 
To tell you the truth, it is a love-jiowder, (1 had it 
of the brave doctor,) which I would have thee to 
sugar thy lady’s cup withal, for iny sake ; wilt do 
it? and if 1 marry her, thou shall find me a noble 
master, and sbalt be my chief gentlewoman in 
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ordinary . keep thy body loose, and thou shall want 
no gown, I warrant thee.® Wilt do it"* 

Ans My lord, I think my lady is much taken 
with your worth already, so that this will be super- 
fluous 

Mont. Nay, I think she has cause enough , but 
I have a great mind to make an end on it. to tell 
you true, there are half a dozen about me, but 
1 had rather she should have me than another ; 
and m\ blood is grown too* boisterous for my body, 
that’s another thing , so that if thou wilt do it, 
Ansiba, thou wilt do thy lady good service, and 
live 111 the favour of count de Montenegro , I will 
make thy children kin to me, if thou wilt do it. 
Ans I am your honour’s handmaid, but — 
Mont Here’s a diamond, prithee wear it ; be 
not modest 

Ans 'Tis done, my lord . urge it no further 
Mont But be secret, too, for my honour’s sake. 
We great men do not love to have our actions laid 
open to the broad face of the world , I'll get thee 
with child, and marry thee to a knigh*^, my brave 
Ansilva Take tlic first opportiinily 

Ans If there be any virtue in the powder, pre- 
pare to meet jour wishes, my noble lord. 

Mont Thy count de Montenegro Expect to 
be a ladv [Exit 

Ber [comuig foricard^ — Ansilva! 

Ans Madam. 

Ber. Naj, you need not hide it , I heard the 
conference, and know the virtue of the powder; 
let me see it, or I’ll discover all. 

gives the powder to Be) ml/nn, who 
changes the packet 

s keep thy body loose, and thou shall want no gown,] There ia 
no end to the jilay on a loose bodied gown in our ancient drama- 
tists Shaksiieare Tound it in the old play of Taming the Shrew, 
and it was probably even then famihar to the stage. 

* too] Old copy fo. 
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Ans. I am undone. 

Ber. No . here, take it again ; I’ll not prevent 
My sister’s happiness and the count’s desire , 

I am no tell-tale ■ good Ansilva, give’t her, 

And hea^ ens succeed the operation ! 

I beg [it] on my knee. Fear not, Ansilva, 

I am all silence. 

Ans. Indeed, madam ; then she shall have it 
presently. 


SCENE III. 

Another Room in the Same. 

Enter Sebastiano and Castabella 

Cast, Sir, if the opjxirtunity I use 
To comfort you be held a fault, and that 
I keep not distance of a servant, lay it 
Upon my love , indeed, if it be an error. 

It springs out of my duty. 

J&6. Prithee, boy, be patient, 

The more I strive to throw off the remembrance 
Of dead Antonio, love still rubs the wounds 
To make them bleed afresh 

Cast Alas * they are past, 

Bind up your own, for honour’s sake, and shew 
Love to yourself, pray do not lose your reason. 

To make ^our griel so fruitless ; I have procur’d 
Some music, sir, to quiet those sad thoughts. 

That make such war within you. [Music wtthtn. 

Seb. Alas, good boy ! it will but add more 
weights 

Of dulness on me ; I am stung wulh worse 
Than the tarantula to be cur’d with music. — 
’Thas the e\acle.st unity; but it cannot 
Accord my thoughts. 

Cast. Sir, this your couch 



Sc. lU.l THE MAID’S REVENGE. 181 


Seems to invite [you to a]’ small repose ; 

Oh, I beseech you taste it; I will beg 
A little leave to sing — 

[Singa , Sebagtuino throws himself on the couch, 
and falls asleep, r 

Enter Bekinthia, behind. 

Sweet sleep charm his sad senses, and gentle 
thoughts 

Let fall your flowing numbers here, and round about 
Hover celestial angels with your wings, 

That none offend his quiet ' Sleep begins 
To cast his nets o'er me, too . I'll obey. 

And dream on him that dreams not what I am. 

[^Sleeps. 

Ber. [coming forward.^ Nature doth wrestle 
« I th me ; but revenge ^ 

Doth arm my love against it. Justice is 
Above all lie of blood. — Sebastiano, 

Thou art the first shall tell Antonio’s ghost 
How much I lov’d him 

[Stabs him j Costabella awakes in a fright, 
and rushes out. 

Seb Oh, stay tbyTTand. — Bennthia ' oh, tbou'st 
done’t 

I wish thee heaven's forgiveness , I cannot 
Tarry to hear thy reasons at many doors 
My life runs out ; and yet, Bennthia 
Doth, in her name, gI^e me more wounds than 
these. — ' 

Antonio, oh, Antonio, we shall now 
Be friends again [Dies 

Ber. He’s dead, and yet 1 live , but not to fall 
Less than a constellation ; more flames must 
Make up the fire that Bennthia 
And her revenge must bathe in. 

T [you to a] Old copy so. 
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Enter Catalina, haling in Ansilva by the Imir. 

Cata. Sebastiano ' sister ! 

Ans. Murder ! 

Cata. There’s wild-fire in my bowels ; sure, I 
am poison’d — 

Ob, Berinthia ! 

Ber. Ha ’ ha • 

Cata Help me to tear Ansilva ; I am poison’d by 
the count and this Fury. 

Ber. Ha ! ha ‘ 

Cata. Do you laugh, hell-cat? ' 

Ber Yes, queen of hell ! to see thee 
Sink in the glory of tb\ hoped for bliss , 

But art thou sure thou’rt poison'd, eh ^ 

Ans Nay, I have myparton't, 1 did but sip, 
and my belly swells too , call you tins love-pow- 
der Count Montenegro hath poisoned ns both 

Ber. You are a pair of witches, and because 
I’ll keep the potion working, know ^ou are both 
Poison’d by me, by me * Berinthia ! 

[For] being thus tormented with my wrongs, 

1 arm’d myself with all provision 

For my revenge, and bad in readiness 

That faithful poison, which, i’ the opporlunily, 

I put upon Ansilva for the exchange 

Of the amorous powder. — Oh, fools ’ — My .soul. 

Ravish thyself with laughter ’ collusion, ’ 

My eldest devil-sister ' does the heat 

• hell-cat Old copy hereat ? The reader may probably think 
Hecate the better word 

9 collusion,] The old copy reads potwnon, a word for which I 
know no authority, but that of Goodman Dull. ] have little 
confidence in the emendation , but can think of nothing more 
near the text. Perhaps, the word meant was politician. 
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Oflend your stomach troth, charity, a little charity, 
The only antidote that's cold enough • — 

Lfook, here’s Seba.stiano, 

(Now, horror strike thy soul !) to whose fearless 
heart 

I sent this yioniard, for Antonio’s death , 

And if that piece of thy damnation, 

Ansilvu, had not done’t, I meant to have writ 
Re venge with the same point u|ion thy breast , 

But I do surfeit 111 this brave prevention ■ — 

Sleep, sleep, Antonio’s ashes > ,inrl now ope. 

Thou marble chest,, to take Berinthia 

To mingle with his dust {Sfahs herself 

Catn I have not so much heart .as to curse. 
Must I die * 

Re-onte) Castabella inth Vii, vrezo, Monti - 
NEGRO, and Attendants 

Cast H ere, my lord Alas ! he’s dead * my 
Sebastiano. 

Ft/a C'atalina ’ 

Cain. I am poisoned 

Ctla I la ' defend, good heaven ' by whom ^ 

Ans. I am poisoned too 

ll/a. Rack not my soul, amazement! ’tis a 
dream, sure 

Ans. Voiir love-powder hath poisoned us both. 

Mont What will become of me now'* I would 
1 were hanged, to be out of niy pain ' By this Hesh, 
as I am a count, I bought it of the doctor for good 
love-powder , but, madam, I hope you are not 
poisoned m earnest 

Cnta 'I’lie deA’il on your foolshi|i ' — OJi, I must 
walk the dark foggy way that spits tire and brim- 
stone rSo physic to restoic me '/ >Send for Shar- 
kino a c ooler ! a cooler • tlieie’s a smith’s lorge 
in my belly, and the devil blows the bellows 
Snow-water ' Berinthia has jioisoned me ; 1 sink by 

VOL 1. N 
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mine own engine ; I must hence, hence ; farewell ! 
will you let me die so** Confusion, torment, death, 
hell ' 

Mont I am glad, with all my heart, that Berin- 
thia has poisoned her : yet — 

Ber. Oh, it becomes thee bravely' — Hear me, 
sir [to Vdarezo. 

Antonio’s death, and my dishonours now 
Have just revenge , I stabb’d Sebixstiano, 

Poison’d my sister , — 

Oh, but they made too soon a Fury of me, 

And split the patience, fiom u hose dreadful breach 
Came these consuming fires Your p.issioii’s fruit- 
less , 

My soul IS reeling forth, I know not u hither. 

Oh, father' 

My heart weeps tears for you , I die. Oh, see 
A Maid’s Revenge mth her own Tiagedy [Dies 
Cala. Aiisiha! oh, thou dull wrelrli , liell on 
thy cursed w’eakness ' thou gavest me the poison — 
but I lack breath. ‘ Hold , a gentleman usher to 
support me Oh, I am gone , the jioison now hath 
torn my lieart in pieces 

Viia I am planet-struck , aduefiil tragedy, and 
have I no part in if' How do you like it, ha ' 
was’t not done to the life ? they arc my own chil- 
dren , this \Aas my eldest girl, this, Bermthia, the 
tragedian, whose love by me rcMsted, was mother 
of all this horror , and there’s riiy lioy, too, that .slew 
Antonio valiantly, and fell under his sister's rage — 
What art thou, boy ' 

Cast. I 11 tell you now', I am no boy, 

But hapless Castabella, sister to 
The slain Antonio , I had hop’d to have 
Some recompense by Sebastiano’s love. 

For whose sake, in disgiii.se, I thus adventur'd 
To purchase it, but death hath ravish’d us, 

And here I bury all my joys on earth. 

" I lack Lreath ] Old copy reads, " I lick cartli.’’ 
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Mont Sweet lady, here is count de Montenegro 
alive to be your servant. 

Cast. Ilencc, dull greatness ' 

Vila. Were jou a fiiend of Sebastiano, then 
Cast I'll gi\ e you testimony. 

Vila No, 1 believe you , but thou canst not be 
my daughter — 

’Tis false , he lies, that says Bennthia 
Was author of their deaths, ’twas Vilarezo, 

A father’s wretched curiosity — 

Dead, dead, dead ! 

Cast And 1 will leave the world loo . fori mean 
To spend the pcxir remainder of my days 
In some religious house, married to heaven, 

And holy pra\ers for Sebastian’s soul, 

.\nd m> lost brother 
Vila ^Vlllyouso? 

Cast I pray let Castabella have the honour 
To ensluine Ills bones, and vihen my breath e.xpires, 
For sorrow proniisclh I shall not live 
To see moie suns, let me be buried by him 
As near as may be possible, that in death 
Our dust may meet — Oh, my Sebastiano, 

Thy vsoiinds are mine. 

i lia Come, I am arm’d , 

I'ahe up their bodies — Castabella, you are not 
chief iiiouriier here , he was ray son, remeinber 
that. — Hcriiilhia first, she was the youngest, put 
her in the pit-hole first , then Catalina , strew, 
strew llowers enough upon them, for they were 
maids, — now, SelMsliano , lake him up gently, he 
was all the sons I had , now march —Come, you 
and 1 are twins in tins day’s inihappiiie's , we ll 
march logi'lher , follow close. 

We’ll o\ertakc them — Soflly, and as we go. 

We’ll dare our fuitune for another woe. 

[E±evnt Vtlaieza, Castabella, aud Montenegro, 
Attendants bearing the bodies befoit them 
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TO Ills 


TRULY NOBLE FRIEND, 

THOMAS STANLEY, ESQ. 

silt, 

The incninrt/ and contemplation oj frooil riffices received, 
U'htt /i, 1 ) 1 / their awn natme and imjiiilyion, hat e inclined 
other nan to he ailne in their irtiniis, hiii e not urou^ht 
me into so nan h hofdiie\y , Jor w/n a I < onsidervd my ahli- 
Ration to i/ijiirjni oni s. liras still ihlrned / // then t/reat- 
ness anti uinnlnr , jor in iiiy paieiti/ / had ihoni/hts, not 
without anihilioiijto leadi them ii lili some mini hat u hen 
I was sfiidi/ini' to pio/xnlion an/ xt at itiidi , IJill much 
lowei than ii/an / was the oh/ict of t/our niiici/ The 
nay to lelm i myself, is no moie to luoh at what ijoii have 
confeiwil, hut on the hestoirer, Joi 1 lane now haned to 
separali you fiom your heiiijits, and to loni ly myst/f into 
your pnidon. Ini the ijeriise of you) (haiili/ Thus, in 
place o/ ram eliinc; my foinin debts, 1 jiut yoin iiittie to 
a neii uisl at senn nt witness tins i oilipositio/i , u hu h, after 
its Inith, had in my thoii"hts, a didu alum to yoiii mime, 
ullfioiiyh it hat now roof the boldness to nun it in the 
forehead, hoth as an oiiiainent and piesener You acre 
plcasid yriiir it a il/i yoin fair opinion, alien if was re- 
prescnitd , and ihouf/h it a/ipear not in that nataial diess 
of the nine, nor so poitiifiil, as a hen it had the .soul oj 
action, yet your snuli upon it now a iH gn e it second ani- 
mation, hy which I shall deni e, afiei .so long a sill net, a 
luujinnatwn of my happiness, in being still icceii ed, 

Sin, 

Your most humble Sen ant, 

JAMES SHIRLEY, 




PROLOGUE 


Troth, gentlemen, I know not what to say, 

^ow 1 nin lu re , hut you shall have a play ■ — 
f hojie there are none met but friends , tfyou 
Be p eas (I to hear me Jirsl, I'll tell you true, 

I do 710! like the Prologue, 'tis not smart, 

\ot airy , then the Play's not north n — 

Mliat 11 itty Prologues have we heard ' how keen 
l^pon the time, how tickling o’ the spleen ' 

But that lilt's gone, and ne, in these sad days. 

In Coarse dull phlegm, must preface to our plays 
I ll shew ipni what our author meant should be 
Ills Prologue , — ^"Gentlemen," — he shall pardonme , 
I dare not speak a hue, not that you need 
To fi n a satue int, or wit, iiuleed. 

He would haie you believe no language good 
And a) if ill, hut u hat's clearly nnderslood , 

And then he mbs you if much ninth, that lies 
r the uondet , why you laugh at comedies 
He says the times arc dnuget ous , uho knows 
IVhat t/easou may be ii rap' in giant prose, 

Or su idling 1 erse, at least to sense * then, 

Huieat you, mastei Poet —Ge illemen, 

Though he pretend fair, I dissemble not, 

1 oil le all bciitiyd here to a Spanish plot ] 

But do not you seem fearful , as you were 
Shooting the budge, let no man shift or stir, 

I'll fetch you ojf, and two hours hence you may 
( IJ not befoi'c) laugh at the plot and play. 
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ACT I SCENE 1 

A Room 171 don Carlos’s House. 

Rnfcr Francisco, Jacinta, and Felisarda. 

F)an I lake iny leave, Jaciiita, and cannot wish 
you 

More liapiuuess than you possess 
Jac You must 

Dissemble, or it is within >our\vishes 
To make \our>L'ir, I'raucisco, mine, wliichwouldbe 
A fair addition to me in niA /.nth 
or that most noble love aou have profess’d 

Fran. A^'lleu you but dare to own me, 1 am past 
The fear of any deslinv that can 
Divide us — 'but your father. — 

Enter don Carlos, and a Servant 

Your own Airliie 

lie sldl your guard. 1 do not like this watch 
U|K)n our meeting. — Pretty Felisarda. lExeunt. 
Car Tell signior Francisco 1 noiild speak with 
him [Exit Seroant. 

I do not like his frequent visits , though 
ills birth and generous parts deserve to march 
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With men of honourable name, I am 
Without ambition to sacrifice 
My daughter to his pension for life. 

Re-enter Francisco 

F)an Your pleasure, sir** 

Car Hath hitherto, Francisco, 

Been to affect you in the list of those 
I held mv friends. 

Ft an I hope no forfeit made 
By me, hath lost that good opinion 
You placed upon me 
Car I cannot tell 

How you may be transported with desires 
Abo\e my thoughts t' allow , I would not have 
My silence, and the free access you’ve had to 
My house, (which still is open to wise guests,) 
Betray me, or my daughter, to the mirth 
And talk of men i’ the pla^a.' My estate 
Doth walk upon sound feet, and though 1 make 
No exception to your blood, or person, sir, 

The portion I have fi.x’d upon Jacinta, 

Beside the wealth her liberal aunt bequeath’d her, 
Is more than your thin younger brother’s fortune 
Should lay a siege, or hope to 1 am plain. 

Fran And something passionate (if 1 understand 
you) 

Without a cause I am a gentleman. 

With as much sense of honour, as the proudest 
Don that doth ride on’s foot cloth, and can drop 
Gold to the numerous minutes of his age , 

And let me not be lost for want of that 
Deserves not to be nam’d to fill the balance 
Against true honour ■ — let me tell you, sir, 

Virtue and blood are weigh’d against themselves ; 

' Talk of men i' the phfa . :] i e. the square, the public walk. 
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You cannot know the price of these, when either 
Scale 18 not pois’d with things of the same nature 
Car You’re very right and, therefore, 1 do weigh 
My daughter's wealth against your fortune, sir , 

1 take it they are things in the same species 
And find it easy to distinguish ; your’s 
Can hold small competition, and by 
A consequence that fathers use t’ infer, 

As little hope to equal in affections. 

Sir, I must tell you, I esteem Jacinta 
Fit every way to meet your elder brother, 

Whose birth will interest him so much in that 
Full fortune which your father now is lord of ; 
Your expectations may prompt you look. 

Without much curiosity, for a bride 

Fran I shall believe thy soul is made of atoms, 
That jilaces so much happiness in dust. — [^Astde. 
Sir, 1 can quit your lealousy ,* my thoughts 
Level beneath your daughter, and shall be 
Happy if you consent I may devote 
My applications to Fclisarda, 

Your niece 

Car Is it my niece'? 1 ask your pardon 
Nay, then, be welcome, and. t’ encourage \ou. 
Although her father, a jXKir gentleman. 

My brother, by the malice of the sea 
And winds, have lost «hat might have rank’d him 
e\ en 

With some that ride upon their reverend mules. 
I’ll find a portion for her, if you strike 
Affect loiiate hearts, and ]oy to call you nephew 
Pray be not angry, that 1 take a care 
To place my own where I may sec it answer’d 
With state, as well as family 
Fran. You shew 

A provident father. 1 shall not tlien be 


*■ Sir, I con quit yottr jealousy ,] i, e remove. 
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Endanger’d to your scruple, if I address 
My services to her, whose humble fortune, 

In the relation to your blood and nobleness, 

Is wealth enou<;h to me"* 

Car I wish it prosper. 

Fran. Voii have much honour’d me. \Exit. 

Car. That scruple’s vanish'd 
These are consideriiiffs, w'lth which parents must 
Timely prevent the folly and the fall 
Of children, apt to lose themselves in shadows, 
And gaudy apparitions. 

Enter a Servant 
Serv Your son 

Is come from Salamanca, sir — 

Car I hope 

Philosophy hath by this time tam’d his wildness , 

I have been careful not to feed his riots. 

He’s welcome , my next study is to choose 
A wife for him. 

Serv \\ ith him a gentleman, 

That seems of noble quality 

Enter Luv.s and Amikiito 

Lutjs Youi blessing, 

Next which, be a ha|)pines9, if you 

Embraec this noble gentleman, don Alberto, 

To wliosc atlection I have been engaged. 

Alb Our studies grew togethei, and oiii lore's 
Car You do an honour to us 
Luys If he thrive 

Upon his fair intents, .sir, to my sister, 

Whose character he has took delight to hear 
From me sometimes, it w'lll enlarge oui honour 
Car. He has improved in language — [aside ] — 
Ills estate 
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Luys Six thousand ducats, sir, per annum, clear 
In his possession, beside 
The legacy of a grannam when she dies, 

That has outliv’d six cals w'llliin their family 

Car. This tastes again of the old humour, he’s 
Not settled yet ! [Aside 

Luys Your pardon, sir , J cannot 
With any patience think of an old woman. 

They arc agues to rav nature , she that lives 
To tlircescorc is a witch, and fit for fuel. 

By tlie civil law. — I hope my mother’s well ] — 
Sir, I beseech you, be not you mistaken ; 

1 am not what I w’as. I’m strangely alter’d 
From the wuld garb, and can discourse most gravely 
Of any thing but old and toothless women 
Do not you think it fit, she should be burn’d, sir, 
That li\es within an hospital till the roof 
Coii«tiiiic to dust, and no inoie left for covering 
1’liaii IS kept up 111 one continued cobweb, 

I’lirou ” h w Inch I he birds may see her when she creeps 
Under a spulei's canopy ! what think vou ^ 

Speak your own conscience. 

Car A young wife \m 11 cure 
This angry heat of blood — \ ou are most welcome. 

[to Alberto. 

Command ni\ house, and if you can affect 
iNIv (laughter, for whose loyc (as my son here 
Prepares nie) you ha\c la’cn tliese pains, ^ I shall 
Make CLpial | impositions. I knew 
Your father well, doii Roderigo, who 
Gayc up Ills life yvith honour gainst the Moors. 
Once nioie you're w'elcoinc. — Son Luys, shew 
The yvay to your .sister, and bid her entertain 
Youi fnend with all the love her modesty, ■* 

And iiiy commands may prompt her to. 

' PreyaTes me) you [liavc ta'i’ii] these pains, *S(c ] Old cop) 
reads, " I’leparca ine^ you tooL Um pains,’’ &.c. 
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Alb. You much oblige my services. 

Luys Remember, don, 

Conditions , if m> sister and you join 
Your copyholds, I have a life must be 
Maintain’d till the old man die , hang his pension ! 
’Twill not keep me in snilads I'll conduct you 
[^Asule fo, anti ei if icith Alberto 
Car. I like his person well , and Ins calm gestuie 
Speaks for his other eomposilioii. 

The estate is competent, iny daughter is 
Obedient, which rich parents cull a blessing, 
Whose wisdom is to advance their name and 
fortunes 

My son IS all my study now — 

Enter don Ram Y res. 

My noble don Ramyres ' you look cheerful 
Earn ’Tis a good omen , I have business wi’ \e. 
Such as cannot despair your entertainment 
You have a daughter. 

Car I would you had one ! 

I should be willing to translate a son, 

And by his marriage be most proud to call 
Your daughter nunc 

Mam. You are next a prophet, signior, 

And, but the sexes dill'er, speak my thoughts , 

’Tis harmony on both sides , to be short, 

For let our gravities not waste lime and breath 
In our altdirs, give the young leave to court 
And spin out days in amorous circumstance 
My son Fernando, I need not call him heir, 

His birth concludes it, I would commend 
To fair Jaemta ■ it can be no dishonour 
To^ jrour family to mix with mine. 

Car. ’1’is an addition 
Will add a lustre rather to our blood 

Ram. ’Tis my affection to your daughter, which, 
confirmed 
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By obaervation of her virtue, makes 
Me wisb this tie between ’em ; I may safely 
Expect you will assure a portion that 
His fortunes will deserve, who must enjoy 
What I posse.ss, unless you disaffect 
His person, or decline his education, 

Which hath not spar’d ray coffers to advance him 
In tlie l>€*it form of gentleman 
Car 1 want 

Abilities of tongue to answer this 
Your freedom, and the bounty of your nature 
Towards my daughter , and so far am [1] from 
Kxcejition to Feniando, there’s no cavalier 
In S|)ain 1 \Msh to thrive so well in her 
Opimoii. 

Nam ’Twill be liis encouragement, 

If he intrench upon no other’s interest, 

I iiieun not to except, how well he can 
Deserve her nobly from a rival, if 
Her heart he not conti acted , this were to 
Engage ’em bt>lli to loss of peace and honour, 

Pci baps betray a life. 

Cut You aiguc iiolily; 

She is yet mistress of her thoughts, and free, 
While her obedience doth keep in trust 
Her heart, till I direct it, wlneh shall be 
To lo^e, anti choose your sou to lite w ithin it. — 
Hate I said lioine ’ 

Ram. You have. When they have met, 

We may conclude the dowry, and couliuu 
Our mutual assurances , till then 
Farewell. \_Extl. 

Car 1 like this well : Ramvres has 

' V 

A fortune for a grandee. Don Alberto 
Must now excuse me, if my tote prefer 
Fernando, whom ray daughter must accept, 

Or forfeit me. The new guest is not warm 
In his access, and shall not feel with what 

VOL. I. O 
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Soft art, and subtle ways, 1 steer her passion ; 

Yet were Alberto’s state ten maravedis 
Above Ramyres’, 1 should place him first. 

Fame is an empty noise, virtue a word 
There’s not a Jew will lend two ducats on — 

He IS return’d , I must prepare Jacmta \Extt 

Re-enter Ramyres with Fernando 

Fer. I hope my past life hath not, sir, so ill 
Deserv’d, you should be jealous of my duly 
When you command, although in things of this 
High nature, man being nothing more concern’d, 
Next the divine considerations. 

Than in the choice of her that must divide 
The joys and sufferings of his life, a son 
May modestly insist upon the privilege 
That Love, by his great charter, hath conferr'd 
On every heart, not to be forced, yet I 
Freely resign my will, and what men call 
Affection, to that object you present me 

Ram Apply yourself, then, to don Carlos’ 
daugliter , 

She's young, fair, iich, and virtuous, and I’ve had 
Full treaty with her father, who expects 
Your visit. 

Fer Young, fair, rich, and virtuous ' 

Four excellencies seldom met in one , 

She cannot, sure, want servants, that commands 
Under so many titles 1 could wish, 

' (So much 1 have ambition to be thought 
I Obedient, sir,) she were but one of those 
Ram. She is all, and one 
Fer. My duty were not less 
If I forgave myself a happiness 
To perfect your commands , sir, I am ready 
To try my fortune. 

Ram. There is no fear of thy repulse, aud when 
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Thou dost confirm her gain’d to thy affection, 

My greatest act, and care of life la over. 

Go on and prosper {Exit 

Fer He is passionate, 

And like (he fury of the winds, more loud 
By opposition , such a providence 
May he mine one day, when 1 am a father, 

And he for whose advance my cares are meant. 
Like me, may with a fair and formal shew 
Disguise his thoughts, too, yet 1 am to blame, 

For my aHectiun to a dream, a thing 

With which my eyes only convers’d, to hazard 

A father .> love, and the rich peace it brings. 

I'll uncreate the face I doat upon. 

And be myself, or — 

Enter Francisco 

What! my brother? 
Now, Francisco, you met niy father ? 

Ftan. Yes, and he 

[x)ok.s as some news had much exalted him. 

You arc not so merry in tlie face , wiiat is’t ? 

Fer. Nothing. 

Fran You held no controversies with him ? 

Fer N o 

Fran 1 cannot guess he was angry by his smiles , 
How did yon part? 

Fer. Exceeding kindly. 

Fran. What changes your complexion '* 

Fer. Thou'rt decei\ed 
Prithee, how do men look that are in love 

Fran Why, as they did before , what alteration 
Have you observ’d in me? 

Fer You Lave then a mistress, 

And thrive upon her favours ; — but thou art 
My bi other, I’il deliver thee a secret 
1 was at saint Sebastian’s last Sunday, 

At vespers, — 

02 
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Fran Is it a secret that you uent to church ? 
You need not blush to tell’t your ghostly father. 

Fer I pnthce leave thy itnperLiiiencc , there I saw 
So sweet a face, so liarmle.ss, so intent 
Upon her prayers, it frosted my devotion 
To gaze on lier, till by degrees I took 
Her fair idea through my coxetoiis eye. 

Into my heart, and know not how to ease 
It since of the impression 
Fran So ' proceed. 

Fer Her eye did seem to labour with a tear, 
Which suddenly took birth, but, overweigh’d 
With itsow'n swelling, dropp’d upon her bosom, 
Which, bv reflection of her light, appear’d 
As nature meant her .sorrow for an ornament , 
After, her looks grew cheerful, and I saw 
A smile shoot graceful upward from her eyes, 

As if they had gain’d a victory o’er grief, 

And with it many beams twisted themselves, 

Upon whose golden threads the angels walk 
To and a^ain from heaven * 

Fran. 1 do believe. 

By all these metaphors, you are in love , 

I see you have a fancy , but proceed. 

And be not melancholy 
Fer I have told thee all. 

Fran This is imlecd a vision , you have 
But seen her all this while, if I may counsel you, 
You should proceed , her face is nothing when 
You have perus’d the rest. 

Fer ’Tis dangerous. 

Fran You must excuse me, brother , 

There can be no hurt in a handsome woman, 

For if her face delight so much, what will 
The enjoying of so sweet a pile of beauty ? 


* Dr Farmer has noticed the extieme beauty of this passage 
IQ his Essay on ihe Learning of Shakspeare, 
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Fer Thou hast infus’d a con/idence , 1 will 
Embrace this counsel ■ you shall with roe, brother, 
And see how I behave myself, the lady 
Is not far off. 

Fran With all my heart. I’ll pawn 
My life you shall enjoy her , what is she 
Of flesh and blood, that will deny, v\lien she 
Is fairly courted ^ May I know the name 
Of this lov d mistress you may clear your thoughts, 
I dare ha\e no design to wrong >oiir love 

Fer. What think you, brother, of the fair Jacinta ? 
Fran Don Carlos’ daughter ^ 

Fer. To that happy coast 
I now am sailinjr , "c lose time , clap on 
More wings, thou feather’d god , thou hast put fire, 
Francisco, into my drooping thouglils, and as 
They had alieady hargain'd with tlie wdnd. 

They are aloft, and chide Lo\e's lazy motion. 

Fran. A word before you llv , but is Jacinta 
Your mistress, then ' 

Fer. The beautiful Jacinta 
Dost think 1 shall not prosper * JVhal is she 
Of Jlesh and blood, that can deny, ichen she 
Is fairhf courted ^ add to tins, my happiness, 

That she’s the mistress, whom, from all her sex, 
INIy father hath made choice of for ms courtship. 
He hath already treated with tlon Carlos, 

And ’twas Ins last command I should address 
My jiresent ^ isit to her 
Fran. Very well 

If tins be truth, yon need not (rouble wings 
To overtake this ladv ; to iiiy knowledge, 

(I’m serious now,) ,slie has bestow'd her heart 
Upon a tiieiid, who has already I'oititied 
Himself against the world, that would oppose 
Ills title to’t 

Fei- From what intelligence 
Have you gain'd this 1 her father knows it not 
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Come, these are but subtle pretences scatter’d 
By some, who cuniiini>ly thus hope to make 
ThemseUes a vicforv, b^ cutting off 
More fruitful expectations , this nui.st 
Not disciisfage me , prithee, w^alk. 

Fran 1 can produce myauthoi, here, Fernaudo, 
And with ray blood defend that interest 
She gave me, with inlent I should preserve it. 

Fer. How ! is she your’s, Francisco ? 

Fran. Mine, if hearts • 

Have power to make assurance. 

Fer. ’Tis some happiness 
I have no stranger to oppo^e, rvhose high 
And stubborn soul would not release this treasure, 
But make meforce it through his blood Franchscoand 
Fernando are two rillets from one spring , 

I will not doubt he w'lll resign, to make 
Me fortunate , or, should his will be cold, 

And some close thoughts sugge'.t I had no privilege, 

By eldest birth, but came a sly intruder 

Upon his right of love, there is a lie 

Of nature and obedience to a father 

Will make him give this bles.siiig from his bosom. 

And strip his amorous soul of all his wealth, 

That riiav invest my wishes. 

Fran I read not this 
In any of the reverend casuists ; 

No inequality being in our blood. 

The law of nature meant we should be equal ; 

It was first tyranny, then paitial custom. 

Made you more capable of land. Would you 
Be lord of us, b»"caiise you are first iKjrn, 

And make our souls your lenanis, too"* WbenTre 
Nam’d you ray elder brother, 1 exclude 
All servitude ; justice, that makes me love you, 
Carnes an equal law lo both ; 

Nay, 1 can love you mure, if 1 consider you 
(Without the chain of blood) a friend, than all 
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The bonds of nature can enforce me to ‘ 

In both relations give me leave to love you 
As much as man, but not resign my mistress. 

You .i'*fcnd higher, and persuade by what 
Obedience is owing to a father , — 

They give us life, a good son keeps it for them, 
And every drop bled in their cause, is glory, 

I can acknowledge this, and sacrifice 
Life, fortunes, a poor recompense to lose, 

(Were they all multiplied,) to shew my duty , 

But these are things may be resign’d : a mistress 
Is not a wealth in balance with the world, 

But much above the poLse of all its happiness. 

And equal with our iionour, rivetted 
Into our soul , it leaves her not, hen death 
Hath shook this body oil’, but flies with it 
More swift, to love it in the other world. 

Fer. ^’ou are very passionate. 

Fran lam very just, 

And you shall find it, brother, ere you twine 
With ray .laciiita, mine, if vow.s may give 
Possession of each other’s soul 
Fer No more 

May she be orlliy of thy heart, till mine 
Do entertain a treason to divide you , 

But 1, to satisfy niy father, must 
Present myself, and, trust me, will so manage 
My love to her, as thou shalt have no cause 
To interpret me a rival O, Francisco, 

Our loves arc of a kindred, for mine is 
Devote to Felisarda, to her cousin. 

Poor Felisarda 

f)ran. Theodoro’s daughter? 

Fer. We never yet chang’d language, nor doth she 
Imagine with what thoughts I honour her, 

* for them,] Old copy, for him : in the ncit line a is printed 
lur u 
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But here is the distraction , thou caust not 
Expect more opposition from don Carlos, 

Than 1 must from my father, if he knew 
Where I have placed my heart 
Fran Let us assist 

Each other, then, till time, and some kind stars, 
Matuie our love 

Fer Let fathers look at wealth, ’tis all their saint : 
Hearts aie free-born, and love knows no constraint. 

l^Exeunt. 


ACT 11. SCENE I. 

A Room in don Carlos’s House. 

Ente) Luys and Jacimta 

Luys How do you like Alberto, sister '* is he not 
A gallant gentleman'* 

Jac. For vvhat, good brother 
I cannot judge his intellectuals, 

But we ha>e plenty of more proper men 
In Spam 

Liii/.s He is an excellent scholar, 

He was still emperor in the schools, and since 
He studied logic and philosophv. 

He was the (low'er of’s time at Salamanca. 

Jac ’Tis pity he should be gather’d then 
ljuys What be gather’d ** 

Jac The tloiver jou talk on 
Lmys If you aflect him, sister, he may grow, 
And you may keep him still for seed, [so] please yew. 
Jac. And sell him out at sowing-time to gardeners. 
Luys Come, you must love him. 

Jac. Has he the black art 1 
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I know not how magic or philtres may • > ' 

Prevail, and yet he looks suspiciously 

Luys. You think you’re witty now , d'ye hear, 
you must 

Affect him for my sake 

Jac Now you speak reason ; ^ 

1 may I'ur your sake doat upon him, brother ; 

This IS a conjuration may do much. 

Jjuys Well said. 

Thou art mv sister, this good sature shews it. 

And now I’ll tell thee, 1 have promis'd him 
As much as marriage comes to, and I lose 
My honour, if my don receive the canvas. ‘ 

He has a good estate, and 1 have borrow’d 
Considendile monies of him, sister. 

Pieces of eight, and transitory ducats. 

Jac W'liich must be paid 
Luys Not if you marry him , 

Conditions have been thought on 
Jac How'* conditions* 

Luys And some revenue was coinenient 
To do things like a genllenian. 1 may 
Tell you, iny father is a little costive, 

Purse-bound, Ins pension cannot liuil me tooth- 
picks, 

I must live till he die 'tis fit, you know . 

Alberto has an exchetjiier, wdiicli, upon 
Tliy smiles, will still be open 
Jar Vtivy good , 

Then you, upon the matter, have sold me to him. 
To lind you spending money ? 


■ and I low 

My himour if my don retcive the canias ] i e be dismissed. 
The phrase is taken fioni thi practice of journeymen mechanics 
who tiavel in ijucsl of work, with the implements of their pro- 
fession Wiien tliey are dischaig^cd by tlieir masters, they are 
said to rcieiiie Ihe canvas, or Ihe bag , because in this, their toola 
aud necessaiiea aie packed up, preparatory to their remoral. 
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Liuys No, not sold , 

We are at no certain price , sums have been lent 
In expectation, or so, and may again. 

Jac Yon deserve, brother, I should hate you now. 
Luys It IS all one to me, so you love him ; 

For my part, I desire but my expenses. 

Jac. What if another man supply your wants 
Upon the same conditions of my love '* 

Luys. I am indifferent, so I have my charges. 
My necessary wine and women, paid for ; 

Lo\e -where you please yourself; I am but one, 

1 would not .see him want, that's all, because 
My father is not yet resolv’d about 
His soing; to hea\en. 

Jac M ell, sir, for don Alberto, 

You ‘'hall he liis advocate no more, and there's 
A fee to bribe your silence in his cause 

[Getes him money. 
Luys Why, thank you, sister, — will you die a 
virgin ^ 

Jac why do you ask'* 

Luys I would ''peak lor .somebody , tell me but 
whom 

^ ou have a mind to, and I'll plead fur him. 

And if he be a don, he will consider it , 

You may give me what you will, besides. 

Jac When 1 

Resolve, you shall be acquainted. 

Luys But do you hear ? 

Until you do resolve, 1 would lose no time , 

'Tis good keeping a friend, and a warm client. 
You may look lovingly upon Alberto, 

And let him hope, at all adventures , in i 
Two months you may be otherwise provided, 

And he may hang himself, I'thc mean time. 

Some favours now and then to the poor gentleman, 
Will do him good, and me no hurt , besides, 
You’ll please my hither in’t, whose vote is for him, 



-Sc.I.] THE BROTHERS. 


209 


And that’s a thing material. 1 am 

To meet with don Alberto, and some gentlemen ; 

1 will preserve Ins ct)iiHdence, and tell him 
I ha\e talk'd with thee Have you any more 
Of this complexion? ’cause I know not w'hat 
Occasions I may have to keep my credit 
With men of mark and honour, where 1 am going , 
You are mv father’s darling, and command 
His vellow ingots , t'other doblon doro. 

Jac. So I may bring a rent-charge on myself 
L/uys 'riie t’other drop of orient mercy ; come. 
Jac You care not what accounU 1 give my 
father 

Luys Tlioii hast twenty ways to cozen him ; 
wedge it 

Into the ne\l bill, he wears spectacles, 

And lo\es to read — hem, for pious uses — ; 

Can it he less to help a bi other'* — \_Jac. gives him 
more nioneiy ] — well said. 

Jac Let not this feed your not. 

Luys By no means 
1 am for no Carthusians to-day 
Farewell, dear sister. — 

Eater Carlos, Fernando, Francisco, and 
Felisarda. 

Who is that ? 

Jac. My father 

Luys. I canuot endure tliat old man’s company 

[Exit. 

Car. 1 am past compliinent, and must acknow- 
ledge 

Your fair intentions honour us' she is no goddess 
Of beauty, sir, but let me, willioiil pride, 

Boa.st myself blest, Fernando, in her virtues, 

And that which crowns ’em all, obedience.— 'v 
Jacinta, entertain this gentleman 
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With all becoming tlioug^hts of love ; his merit 
^ut of no rash, but mature judgment,) hath 
Prevail’d with me, to name him to the iirst 
And noblest place within joiir heart. 

Fer. Until this hour I never had the confidence 
More than to think of love, and hide a llanie 
That almost hath consumed me. You may think 
It worth a smile, and that I only (loiirishjiu 
To she\\ my vanity of wit or language , 

But when \ou understand that 1 bring hither 
No young affection, but a love took in 
Long since at my ambitious eye, it may 
Beget your gentle thought, or will, to cure me. 

Jac Pardon me, if the more you strive to print 
A truth on this short .story of your passion, 

The more I find myself inclined to wonder, 

Since you .seem to infer, you took in the 
Disease at .sight of mo, I cannot be • 

So Ignorant, as not to have receiv’d 
Your name and character, but never knew 
Before, when you did grate us with a visit ; 

And how then, at such distance, you contracted 
A danger so consuming, is above 
My knowledge, not my pity, if you could 
Direct me to the cure with virgin honour 

Car So, so , 1 leave you to the amorous dia- 
logue, 

Pre,sume you have my voice 
Jac Sir, with your pardon, 

You lead me to a wilderiie.ss, and take 
Yourself away, that should be ^uide , do you 
Engage me to affect this don bernando 
In earnest 
Car. Yes. 

Jac. You did direct ray love 
To don Alberto 

Car. I dispense with that 
Command ; you may, by fair degrees, and honour, 
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Quit his addresses, and dispose yourself 
Mistress and bride to don Ramyres’ heir. 

Fel \^lo Francisco ] — It does not thus become 
you, sir, to mork 
A virgin never injur'd you : he !*• 

Your elder brotlier, I am here beneath 
The level of liis thoughts, i’ the nature of 
A servant to niy cousin, and depend 
Ujion niy uncle s charity 
Ft an May I be 
Curst in in\ own affections, if I 
Delude thee, though to achieve our best desires 
We stem to dissemble thus before don Carlos 
This IS a secret yet to poor Jacinta. ' s o 
Cor You have my will , obey it. 

Joi 1 lath Francisco 

Broken his faith already'* \^Aside. 

Car May you both joy, vvhere you have placed 
I \our loves! 

You apply close, Francisco \^Ex‘it 

Fran \\'^ith your good favour, 

I fairly hope 

Fer Your fdthcr’s gone, Jacinta 
Jac. 1 should be 

Evpinlly pleas’d if you would leave me, too 
Fel J’his is H change ' 

Jac rnkiiid lYancisco, hear me 
Fran. ’Tis my meaning — Brother,! have prepar'd 
Your story there with Feli.sarda ; lose 
No time 

Fer Jacinta, clear your thoughts again, 

And |)ardoii that I took a shape to fright you , 

I shall not grieve to sec Francisco prosper. 

And merit all your favours, since my hopes 
Must thrive, or have their funeral liere. 

[taking Fehsarda's hand 

Jac. Are we 

So blest, Francisco ? That’s a noble brother ! 

Fer. I may suppose my brother, Felisarda, 
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Hath made it now no secret, that I love you ; 

And since our stars have so contriv'd, that we 
Have means to assist our mutual ambitions, 

Do not you make their inniience iin|irohtable , 

'Tis the first boldness 1 ere took to visit you, 
Althoiig-h iiiv eyes have often, with delight 
And sati>>faction to niy heart, observ'd you. 

Fel. You seem a noble gentleman, and.can take 
But little olory to undo a maid, i 
Who St fortunes cannot bring you any triumph. 

Fer How mean vou, fairest? 

Fel Not to be flatter’d, sir. 

Into a sin, to cure my poverty ; 

For men, whose expectations are like your's. 
Come not with honour to court such as 1 am, 
(Lost to the world for want of portion,) 

But vvith some untam’d heat or blood 
Fer I dare. 

With conscience of my pure intent, try what 
Rudeness you find upon my lip, ’tis chaste 
As the desires that breathe ui>on my language 
I began, Felisarda, to aflect thee 
By seeing thee at prayers , thy virtue wing'd 
Love's arrow first, and 'twere a sacrilege 
To chotise thee now for sin, that hast a jiower 
To make this place a temple by ihyinnocence. 

I know thy poverty, and came not to 
Bribe it against thy chastity , if thou 
Vouchsafe thy fair and honest love, it shall 
Adorn ray fortunes, which shall stoop to serve it, 
In spite of friends or destiny 

Fran [to Jaemta ) — My brother 
Knows my whole interest in thee, to whom 
My father’s care directed him , but we 
Thus mutually re.solve to aid each other 

Jac. This must be wisely manag'd of all sides , 
Parents have narrow eyes. * 

* Parenti have narrow qrcf -3 Meaning, perhaps, that they look 
carefully, or narrou.1^ into these afiain. 
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Fiati. Oar aieetiag thus 
Will happily secure us from their jealousy ; 

Our fathers must not know this countermarch ^ 

Re-enter Carlos, behind. 

» - — 

Car. Hal 

I like not this : Fernando at busy courtship 
ith Fclisarda, and Francisco so 
Close with my daughter ! 

Jac. Alas ! we are betray’d 
Fel My uncle. 

Fer You are her kinswoman, and of her bosom, 
I prithee, in my absence, plead to fair 
Jacinla for me ; as an earnest of 
My gratitude, accept this trifle from me. 

Car Ha' 'tiaajewel-- 
Fel Without this reward 
I should solicit, sir, your cause, and do 
My dut\ to don Carlos, who desires it, 

Fer I take ray leave. 

Fran Madam, I shall be proud 
To call you sister, but you will pro|)are 
Another happiness if you vouchsafe 
To speak for me to pretty Felisarda , 

She’s bound to hear your counsel and obey it ; 

If I may owe this favour to your charity. 

Jac Your goodne.ss xmII deserie more. 

Fran I must follow him. \^Ex'it. 

Car. Do you take notice, Felisarda, that 
You live here on the bounty of an uncle '* 

Your father had but ill news from the Indies. 

Fel Sir, as your goodness wants no testimony, 

I shall attend it with alt humble services 

Car How durst you, in the presence of ray 
daughter. 

Maintain such whispers with Fernando, eh* 

Fel. Sir, he was pleas’d — 
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Car. No Biore , I here discharg^e you — 
Jacinta, I’ll provide ooe to attend you * ■’> 

With less relation to yonr blood — -ril hear 
Of no defence , away ' out of my doors ! 

Go to your father, signior Theodoro . 

His ships maynse again were sunk by tli’ Hollander, 
And's fleet from St Thomas ; he may prefer you 
To some rich don , or, who knovis but you may, 
Borne on the plumes of his estate, be made 
In time a proud condessa , so, a Dios, 

Muy lUuslte seiiora Felisarda ' 

Jac. Thus have 1 heard a tall ship has been 
wreck’d i- .x 

By some strange gust within the bay his passion 
Admits of no dispute — Oh, my poor coz, 

I fear my turn is next to be an exile , 

Thy absence must deprive me of Francisco, 

Who can no more glad his Jacinta’s eyes, 

W itli a pretence to visit thee. 

Fel. ’Tis not 

My fear to suffer want .so much afflicts me, 

As that I must lose you — But he returns 

Re-enter Caulos vith a letter, and a Servant. 

Car Don Pedro deFuenteCalada.coming hither. 
With don Alberto, and my .son f 

Serv. Yes, sir , the count desires to see Jacinta, 
Whom your son has so commended, and sent me 
To give jou notice [Exit Servant. 

Car Ha' Jacinta! retire 
To your closet, and put on your richest jewels, 

A count is come to visit you — Felisarda, 

There may be some more art us’d in her drees^ 

To take the eyes of greatness. 

Jac. Sir, you speak 
As I w'ere meant for sacrifice, or sale , 

The count don Pedro — 
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Car. No reply, be careful, 

And humble in your office, Felisarda, 

And you may live and eat here, till Jacinta 
Provide anolhcr servant to attend her, 

Which may be three whole days , my anger is 
Not everlasting — Bid my wife come to me. 

[Exetinf Jacinta and Felisarda. 

Enter Alsimira. 

1 expect an honourable guest, the count don Pedro, 
'Fo see our daughter, whom 1 have commanded 
To ajipear with all her riches, to attract him. 

Als If his intents be honouiahle , I have heard 
Don Pedro loves a handsome donna 

Cur lie had better cool hi^ hot blood i' the frozen 
Sea, niid rise thence a rock of adamant, 

I'o drau more u'ondcr to the north, than but 
Atteuipt to wrong her chastity — 

Enter don Peduo, F-uys, and Alberto. 

'Fills from doii Pedio is .aii Jjonour binds 
I'lie scr\ ice of our Iwcs 
Ped Noble don Carlos. 

Ah Ifwe had been piepar‘d,\vc should have met 
Fills grace w;ith more becoming entertainment 
Fed. 'Tis fair, and equal to my wishes . — [lie 
kisses Alsttmra ] — She 

Does smell of roasted garlick. [aside ] — This your 
I sister? 

Re-enter Jacinta a»i/ F i lisarda, 

Lays. That is ray mother, sir , here is Jacinta 
Fed She has a tempting shape , Inowani pleas’d. 
1 use to kiss all — Hum, a pretty thing ' 

[seeimj Felisarda. 
Cm I like not his bu^v eyes on Felisarda [Aside 
\OL I, P 
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Alb You will be fnithfiil to me 
Luys. Who, I faithful'* how shall I live else'* 
Car. Son Luys [^Takes Luys aside. 

Alb. Madam. 

Ped. Will you be pleas’d [t’] admit don Pedro, by 
The title of your servant, to presume . ^ 

Sometime to ^^alt upon you 
./ac It were pride, 

And saucy ambition, sir, in me, to tliiiik 

You can descend so much from your great birth. 

To own a name and office so much beneath you. 

Ped. 1, that before thought women easy trifles, 
And things which nature meant only to quench 
High flamesin man, am taken with this I.uly \^Aside. 
Luigi, thou hast wrong’d the fair Jacinta,t 
Thy praise w'as thin, and cold , Spain is not rich 
Enough to boast her equal : and 1 love her 

Luys Oh, she will be too proud to know it, sir 
Ped. Proud she mu'^-t be, whose eyes have such 
command. 

She has a pretty .ser\ant too, Luigi , 

] like ’em both. 

Luys How' Ixith* 

Ped They will do well, 

' One for a wife, the other for a concubine, 

Luys It will become your high blood. 

Ped. Say 1 kiss 

Her white hand, and present her with these pearls * 
Luys Y our honour shall command. 

Ped Your daughter ha.s a most magnetic face, 
And I pronounce liei happy, your consent 
Confirms her nunc. 

Car There ’.s nothing in my blood or fortune, but 
Don Pedro shall command — 1 was prophetical — 
Come hither, Alsimira, w'oiildst imagine ? 

He’s taken with Jaemta, and hath pray’d 
Already my consent. 
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Als Believe not all 

That great men speak are oracles , our daughter — 
Car. If she be stubborn, uncreatcs herself. 

Be you wise, and counsel her to this ambition, 

Or thus I loose vou all. — Ha! turn away 
That fair\, she's a v\Uch, the count talks with her 
Alb. I liope you hold me not, sir, less deserving 
Than when \ou gave mo free access to plead 
!^ly service to your daughter '* — If that don — 

Car Sir, you too much prejudicate my thoughts , 
I most give due respects to men of honour, . 

Nor IS it Gl I should impose upon 
'I'lie freedom of Jacinta’s love 
A/b You are noble 
Cm Mn lord 

Al// I do not like this don [to Luys 

Liti/.s. Thoii'rt of ray mind, I do not like him 
neither , 

And vet the blackbird's in the bush , * see what 
.V prc^ont he would give my sister. 

[Sheiciny him the pearls 

Alb Did she refuse it? 

Luiis 1 never mean .she shall, what' wrong 
m\ fiiend? [Embracing him. 

Yet I’ll take all, and lot him hang himself. 

If he would send lii> eves, 1 would undertake 
'i'o carrv ’em to the jeweller, they would off 
For prellv loadstones. Have no fear, mv mother 
Ls for vou, too , you mii.st fee both your advocates 
Cur .Tacinla ' 

.lac. Sir. 

Ijuys She takes herself much honoui’d 
Ped You oblige. 

Lmys Let me alone to carry things 
Be coiiGdent to trust uic with your honour — 

If it would pawn for any thing [Aside. 

Jac I’m not perfect 

* jtiia i/et the blackbird'h in the Inisli ,] i e limed, taken. 

P2 
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How to neglect Alberto yet, and must I 
Throw off Fernando, but new entertain’d 
By your command the world will censure strangely. 
Car The world will praise thy wisdom, and ray 
care ; 

Or, if some giddy tongues condemn what's good, 
Must we be servile to that fear, and lose 
That wiiicli will make us judges ol iheir follv, 

And damn it w'lth a frown of state * they’re fools 
That doat upon those shadows, idle talk, 

The slime of earth-worms, that doth shine to cozen 
Infants ' ’tis fit w’c raise our thoughts to substances. 

Jac. Let modesty and nature plead a little, 

If I appear not fund to entertain him 

1 may collect more strength by time and counsel, 

And tor your satisfaction dare profess 

Ms- lord hath too much graced the low .laciiila 

W Ih a pretence so noble but 1 should 

Be held not worth his person, and too light. 

At his 6rst breath of courtship, to fall from 
My virgin strength, and give myself his captive 
Car I shall allow that ceremony ^ Uie co^ynt 
Makes an address. [E.reuiit Alsiniird nnU Feltsarda 
Ped I must use thrift in my delight ; my eyes 
Are proud, and must be taught by absence how 
To value such a mistress 1 do miss the cham- 

r 

berraaid 

Car It will become me to attend. 

l^Eicuiit Alberto and Jacinta 

Ped Your pardon 
I’ll take it for an honour, if your son 
Be pleas’d — but to my coach 
Lmys Oh, my good lord ! 

So much 1 am your creature, if you knew 
But where to match me, I would be your coach- 
horse [^Exeunt Pedro and Luys 

Car. So, so , Jacinta’s stars do smile u|xm her, 
’Twill be a match . were but my son as fair 
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In expectation of a bride, I'd write 
Ntl ultra to my cares , lie is too airy 
And volatile, a wife would timely bx hmij'i"' 

And make him tit to manage my estate. — 

Re-enter Luvs. 

But he returns ; I’ll feel his pulse. 

Car Thou seesthownear.lacintaisto happiness. 
Luy». I did some office lu’t, she may thank me ; 
i first inspir'd his lordship 
Cur Such a providence 
To build thyself a fortune by some brave 
And noble marriage, would become thy study, 

And make thy fatlier willingly resign 
His breath, with contidence to know thee wise ■ 
To govern what my iiiduslrs hath gather’d 
What thmk'st thou of a wile * 

Luyft I think little, sir. 

What should 1 do w itli a wile ’ 

Car Imitate me, and study fame and wealth 
To thy po.sleritv Have I with (arc 
Acquir’d such an cslale, that must not last 
Two ireiieralioins ^ 

IjUi/s The wav to make it last, 
hs not to think ol wiving , for iny pait, 

(Sir, with your pardon, if I may speak freely,) ' 

1 had opinion once I was your son. 

But fearing, by your narrow exhibition,’ 

You lov’d me not, 1 had a controversy 
VV'ithin my thouglits, whether 1 should resolv'e 
To geld myself, or turn a begging friar. 

Car A begging friar ! 

Luys. 'Tis as 1 tell vou, sir , 

® Ilul fearing, hy ycur evhibiiion,] i c pension, allowance . tlma 
in ihc Tu'o Gentlemen of f'erona 

“ Whal maintenance be from his frienJs leceives, 

" Like erhibition thou shall have fiom me ” 
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This last I fix’d upon, and have been studying 
Where I conveniently might raise a sum 
To compass a hair shirt, sir, to make trial, U . < 
Before I thrust myself point blank into 
The order. 

Car Thus wild sons interpret still 
A prudent father , but you may discharge 
Your jealousies, unless it be your own 
Devotion to be chaste, and live a recluse. 

Luys For that I can be ruled , I have not liv’d 
After the rale of hating any woman, 

But I can hear of marriage, if it be 
Your pleasure : but these wives, sir, are such tickle 
Things, not one hardly staid amongst a thousand , — 
Beside, unless you find one very rich, 

A man may cast away himself, and get 
A bundle of beggaries, nioulhs, that day and night 
Are open, like hell-gates, to feed. I would not 
Hazard my freedom, and the blessings heaven 
Has lent you, sir, upon a wife with nothing. 

Car Thy pension doubles for that word , in 
earnest 

How much I like this wisdom, take this purse , 

I will have no account , and find me out 
A wealthy maid or widow, but not ugly ' 

Luys No ! not ill-lavour’d, sir, if sfie be rich 
A little old or crippled 
Cai 1 will not have Ihce 
Marry a ciookcd, deform’d thing, because 
She may have children — 

Luys. Not unless she have 
An infinite wealth to make them straight, sir , 

I’ll marry a witch, so she have money, sir 
Car No, on no terms a monster ! 

Luys. Then I will not i 

And now it comes into my mind, they talk of 
A young rich widow, donna Estefania, 

What do you think of her ? 
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Car. Thou hast nam’d one 
To my own desires , she lives a widow still, 

But has refus’d many brave dons. 

Jjuys, No matter; 

I like her, sir, the better. 

Car. She gives good entertainment. 

Jjuys I w’lll have her, ^ .a 
If you but say the word I wear a charm 
To catch a widow ; but this purse vv ill hardly 
Last till we finish , I must do things with honour. 

Car Thou shalt be furnish’d like mv son , kneel 
down 

And ask my blessing, I do long to give it thee. 

Luys I have your blessing here. 

Car I’ll find thee out 
Some jewels to pre.sent ihv mistress too. 

Luys 'Tu ill not be much amiss ; the gold will go 
The farllier sir — \_Extt Carlos. 

1 know not how this came about, 

Uni ess don Pedro’s coming to niy •si'^ter 
Have made him mad, and wrought this miracle — 
How caieful he was 1 should not marry one de- 
foimed , I have cho''e the handsomest things thus 
far, an I marry with a witch at these years, let 
the devil ride my wild mare to death and, now I 
consider on it, 1 will not have the widow, for fear 
ol (he worst , yet I'll to hei, and make a business 
on it, to keep the old man’s bags in motion This, 
with some good husbandry, and no jilay, may last 
a fortnight. 

’Tis very gold , yes, it will pay some scores, 
Maintain ray negro, and a brace of whores — 
Now, fiddles, do your worst [Exit. 
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AC T Iir SCENE I. 

A Street before Ramyres's House 
Enter Ramyres and Fernando 

Ram. How ! no success '* where lies the oppo- 
sition 

Don Carlos, equal with myself, profess’d 
His free desires, and to dispose Ins daughter 
To meet thee with all lo\mg entertainments 
What can she aigue to thy birth, or person, 
Attended with so plentiful a fortune'* 

1 must believe thy courtship dull and faulty 
When I was at thy years, and sprinir of blood, 

I wound myself like air among the Indies, 
Commanding eierv bosom, and could dwell . 
Upon their lips like their own breath , their eyes 
Doubled their beams on me, anil she that was 
Ofliardest composition, whom no love 
Could soften, when I came with charm of language, 
Her frost would straight dissolve, and from her eyes 
Her heart came weeping forth to ivooaiie take it. 

Eer \et voii, that did with a magnetic chain 
Attract so many, could possess but one 
1 came not to don Carlos’ house with cold 
Or lukewarm thoughts, but aim'd with active fire, 
That would have melted any heart but her’s, 
Bound up w'ltli ribs of treble ice against me, — 

By which I find there is another fate 

That governs love, against whose secret doom 

In vain is eloquence or force. 

Ram. So obstinate '* 

Fer. Nothing that 1 could say 
In my own cause could make her tongue or looks 
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Promise an expectation to thrive 
By any after service , this disdain 
I did resent, ns it became my honour, io 
And now confirm’d against her pride, have thoiiglit 
Of something, that, with your consent, may tame 
Her scorn, or punish it to her repentance. 

Ram. Name it 

Fer She has a kinswoman lives with her, 
Felisarfla daughter to signior Theodoro, 

A tradc-fall’n merchant, brother to don Carlos; 
This Felisarda, 

That now lives on the charity of her uncle, 

Half servant, half companion to Jacinta, - o 
And fair, 1 would pretend to love, observe me, sir. 
And in their presence court her as my mistress 
Methinks I see already how Jacinta 
Doth fret and frown r, . " 

Ram. I like it well. 

FPr To see her cousin so preferr’d, it is 
The nature, sir, of women to be vev'd 
When thc> know any of their servants court 
Another, and that love they thought not w'orth 
Their own reward, will simg them to the soul, 
WJieii 'tis translated where it meets with love, 

And this will either break her stiibhorn heart, 

Or liumbic her 

Ram. But what i( this pretence. 

Bn such degrees conNcy away your heart, 

'riiat, Nvhen Jacinta comes to sense, jou cannot 
RetncNc jour passion from the last ? Or say, 
Felisarda should believe jou, and give up 
Her heart to your possession, when you 
Are by your first desires invited back. 

What cure for Felisarda’s wound, if you 
Affect her not** Although 1 like that part 
Of your revenge, I Nvould not have my son 
Carry the hated brand of cruelty. 

Or hear Fernando broke a lady's heart , 
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But live upon his clear and honest truth, 

And if Jacinta have not valued him, 

Find his own estimation in some other 
By fair and noble courtship Virtue is 
Above the gaudy shine of gold , and if 
My son love where his honour cannot sulTer, 

The want of dower I can forgi\e. ' 

Fer You now 

Read excellent charity, and, like a father, 

It is the harmony I would hear ; I chide 
My fears, that did suspect you would prefer 
Wealth in a bride 

There is no beauty or estate compar’d 
To that resulteth from the soul . I dare 
Now ope tins narrow closet, and present 
The name I love above the world , it is, 

Sir, Felisarda, ecpial m her blood. 

Within whose vntuous poverty 
More treasures arc contain’d, than in those veins 
Of earth, which, open’d by our slaves, do bleed 
Such floods of gold into the lap of Spam. 

Pardon ray long concealment of her name, 

’Twas sm agaiii'.t voiir V'lrlue, and once more 
Speak in that blessed language, I may hope 
To call tins virgin niine. 

Ram How long have you 
Been taken with this female holiness'^ 

Fer. Before Jacinta was propounded, tins 
Took firm possession of my lailh. 

Ram Thou hast 

Discover’d thy destruction, foolish boy ! 

Was this your policy to be reveng’d 
Ufion Jacinta, whom my providence 
Elected to preserve our name and family, 

To doat upon a beggar ! Thou hast flung 
A fire into my brain , either resolve 
To perfect my commands, and, throwing off 
That trifle thou hast prais’d, prefer Jacinta 
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To the best seat within thy heart, and marry her, ' 
Or live a .stranger to me, and divested 
Of all those ri^ts which nature and thy birth 
Have flatter'd thee with hope to find ; expect not, 
Alive, the .stipend of a groom to feed thee, 

Nor, dead, the naked chanty of a shroud 
To hide thee from the worms. 
fer O, sir, call back 

That murdering >entence, it were sin to let 
This passion dwell upon you, nor would heaven. 
Whose [equal] eyes survey our frailty, suffer 
So wild a rage possess jou. 

Jiam 'Tis within 
Thy own obedience to divert it. 
fer When 

You ha’ heard what I can say more, you will elude 
Your fierce command 

Ram What riddle’s this ^ 

Per. Jacinta's 

Already made anolher’s, and my force 
Upon her vows can be no less than sacrilege. 

Ram This is some new pretence 
Per Sir, nottowa.ste your patience, she hath given 
Herself by holy contract to Francisco ' '* 

Rain Thy >ounger brother * 

Per This, 1 know, will calm 
Your fury, and those eyes, that threaten’d lightning, 
With smiles applaud Francisco’s fate, and praise 
AH disobedience. 

Ram Friuicisco's unstress'? 

Per. His wife, confirm’d by vows, and change of 
hearts , 

I had it fioni them.selves, w'hen either strove 
Whose circumstance should credit most their story, 
Her tear, or his conclusive groan, to seal 
Their marriage, but both were equal, sir. 

AVhat curse had I deser\'’d, should I divorce 
This innocent pair of lovers'* 
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Winch foolish thou interprel’st thy defence, 

Hath but enlarg’d thy folly , and that act 
Which in Francisco 1 commend, upbraids 
Thy own degenerate baseness ; shall thy brother, 
Who carries all his portion in his blood, 

Irfjok high, and, careful of his honour, aim 
At fortunes, and with confidence achieve 
His glorious end, and shall his elder brother, 
Engag’d by nearest tie to advance his name. 

Lie beating in the conimun track of gulls, 

And sacriticc his birth and expectations 
To a cozening face, and po^e^tY’ Instead 
Of adding nionunients, that to the world 
Should be his Inirig chronicle, to bury 
His own, and all the antique honours, he 
Ne’er sueat (or, but were cast into his blood, 
Within a dunghill — Thou hast forfeited 
I’h) birthright, which Francisco shall inherit, 

Nor shall the loss of my estate be all 

Thy punishment , hear, and believe u ith horror ; 

If thou reiioiiiicc not her that hath bewitch’d 
Thy heart, Felisarda, and, by such a choice 
I shall atfect, redeem this scandal nobly, 

Fernando, from this minute, 1 pronounce 
Heir to his father’s curse , be wise or perish 

Fer Why does not all the slock of thunder fall ? 

Enter Francisco. 

Or the fierce w'lnds lioiii their close caves let loose, 
Novi' shake me into atoms'* 

Fran. Fie, noble brother, what can so deject 
Your masculine thoughts'* is this done like Fer- 
nando "* 

Whose resolute soul so late was arm’d to fight 
With all the miseries of man, and triumph 
With patience of a martyr** 1 observ’d 
• My father late come from you. 
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Fer. Yes, Francisco, 

He hath left his curse upon me 

Fran How '* t ~ . 

Fer. His curse , dost comprehend whatjhat word 
carries, 

Shot from a father’s angry breatli? unless 
I tear poor Felisarda from my heart, 

He hath pronounc’d me heir to all Ins curses. — 
Does this fright thee, Francisco thou hast cause 
To dance in soul for this, ’tis only I 
INlust lose and mourn ; thou shalt have all, [ am 
Degraded from my birth, while he affects 
Thy forward >outli, and only calls thee son. 

Son of his active spirit, and applauds 
TTiy progress with Jacinta, in whose smiles 
Thou niay’st see all thy wishes waiting for thee, 
'VVlnlsl poor Fernando, for her sake, must stand 
An excommunicate from every blessing, 

A thing that dare not give myself a name. 

But filing into the world’s necessities, 

Until in time, with wonder of my v%anls, 

I turn a ragged statue, on whose forehead 
I'^ach clown may cane Ins motto. 

Ft an. AVill it call 

H IS blessing buck, if you can quit your love 
To Felisarda ' she is now a stranger 
To her uncle’s house ; I met one of his servants, 
Who told me, on some jealous apprehension, 

Don Carlos had discharg’d and bamsli'd her 
Fer He could not be so barbarous. 

Fran You know 
Her falher’.s po\crty. 

Fer And her Meallli of virtue 
Ft an Jt IS worth your counsel 
To exaiiime whut you may preserve, if wisely ‘ 
You couhl persuade yourheart to love some other. — 
Fe). What was't Francisco said ' 
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Fran. Whose equal birth 
And virtues may invite a noble change 
Fer. Do not you love Jacinta ** 

Fran. Most religiously. 

Fer. If you can but contrive your hearts at 
distance, 

And in contempt of honour, and your faith, 

Sacred to heaven and love, disclaim your mistress, 
I may be happy yet ; what say [you] ? I know 
Jacinta’s wise, and when she understands 
How much it will advance her charity — 

Fran. Our case is not the same with vour's, 
good brother , 

We have been long acquainted, to contract 
Affections , if I understand, your loves 
Are young, and had no time for growth 
Fer Do not wound me. 

’Tis false, by Love itself! thou hast deserv'd 
1 should forget thee now , dost thou consider 
Love, (that doth make all harmony in our soul, - 
And seated in that noblest place of life. 

The heart,) with things that are the slaves of time. 
And that, like common seeds, thrown into lartli, 

It must have leisure to corrupt, and after 
Much expectation, rise to name and vigour^ 

Love is not like the child that grow.s^ and gets 
By slow degrees perfection , but created. 

Like the first man, at full strength the first minute , 
It makes a noble choice, and gains from time 
To be call’d only con.stant, not increas’d. 

Preserve thy own affections, and think mine 
Noble as they, 1 shall suspect thy love 
To me else , prithee leave me. 

Fran I’ll obey, 

And study liow to serve you 

[Exit Fernando walks aside. 
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Enter Felisarda. 

Fer Ha' ’tis Felisarda 

Fel. Turn’d out like one that had been false ' 
where shall 

Poor Felisarda wander? Were it not 
To ask a father’s blessing, I would visit 
Some wilderness, ere thus present myself, : h i 
His burden and his sorrow 

Enter don Pedro. 

Pod. Had you no 
Relation to Jacinta, pretty one ^ 

Fel. I was her servant. 

Fed, C'ome, jou shall be my mistress , they have 
us’d 

Thee scurvily, I will provide thee a lodging. 

Fer. 1 shall not use your bounty, sir, for that 
Ped Thou art aliand-iome donna , here’s apistolet , 
Meet me i’ the c^enmg, wilt"* 

Fel Where, and for what * ‘ 

J^ed The where, at thy own choice, the what, 
thy honour 

Fel You are not noble 

Ped Don Pedro will embrace thy buxom body. 
Fer. [coming foncard] You must unhand this 
Mrgin 

Fel PYr goodness, sir, 

Add not your anger to my sufferings 
Unhappy P^elisaida ' 

Ped Is she a friend of your's, signior * 

Fer. She is not for your sinful knoivlcdge, don 
Ped Peso las mnnos , a Dios, senora ' — Diablo ! 
My blood is high and hot, unless I marry timely, 

T must seek out a female julap. [Eanf 

Fel Don Carlos’ fear of you was my first error, 
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But I accept my banishment, and shall 
Humble myself to my poor father’s fortune — 

‘ You will be, sir, dishonour’d to be seen 
Witli such a walking misery. 

Fer. Thy uncle 

Hath play’d the tyrant with thee , but lose not 
Thy virtuous courage', how our stones meet 
And challenge kindred in allliclion ' 

Oh, Felisarda ! I do suflier too, 

And for thy sake , thou shall know more . till I 
Salute thee at thy father’s house, jireservc 
Good thoughts of thy Fernando, and accept 
This little gold, no bribe against thy honour. 

Fel My best return must be my prayers 
Fer. Farewell ? — 

’Tis not impossible my father may 
Retract his cruelty, and by time, and some 
Discreet ways, yet be wrought to like w hat now 
His passion will not let him see, her virtue. 

How many seas are met to wrestle here ' v- [Fji(. 


SCENE II. 

A Room m don Carlos’s House. 

■ 

Enter Jacinta and Alberto 

Jac I love you, sir, so well, that I could wish 
You were a witch 

Alb. A witch ' your reason, lady 
Jac. Then ’twerc within the circle of jour arl 
By some device to rid me of don Pedro, 

Or, if you could by any spell but get 
My father disaffect him. — 

AUi A witch ! that’s a way about , 1 were best 
cut his throat a little. 
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Jac. You’re much beholding to my brother, sir, 
He still commends you such an advocate 
Deserves his fee. 

Alb. Unless my cause succeed, 

He has been feed too much [aside ] — Your bro- 
ther, lady, 

Preserves a noble friendship. If I were sure 
You would be mine, Jacinta, I could tarry 
Till your father die 

Jac But how can you procure 
Don Pedro to have patience so long. 

Whom my father pleads for, and prefers'* 

Alb. There, there’s the mischief; I must poison 
him , 

One Cg ' sends him to Erebus, 'tis iu 
Your power and wit to spin out time , I may 
Invent a means for his conveyance — Ha ! - 

Enter don Carlos, Estefama, and Luys 

Jac The lady Estefama' 

Car Welcome again , 

This is an honour to us. Where’s Jacinla^ 

Salute this noble lady. — Ha, Luigi, 

Hast thou prevail’d already '? 

Luys 1 am i' the way, you see , 

She has not been observ’d, they say, to walk 
So freely with some men that boast more favour 

Enter don Pedro. 

Ped What makes the lady Estefama here 

[Aside 

I lilm not thcirxon verse ; this day is ominous [Exit 
Car. Was’t not the count don Pedio that retir’d * 
What object here displeas'd him '* 

Alb. Ha, ha ! didst see the don ? 

Car. Preserve your mirth — I must be satisfied. 

[Exit. Luys and Alb. walk aside, 

' One fig] Sec j) 141 
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Luys I’ll lay a thousand ducats that my costive 
don has been tampering with ray widow ; I observ’d, 
When I by chance let fall discourse, how much 
He was an amorous servant to Jacinta, 

She chang’d her colour, and did make 
Such business how my sister did affect him, 

That I may guess, though I make use on’t otherwise 
To the old man, to keep the pulses of 
His purse in play, she came to examine chiefly 
How matters here proceeded Well, if she Io^e 
him — 

Alb She is thy mistress 

Ijuya My mistress ' yes, but any man shall 
marry her. 

Alb How 

Luys She is a widow, don, consider that , 

Has buried one was thought a Hercules, 

Two cubits taller, and a man that cut 
Three inches deeper in the say,* than I , 

Consider that loo : 

She maybe cock o’ tnenty, nay, for aught 
I know, she is immortal 

Alh What dost with her? 

Luys. Faith, nothing yet. 

And have but little hope, I think she’s honest 

AU) Does she love thee 

Luys At her own peril . we are rot come to 
articles , 

There is no wit in wiving , give me a whore , 

But that 1 owe thee money, thou shouldst never 
Marry my sister either. 

* m the say,] i e in the fat. To take the say, is to diaw 
the knife along the belly of the deer, near the brisket, enough 
(say tlie old books on veneiy) in length and depth to discover 
how fat he is The expression occurs perpetually m our old 
writers in the sense of making a tri^ and experiment. A 
cock of twenty is one that has killed such a number of his anta- 
gonists, in the pit. 
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Alb. Not Jadnta? 

Luyo. No, 

Nor any other simpering piece of honesty. 

If I might counsel thee, while any wench 
Were extant, and the stews inhabited. 

Is’t fit, a freeborn gentleman should be chain’d 
Tenant for life to one? Hang marriage shackles ! 
Tie the town bulls to the stake, we must have con- 
cubines (-> 

Jac Don Pedro was to blame ; and, trust me, 
madam, 

He shall find nothing here I’ advance his triumph 
Estef Voii are virtuous, .lacinta , I presum’d 
When i should land iiiy sufferings on your knovv- 
ledge, 

Yon uould excuse niN unexpected visit. 

Arc My biotlior has been just in the relation 
How he inirsiu's niy love, but 1 shall be 
Ilapjiy to sen e \oiir justice, and must tell 
I’hc noble I 'sifj.inia, mv heart, 
ll\ all that love can leach to bind a faith, 

Is placed \\ heie it shall never injure what 
\ oni inninal vows contracted I smile not 
With niiiie own eyes upon him , tis my father’s 
Severe comuiand to love him , but this story, 
Clear’d to iiiv talher. would secure us both. 

Eutvf I( aiiN lailli oi service in n|e can 
De seive this goodness, cheerfully employ it 
Jac I vv ill lie contideut to use your virtue. 

Estef I will refuse uo office. 

Re-enter don Carlos. 

Jac. My father comes most aptly 

Alb Ha! ha I ha! have pity on luy spleen, 

I shall crack a rib else , ha, ha, ha ' 

Car You are very merry, don Alberto — Son, 
You may be of the counsel, too , this house 

Q 2 
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Is mine, I take it, I advise you wcwld 
Frequent it less 
Alb How, sir? 

Car. I do not like your visits, 

And, to remove the cause, my daiigliter is 
Already, sir, dispos’d to one above 
Your birth and fortune ; so, [sir,] fare ybu well ! 
You understand, now laugh and pick your teeth — 

Daughter 

Did you hear this, Luys’ 

Lftys Ay, the old man raves 
Alb Must not frequent his house ' 

Ltiys Would ’twere in a flame, so his money 
and 1 were out on’t 
Alb But thy sister — 

I/ays. Would be refin'd i’ the fire , let her 
burn, too. 

Alb My iricnd, if I have not Jaoiita, 

There are certain suras of money — 

Lays. I am not 

Of your mind, don , the sums are most uncertain. 
Come, you did laugh too loud, my fnthei is 
A .stoic , but despair not ; go to your lodging 
I’ll see thee anon, and either bring thee money. 

Or else some reasons why 1 do not bring it , 

We will not go to law, I'll pawn the widow 
Rather than tHou slialt want , go, say thy prayers, 
And .shew thy teeth no more, till I come to thee. — - 

\Eiit Alberto 

Now', the bu.siness here? 

Car. We have agreed, Jacinta ; 

And he, to-morrow, privately. 

Will at the church expect thee ; 'tis an age 
Till I salute thee bride to this great don, 

Whose thoughts are wing’d t’ enjoy thee, and 
resolve 

No more delay ; prepare to meet this honour. 

L/uys To-morrow ! this must be cross’d [^Astde. 
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Car. My nelCt ambition , madam, will be perfect, 
To call you by some nearer name : my son — 
Eilef. Is a most noble gentiemaa, I know not 
Where lives so clear a merit. 

Luys. Oh, sweet madam ! 

Car Jacinta ' 

Ijuys I have a suit to you. 

Estpf. To me? 

Luya Only that you would not doat too much 
upon me, a gentle, easy, sober pace in love goes 
far, and is much better than a gallop , i( you please, 
we may hold one another in hand, and love this 
seven years without sealing and delivering 
Eatef With all my heart, 

L/uya You'll do rne a pleasure, madam. 

Eatef You instruct well 

iMya This courtship is not common. 

Estef I confess it 
Car Son Luys. 

Luys Sir. [Cur and Luys converse aside. 
Car Let her not cool. 

Ijuys An she do, 

I know the vi ay to heat her again 

Estef I will not yet reveal my abuse, Jacinta , 
And if you please to favour a design, 

I have a plot may serve to both our happiness 
Jac I II obey. 

There is a trembling iti my lieait 

Car. You must not leave yet, madam 
Esltf. You may command me 
Luys. iNlv don so rampant! there's something in 
this pannier 

Shall ,8poil your match lo-morrou don Alberto, 
When I disclose, shall worship me, be drunk, 
C'aiicel arrears, and beg to lend more money. 

{Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 

A Room in don Riim'vrcs’s House. 

Enter Ramyres, reading a paper, Francisco, and 
a Notary 

Ram. ’Tis mo‘-t exactly done, and firm. 

Nola I could, 

Omitting or inserting but a word, 

Or particle, trouble llie whole conve\ance. 

And make work fui the law till donni’s-diiy ; but — 
Fran. K’t jiossiblc 

Noia. You do not know tlic (|UiTks of a scrivano, 
A dash undoes a faniily. njioiiit, 

An artilicial accent i’ the wrong place, 

Shall poison an estate, translate your land, 

In Spain now, into either of both Indies, 

In less lime than oui g.illeoiis ol plate 
Are sailing hither , but )ou are in\ friend. 

And noble bonefaclor 
Ra in. Then; is more 

For your reward [f/ties him moncij 

Nola I luiinblv thank YOU, Mgiiior, su cnado 
Fmn I'areuetl 

Nol.i Su sen idor [Exit 

Ram This deed makes thee riiy heir, Fi.uieisco, 
and 

AViIl, like a pouerfiil spell upon don Carlos, 
Whose f'Oiil is superstitious about ' wealth, 

Win Ins coiiseiiL to make Jacinla thine 
Fran Sir, 

I cannot say riiy duty shall dc-erve it. 

Since nature, and religion, without all 
This bounty, challenges my best obedience 

' about] Old copy upon, a repetition from the piecedinu line 
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Enter Fernando. 

Ram. Away ! Ihy sight 
Is iny disease. 

Fer Your blessing, sir, I kneel for. 

Ram What impudence is this! wilt thou sub- 
.scribe, 

To take olf mine, ihy curse on Felisarda ^ 

For I do hate her heartily , disclaim 
All promise, contract, or converse for ever, 

I’m else inexorable 
Fer Sir 

Ram His eye.s shoot poison at me , ha I he has 
Bewitched me, sure , what coldness thus invades 
me ^ 

There’s something creeping to my heart. Fran- 

Cl.SCO ' 

Possess this gift of thy inheritance 

\^(hves him the Deed 

Convey me to my chamber , oh ' — Fernando, 

If thou dost hope I should take off iii\ curse. 

Do not n[)proach my sight, unless I send for thee. 
Fran Forbear, good brother. — Diego! Rodengo! 

Enter (no Servants. 

Your hands t’ assist my father , one go for his 
physician [^Eieunl Francisco, and Servants, bearing 
Ramyres. 

Fer. This turn is fatal, and affrights me , but 
Heaven has more charity than to let him die 
With such a hard heart , ’twere a sin, next his 
Want of compassion, to suspect he can 
Take his eternal flight and leave Fernaudo 
This de.'jperate legacy , he will [yet] change 
The curse into some little prayer, 1 hope, 

And then — 
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Enter Servant with a Physician. 

Serv. ]Vlake haste, I beseech you, doctor. 

Phys Noble Fernando. 

Fer As you M’ould have men think your art is 
meant 

Not to abuse mankind, employ it all 
To cure my poor sick father. 

Phys. Fear it not, sir. \^Exeunt Phys, and Serv. 
Fer But there is more than your linn skill requir’d 
T’ instate a health , \our recipes, perplex’d 
With tough names, are but mockeries and noise. 
Without some dew from heaven, to mix and make 
them 

Enter a Servant. 

Thrive in the application — What now 
Serv. Oh, .sir, I am sent for the confessor. 

The doctor fears him much your brother says 
You mii>«t ha^c patience, and not enter, sir , 

Your fallier is a going, good old man, 

And having made him heir, is loth your presence 
Should interrupt his journey. [E^it 

Fer Franci.sco may be honest, yet, methinks, 

It would become his love to mteipose 
For my access at such a ncedlul hour, 

And mediate for my bic.ssing, not assist 
Unkindly thus my banishment. I’ll nut 
Be lost so tamely - shall iny father die 
And noUFernando take his leave ' — I dare not — 
Ifth ou dost hope I should take ojf' this curse ^ 

Do not approach until I send — 'twas so, 

And ’tis a law that binds above my blood. — 

Re-enter Servant with a Confessor. 

Make haste, good father, and if heaven deny 
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Him life, let not his charity die too. 

One curse may sink us both , say how I kneel 
And he would bequeath me but his blessing ; 
Then, though Francisco be his heir, 1 shall 
Live happy, and take comfort in my tears, 

When T remember him, so kind a father. 

Conf It IS my duty. [Exit. 

Fur Do your holy office — 

Those fond philosophers that magnify 
Our human nature, and did boast we had 
Such a prerogative in our rational soul, 

Convers'd but little with the world , confined 
To cells, and unfrequented woods, they knew not 
'I’he fierce vexation of community, 

Else they had taught, our reason is our loss, 

And but a privilege that exceedeth sense, 

By nearer apprehension of what wounds. 

To know ourselves most miserable. — My heart 

Re-enter Physician and Francisco 

Is teeming with new fears — Ha ' is he dead ? 

Rhys Not dead, but in a desperate condition , 
And so that little breath remains we have 
Remitted to his confessor, whose office 
Is all that’s left. 

Fran Is there no hope of life, then? 

Phys. None 

Fer Is he not merciful to Fernando yet ? 

No talk of me 

Phys I find he take.s no pleasure f 
To hear you nam’d . Francisco, to us all, 

He did confirm his heir, with many blessings 
Fer And not one left for me ! oh, take me in. 
Thou gentle earth, and let me creep through all 
Thy dark and hollow crannies, till 1 find 
Another way to come into the world, 

For all the air I breathe in here is poison’d. 
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Fran We must have patience, brother , it was no 
Ambitious thought of mine to supplant you : 

He may live yet, and you be reconciled. 

Fer That was some kindness yet, Francisco ; but 
t charge thee, by the nearness of our blood, 

When I am made this mockery, and w'onder. 

And’ know not where to find out chanty, 

If unawares a chance direct my weary 
And wither’d feet to some fair house of thine, 
Where plenty with full blessings crowns thy table. 
If my thin face betray my want of food. 

Do not despise me, ’cause I was thy brother — 
Fran. Leai^e these imagined horrors , I must not 
Live when my brother is thus miserable 

Re- filler Confessor. 

Fer. There’s something in that face looks com- 
fortably 

Conf Your father, sir, is dead , his will to make 
Francisco the sole master of his fortunes 
Is now incNocable, a small pension 
He hath giien you for life, which, with Ins blessing. 
Is all the benefit I bring. 

Fer Ha ! blessing ! 

Speak it again, good father 

Conf. I did apply some lenitives to soften 
His anger, and prevail’d , your father hath 
Revers'd that heavy censure of his curse, 

And 111 the place bequeath’d his prayer and blessing 
Fer I am new created by his charity. 

Conf Some ceremonies are behind . he did 
Desire to be interr’d within our convent. 

And left his sepulture to me , I am confident 
Your pieties W’ill give me leave — 

¥tan. His will in all things I obey, and your’s, 
Most reverend father ; order, os you please, 

■ And ImoifJ Old copy, I knoir. 
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His body ; we may after celebrate, 

With all due obsequies, his funeral 

Fer Why you alone obey"* I am your brother: 
My father's eldest sou, thoiifrh not his heir. 

Fran It pleas’d my father, sir to think me worthy 
Of such n title ; you shall hnd me kind, 

If you can look on matters without envy — 

Fer. If I Lun look on matters without envy ' 
Fran You may live here still. 

Fer. I may live here, Francisco ! 


Enter a Gentleman uith a letter, a)id tchupers 
Fb ANCISCO 


Conditions * 

I u ould not understand this dialect. — 

Fran With me'* from madam Estefania '* 

Gent If “^ou be sigiiior Francisco. 

Fer bligliled ! 

I find uiy (allior wa.'' not dead till now 
Crowd not, you jealous thoughts, 

So thick into niy brain, lest you do tempt 
Me to an act will forfeit all again 

Fran. Tin-' I'l Jacinta character.— [readsaw’dc.] 
— Fail not to meet timely, as you will prevent 
the danger of my rape — 'My soul! Estefama can 
inslruet i/mi all particnlai s . — 

My sci'Mcc to Mail* lady, say, 1 shall obey her 
cotnmaiuls \^Exit Gent 

Fer Is that an inventory you peruse '* . 

Fran. Keniuiido, you must pardon me, there’s 
souietliiiig 

Of essence to my life, exacts my care. 

And person , I must leave you, we may seasonably 
Confer of things at my return. — .laciiita! [Fan't. 

Fer. 'Tis clear, I am neglected : he did name 
Jacinta, too, in triumph, and is gone, f 
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Big with his glories, to divide them there, 

And laugh at what my constant love hath made me. 
My heart is in a storm, and day grows black ; 
There’s not a star in heaven will lend a beam 
To light me to my ruin. Felisarda ! — 

That name is both my haven and my shipwreck 


SCENE II. 

Don Alberto’s Lodgings. 

Eutvr Alberto and Luys. 

Alb. Excellent ’ 

Luys You’ll give me now a general release 
For all the sums I owe you ** 

Alb. Thou hast bless’d me. 

Luys. I was born to do you good , about it pre- 
.sently 

Now you know where to ambu.sh Away ' 1 say. 
And get comrades : Jacinta and my mother 
Is all the carnage , you may know the coach, 

By the old woman’s cough, ere it come near you ; 
She has a desperate malice to one tooth left 
Still in her gums ; till she has shook 'that out, 

You will not need a warning-piece ; farewell. 

Alb. Farewell! why, what’s the matter'* you 
shall not leave me , 

Thy mother will not know thee in a vizard 

Luys You must excuse me, friend , I would 
join wi’ye 

r the surprise, but that — - 
Alb. What, I prithee? 

Luys. 1 have extraordinary business, that con- 
cerns me 
As near as life. 
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Alb May not I know’f* thou art going 
To the widow now, thy mistress. 

Ijuys ’T IS h business of more consequence ; 
dost think 1 would leave thee, an there were not 
such a necessity ? 

AW For what”* 

Ijuys. An there were no more sisters in the world, 
You must excuse me 

Alb Nay, nay, we must not part, unless I know 
This mystery , some reason why you leave me. 
Ijuys. If you will needs know, there’s a wench 
stays for me, 

The toy I told thee of. Farewell, Alberto 

Alb Butwillyouleavesuch business, andafriend'* 
Ijvys. Business' art thou a gentleman, and 
wouldst have me leave a lady 1 have not seen this 
three year 

For business, ora friend? I must to her. 

If I had a heart [that weigh’d] ten ton of iron, 

This female adamant would draw it to her; 

I feel it going , I do tell thee, don, 

n’here is no business so material 

III nature as a wench, and if thou art my friend. 

Thou wouldst leave ray sister now in such a cause, 

And bear me company 1 must be drunk, 

And she must pick my pocket, too, that is 
Another secret, when we meet together, 

That never fails'^ 

Alb Why, art thou desperate? 

Dost not thou fear thy body ? 

Luys A wench is physic 
My body has been us’d to , leave thy prating. 

And let me take ray course. 

AW. An you be so resolute — 
lAtys. 1 must give you one advice before you go. 
When my sister’s in ihy custody, observe 
The time and place, and things convenient ; 



244 


THE BROTHERS. [Act.iV^ 

And stand not fooling about ceremonies, 

But put her to’t 

Aib Thou wouldst not have me -ravish her? 
Luys Yes, but I vNoiild , 

She is no sister of mine if she cry out 
For such a business . she has more wit. 

Alb. Was ever such a mnd-cap ! <= - 
Ijuys. I'll not pray for thee. 

Alb I shall not prosper it thou dost. 

Imijs. Thy hand ; 

I’ll drink thy health, and hang thyself. 

Farewell. \_E.veunf. 

SCENE III. 

A Room in don Carlos’s Home. 

Enter Jacint4, and Estefania hooded, and 
dressed alike. - 

Jac. You tell 

Me wonders, madam ; don Ramyres dead, 

His son Fernando disinherited, 

And young Francisco made his heir^ 

Eslef. I took 
Francisco’s word 
Jac ’Tis strange. 

Estef Your stars smile on you 

Jac Yet I much pity the poor gentleman. 

Estef Busy your thought about your own, Fran- 
cisco — 

Jac. Hath promis’d not to fad? 

Estef He waits wdiere he can easily observe 
How soon the coast is clear, to visit you, 

Jac. So, so , thus hooded. 

The day cannot distinguish our two faces, 

And for your voice, you know how to disguise it 
By imitation of my cold and hoarseness, 

And when you come to church — 
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Estef. Let me alone, there I’ll produce the con- 
tract, 

Which will surprise don Pedro, and your father, 
To see me challenge him , I haTe prepar’d the 
priest, too, 

Whose holy eloquence may assist , however, 

This will give you opportunity to perfect 
Your wishes with \oiir servant , put the rest 
To fate, Jacinta. 

Jac I bear some approach ; 

Retire into my closet. — Estefania. 

t * 

Enter don Carlos and ilon Pedro. 

Car. Jacinta ' 

Jac. Sir. 

Car Not thy voice recover’d f 
Jac A violent cold — 

Car. Count Pedro must salute you ere we go. 
Ped Impute it to devotion, that 1 make 
Such haste to be within thy arms , 

One kiss, and I shall carry with me 
Another soul, and count with joy the minutes 
I am to ex|iect this happiness. her. 

Car. Jacinta, 

You follow with your mother in the coach — 

My lord, 1 wait you. 

Ped There’s heaven imon her lip 

\E.veunt Carlos amt Pedro. 

Re-enter Estefanu 

.lac. He has kiss’d, and took his leave, I hope 
I must 

Owe all my happiness to you, sweet madam , 

I had been lost without your art to help me. 

Estef Love will not leave his votaries. 

[coughing tcUhw. 
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Jac. I hear my mother’s cough ; 1 have finish’d, 
And you must act your part \Exit. 

Enter Alsimira. 

Als Come, are you ready, daughter'* the coach 
stays 

Estef I attend 

Als. Don Pedro will cure your cold before the 
morning \Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 

A Street 

Francisco andj acista pass hastily (wer the stage. 
SCENE V. 

A Room tn Theodoro’s House. 

4 

Enter Theodoro and Felisarda. 

Hieo. What duty, Felisarda, sliall we pay 
To heaven for this last care of us * • 

Let not thy eyes. 

Although thy grief become them, be in love 
With tears ; 1 prophesy a loy shall weigh 
Down all our sufl'erings , I see comfort break 
Like day, whose forehead cheer» the world ; if don 
Fernando love thee, he is a gentleman. 

Confirm’d in all that’s honourable, and cannot 
’ Forget whom his own virtue hath made choice 
To shine upon. 

Fel Unless my innocence. 

Apt to believe a flattering tongue, see not 
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The serpent couch, and hide his speckled breast ‘ 
Amons the dowers , but it were sin to think 
He can dissemble, father , and 1 know not, 

Since I was first the object of his charity, 

I find a ])ious gratitude disperse 
Within iiiy soul, and every thought of him 
Engenders a vyarin sigh within me, which, 

Like cuila of holy incense, overtake ■ 

Each other in my bosom, and enlarge 
With their embrace his sweet remembrance. 

Tlico Cherish 

Those thoughts , and where such noble worth 
in\ iti s. 

Be bold to call it lo\e 
Fet It IS loo much 
Ambition to hope he should be just 
To me, or keep his honour, vi hen 1 look on 
'I’lic pale complexion of my wants , and yet, 
Unless he loves me dearly, I am lost, 

And, if he have but mock’d me into faith. 

He might as well have muriler’d me, for I 
Shall have no heart to Ine, if his neglect 
Deface what my affection printed there 

Theo 'I’here is no fear of his revolt ; lose not 
His character I must attend some business ; 

If don Fernando visit thee, preserve 
His fair opinion, and thou may’st live 
Above thy uncle's pity 
Fel. Will you leave me? 

Theo. My stay shall not be long , the garden will. 
With smiling flowers, encourage thee to walk. 
And raise thy drooping eyes, with hope to see 
A yiriiig like their’s upon thee. - ^ 

Fel. Why should [ 

Give any entertainment to my fears ^ 

Suspicions are but like the shape of clouds^ 

And idle forms i' the air, we make to fright us. 

1 will Eidmit no jealous thought to wound ' > 

VOL I. R 
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Fernando’s truth, but with that cheerfulness, 

My oWn first clear intents to honour him 
Can arm me with, expect to meet hia faith 
As noble as he promis’d — Ha ! ’tis he. 

Enter Fernando 

My poor heart trembles like a timorous leaf, 

Which the wind shakes upon his sickly stalk, 

And frights into a palsy. 

Fer. Felisarda ’ 

Fel. Shall 1 want fortitude to bid him welcome? — 

\_Aside. 

Sir, if you think there is a heart alive 
That can be grateful, and with humble thought 
And prayers reward your piety, despise not 
The offer of it here , you have not cost 
Your bounty on a rock , while the seeds thrive 
Where you did place your charity, my joy 
'May seem ill dress’d to come like sorrow thus. 

But you may see through every tear, and find 
My eyes meant innocence, and your hearty welcome. 

Fer. Who did prepare thee, Felisarda, thus 
To entertain me weeping? Sure our souls 
Meet and converse, and we not kno'v’t, there is 
Such beauty in that watery iircle, 1 
Am fearful to come near, and breathe a kiss 
Upon thy cheek, lest I pollute that crystal, 

And yet 1 must salute thee, and Tdare, 

With one warm sigh, meet and dry up this sorrow 
Fel. I shall forget all misery , for when 
I look upon the world, and race of men, 

] find them proud, and all so unacquainted 
With pity to such miserable things 
As poverty hath made us, that I roust 
Conclude you sent from heaven. 

Fer Oh, do not flatter 
Thyself, poor Felisarda; I am mortal; 
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The life t bear about me ia not mine, 

But borrow* ’d to come to thee once again, 

And, ere I go, to clear how much I love thee — 
But first, I nave a story to deliver, 

A tale will make thee sad, but I must tell it, — 
There is one dead that lov’d thee not. 

/e/. One dead 

That lov’d me not? this c.irnes, sir, in nature 
No killing sound , I shall be sad to kuow 
1 did deserve an enemy, or he want 
A chanty at death 

Thy eniel enemy, 

And my ta'st friend, hath took eternal leave, 

And’s gone — to heaven, I hope , excuse my tears, 
It is a tribute I must pay liis memory, 

For I did lo^ c mv father 
Fr/ Ha' xoiir father ^ 

Fe) Yes, Fohsarda, he is gone, that in 
Tlic morning promis’d many years , but death 
Hath in fiTw hours made him as stiff, as all 
Tlie winds of winter* had thrown cold upon him, 
And whisper’d him to marble. 

Fe/. Now trust me. 

My heart weeps for him ; but I understand 
Not how I was concern’d in his displeasure ; 

And in such height as you profess. 

Fer He did 

Command me, on his blessing, to forsake thee. 

Was’tnot a cruel precept, to enforce 

The soul, and curse his son for honest love ? 

Fe/ This is a wound indeed. 

Fer But not so mortal , 

For his last breath was balsam pour’d upon it, 

By which he did reverse his malediction , 

And I, that groan'd beneath the weight of that 
Anathema, sunk almost to despair, 


• The uiindi of limtrr,] Old copy, “ The muds, and winter 

R2 
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Where mghtand heavy shades buo^round about me, 
Found myself rising like the moroiug star 
To view the world ' 

Fel Never, I hope, to be 
Eclips'd again. 

Per This was a welcome blessing 
Fel. Heaven had a care of both : my joys are 
mighty 

Vouchsafe me, sir, your pardon, if I blush, 

And say 1 love, but rather than the peace 
That should preserve your bosom, suffer for 
My sake, 'twere better I were dead 
Fer No, live, 

And live for ever happy, thou deserved’st it. 

It IS Fernando doth make haste to sleep 
In his foi gotten dust. 

Fel. Those accents did 
Not sound so cheerfully 
Fer Dost love me 
Fel. Sir'* 

Fer Do not, I prithee, do not , I am lost, 

Alas ’ I am no more Fernando, there 
Is nothing but the empty name of him 
That did betray thee , place a guard about 
Thy heart betime, I am not worth tins sweetnes?) 

Fel Did not Fernando speak all' this ** alas. 

He knew that I was poor before, and needed not 
Deyiise me now for that. 

Fer Desert me, goodness, 

When I upbraid thy wants. ’Tis I am poor, 

For I have not a slock in all the world 
Of so much dust, as would contrive one narrow 
Cabin to shroud a worm ; my dyin» father 
Hath given away my birthright to Francisco , 

I’m disinherited, thrown out of all. 

But the small earth I borrow, thus to walk on ; 
And having nothing left, I come to kiss thee, 

And take my everlasting leave of thee too. 
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Farewell ' this will persuade thee to consent 
To ray eternal absence 

Fel 1 must beseech you stay a little, sir, 

And clear my faith. Hath your displeased father 
Depriv’d you then of all, and made Francisco 
The lord of your inheritance, without hope 
To be repair’d in fortune ** 

Fer. ’Tis sad truth.'* 

Fel This IS a happiness I did not look for 
Fer. A happiness ' 

Fel. Yes, sir, a happiness 
Fer. Can Fehsarda take delif^ht to hear 
What hath undone her servant ? 

Fel. Heaven avert it 
But ’lis not uoitli niy grief to be assured 
That this will bring me nearer now to him 
W’^horn I most honour of the «orld , and 'tis 
My pride, if \ou exceed me not in lortune, 

That I can boast my heart, as high, and rich, 

With noble dame and every wax your equal , 

And if you be as poor as I, Fernando, 

I can deserve you now, and love you more 
Than when your expectation earned all 
1 he pride and blossoms of the spring upon it 
Fer. 'I’hose sliadovss will not feed more than 
your fan.'ies . 

Tm o poverties w ill keep but a linn table , * 

And while wc dream of this hioli nourishment, 

We do but staive more gloriously 
Fel. 'Tis case 

And wealth first taught us art to surfeit by 
Nature is wise, iiotcoslly, and will spread 
A table for us in the wilderness ; 

And the kind earth keep us alive an I healthful, 
With wliat Jier bosom doth iiivile us 1.' , 

The brooks, not there suspected, as l!'e wine 
That sometime princes qiialf, are all tiansparent, 

* "J'li Slid Irulh ] Had Fernando forgolten that a peneioa was 
left him b) his father? bee p 240 
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' And with their pretty mannurs call to tnste them. 
In every tree a chorister to sing 
Health to our loies , oui lives shall there be free 
As the hrst knovvledgc vias fiom sin, and all 
Our dreams as innocent. 

Fer. Oh, Felisarda'* 

If thou didst own less virtue I might prove 
Unkind, and marry thee : but being so rich 
In goodness, it becomes me not to bring 
One that is poor in every worth, to waste 
So excellent a dower ■ be free, and meet 
One that hath wealth to cherish it, I shall 
Undo thee quite , but pray for me, as I, 

That thou mayst change for a more happy bride- 
groom , 

I dare as soon be gmltv of my death, 

As make thee iiiiserabfe by expecting me 
Farewell ' and do not wrong my soul, to think 
That any storm could separate iis two, 

But that I have no fortune now to .serve thee. 

Fel This will be no exception, sir, I hope, 
When we are both dead, yet our bodies may 
Be cold, and strangers in the winding sheet, 

We shall be married when our spirits meet 

\_Exeunf 


AC T V SCENE J. 

An open Space before a Church . 

Enter don Carlos, and dm Pedho. 

Ped Your daughl er does not use me well, don 
Carlos. 
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Car. I know not what to think, some ^eat 
misfortune 
Must be the cause. 

Ped. Not yet appear ? they might, 

An they had crept like tortoises, arrived 
Before this time 

Car There IS some strange disaster. 

Ped The coach oe’rthrOwn, and both their lives 
endanger’d. 

Can but excuse them. 

Enter Alsimira hastily. 

Als. Oh, my lord don Carlos ' 

Ped. The tragic voice of women strikes mine ear, 

‘ Car. Alsimira ' 

Ped. Madam — 

Car. Where is our daughter ’ 

AU. My fear almost distracts me , she is gone, 
Stolen, ravish’d from me 
Ped. Ha' 

Als An armed troop, 

III vizards, forced her from my coach , and heaven 
knows 

Where they have hurried the poor Jacinta. 

Car A troojj of armed devils. 

Ped. Let them be 
A legion, they are all damn'd 

Als Nay, they wcie men, and mortal sure 
Ped I will notlea^c one .^oul amonjist them all. 
Car. Mine is in torment. 

I’the hope and height of my ambition 
To be thus crossed ! How ’scup'd yon 

Als Alas, I was not young enough , I offered 
Myself to bear her company, and suffer 
As 'much as she did, but one boisleious fellow, 
With a starch’d voice, and a worse vizard, took me 
Just here above my sciatica, and quoited me 
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Into the coach a^ain upon my head, 

I had a larum in’t for half an hour, 

And so 1 ’scap’d with life. 

PeJ Did they use her 
With ai\> 1 i^oiir'? 

Ah I'o say truth, they were 
Gentle enough to her. 

Ped 'I'hal mollifies, and they may live. 

Car Hell overtake them ! let’s return , they 
had better 

Committed incest, than this rape 

Ped They had better ravish'd Proserpine before 
Don Lucifer’s own face. 1 am all fury. [^Excuat. 

SCENE II. 

A Street. 

Enter Alberto, and Esteeania disguised anti 
veil'd as befoi e 

Alb Pardon, my dear Jacinta , it was love 
That threw me on this act , I had no patience 
To see thee forced into a marriage 
By a covetous father, whose devotion 
Is only wealth and title L esteem 
No danger, if at last the fair Jacinta 
Smile and allow this duty , let not silence 
Deprive me longer of thy voice, whose every 

Accent will please, though it pronouncemy sentence ' 

Tliere’s death in tins eclipse too , sweet, dismiss 
Thy ungentle veil, and let thy eyes make bright 
This melancholy air, that droops and dies 
For want of thy restoring beams. 

EsteJ. Now, bir, [lakes off her veil. 

W hat think you of your mistress '* 

Alh You are the lady Eslefania, I take it. 
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Yes, youdid take me from the coach, Alberto, 
But by a consequence I find you thought 
Jacinta in your power ; I could have told you, 

Had you discover’d sooner what you were, 

Where to have found your mistress, but she’s novr 
Above your hope, and by the priest, ere this, 

Made wife to don Francisco 
All) To don Pedro. 

Eslef It was not, sir, impossible that I, 

Had not your violence prevented me, 

(By a plot between Jacinta and myself, 

To take her place and person in the coach,) 

Had by this time been married to count Pedro, 
Whom I have pow'er and justice, sir, to challenge. 
If contracts c*arry weight. 

AU) rLi\ e I so long 

Lain beating at the bush, and is the bird 
Fled to Francisco * 

Ektef I should shew I had 
A passion, sir, and sense of this captivity, 

But that 1 find ’twas error, and not will, 

Led you to tins , and your own loss, now made 
Irreparable, helps to tie up my anger. 

^llb Madam, I must confess a wrong, and dare 
Submit to let ^our anger punish me, 

For I despise m}sclf, now 1 have lost 
My expectation ; and if you please 
To think 1 had no malice in this act 
'I’o ^ 011 , you can propose no satisfaction ' ' 

1 shall esteem a penance to repair you, 

As far as my poor lile, if you’ll direct it. 

Estef ’Tis nobly promis’d, sir You shall redeem 
In my thoughts what is past, if you be pleas’d 
To make my slay no longer here , I have 
No desperate aim to inakedon Pedro yet 
Know how to right [me], or make public what 
Should bind his honour to perform 
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Alb. Was not Luys, madam, eDtertaio’d your 
servant '* 

Este 1 shall make known the story, if you walk 
But to don Carlos’ house. 

Alb. You shall command me [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 

A Room in don Carlos’s House. 

* / 1 < " 

Enter Carlos, Alsimira, and Servant 

Car No news yet of Jacinla'* 

AU. None 
Car He must 

Not live in Spam, nor in the world, if my 
Revenge can overtake him, that has stolen 
My daughter , could you not by voice or habit 
Guess at the ravisher ? ye are traitors all. 

Als Now I consider belter, I su.spect 
Alberto one of the conspiracy ; 

Some voice did sound like his. You know he 
lov’d her 

Car. Ha! Alberto** 

Als. And how he might engage some ruffians 
To cross don Pedro. 

Car It was he ; where’s Luys * 

I do not like his absence, they’re both guilty - 
Myow n blood turn’d a rebel ! Send for the alcaides, 
They sliidl both trot like thieves to the corregidor.— 
Where is count Pedio? 

Als Gone in search 
Of his lost mistress. 

Car VV hen all things were ripe, 

The very priest prepar’d to seal our joys, 

A work my brain did labour for, and sweat 
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With hope to see accomplish'd, undermiD’d, 

And in a minute all blown up ! 

Als. Have patience, 

She may be found again 
Car But how my lord 
May be inclin’d to accept her, foil’d, or wounded ^ 


Enter Luys drunk 


111 fame. 

Ah. Luys IS here. 

Car. Borachio ' here’s a spectacle ' more alRic- 
lion * 

Where is your sister'* what’s become of Jacinta'* 
Luys. My sister and Jacinta are gone together; 
1 know all the business. 

Ah Wlicre is she ”* 

Luys. She is \cry well , I know not where she is. 
But don Alberto is an honest genllemaa, 

And has by this imie done the feat 
Car. C'onfuMon * 

Ltiys. You think you had all the wit, it was ray 
plot. 

Y ou may thank hea\en that you are old and ugly, 

[fo Alsimira. 

You had been no mother of this world — But, sir, 

I have some news would be deliver’d privately. — 
Mother of mine, avaunt' 

Car. Thou’rt not niy son. 

Was ever man so miserable ^ — Aw’ay 
Thou sponge ! — Gel him to sleep 

^Ih. 1 dare nut meddle with him [Ea:\t 

Luys In sobriety 
A word 

Car. Where is Alberto ? 

Luys Where every honest man should be, a- 
bed with my sister. Old man, I have consider'd 
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o’the former matter we talked on, and would do 
things like a dutiful son, but I find that a wife is 

not altogether so convenient for me as a 

Car Will none deliver me'* 

Ldvys. They are somewhat slug — Now I have 
found out an excellent tumbler, that can do the 
somerset please you to be acquainted with her, 
and give me your opinion, she shall play with all 
the stews in Christendom, for all you are worth, if 
l^ive : and yet she is but seventeen . there's a pe- 
nwinkle ! I had a gemiiii before I went to travel, 
and I am bound in conscience, if you think fit, to 

see her well provided for 

Car, With whips, — I’ll have her skin flay’d off 
Luys. Her skin flay’d off' dost thou know, mor- 
tal man, what thou hast said '? I tell thee, don, 
nothing can conic near her in the shape of an 
ofllcer , she is a very basilisk, and will kill them 
with her eyes threescore yards point blank ; but 
you may talk, and do your plca^uie with her, for 
1 came o’purpose to bring her to your lodging , if 
you love me, do but see her, it shall cost you 
nothing, you shall be my friend , hang money ! 

Car Thus will my state consume, vexation ! 
What shall I do** w'hen you have slept, Luys, 
ril tell you more — Attend him to his' chamber, 
And make his door fast. 

Luys You will consider on’t ** 

Upon those terms I will go sleep a twinkling. 

\^Exeunt Servant and Luys. 
Car And will not all this take away my senses'! 
My son is lost too , this is all a curse 
For my ambition and my avarice 


Re-enter Alsimira, and a Servant with a letter. 
Ah. News, don Carlos, from our daughter 
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Car. Hal a letter ! 'tis Jacinta’s hand, \reads. 

Ah. Know’st thou where she is"* 

Ser. Yes, madam, and her resolution to attend 
her father, with my master, don Francisco, if don 
Carlo.s please to admit them ; the matter’s done. 

Ah. What matter? 

Ser. They are as fast as any priest can make 
them. 

Car W ife to Francisco, now his father’s heir ! 
That’s some allay, if it be true ; she writes 
Don Pedro was contracted to Estefania, who 
supplied her person in the coach — ’twas not Jacmta 
was ravi-sli’d— Tlien don Pedro was not noble, after 
he had made faith, to intangle my Jacinta. — Hum ! 
say they shall be welcome 

Ser They are present, sir. 


Enter Francisco and Jacinta 

Car 1 am not \et collected, but if this 
Paper be justitied, I receive you both — 

Peruse those wonders, Alsimira 
Jac. Sir, 

Though, by the lie of nature, you may challenge 
All duty, this is done so like a'father, 

It exceed.s all your care 
Fran Let this coniirni , 

I bring a fortune not to be despis’d, ' ^ 

But were I master of the world, I should 
At price of all my wealth, think this a treasure 
Purchas’d too cheap 

Car My blessing aud my prayers , I’m new 
created, 

And bow to that great Providence : all joy 
Spread through your souls ! this is not much amiss, 
Fran. But what’s become of madam Estefania, 
That took Jacinta’s place 7 
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Als Forced from the coach 
By don Alberto, thinking her my daughter 

Jac That part of oiir plot fad’d , but my intents 
Were fair, and to assist this injur’d lady. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser Don Pedro, sir. 

Car. You shall for some few minutes 
Withdraw into that chamber, in his passion 
He may be violent , leave inc to raoderate[hira]. 

Fran. I shall obey you, sir [Exe. Ft an. and Jac. 

Enter don PjiORO 

Ped. Was ever man of my great birth and 
fortune 

Affronted thus? I am become the talk 
Of every picaro and ladron I challenge 
A reparation of my honour , where’s 
Jacinta? ’tis a plot, a base contrivemeiit 
To make ray name ridiculous, the subject 
Of every scurni language. 

Car. My lord, with pardon 
Of your altesa, you’re not injur’d here, 

Unless 1 have been faulty in too much 
Observance, and desires to serve your person 
With th’ almost sacrifice of ray daughter. 

Ped Ha ! 

Too much to me ** 

Car 1 would you had remember'd 
How much your honour was engag’d before, 

By contract, to another, when you mock’d 
The innocent Jacinta, now not mine 

Ped Whohathtraduc’dmyfame, or mention’d me 
With that dishonour? I disclaim all contracts , 

* Of every picaro and ladroa ;] every rogue and thtef. Sp 
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The uncoofin'd air’s not more free than I 
To all the world, except your beauteous daughter 
Car. Do you know the lady Estefania '* 

Ped. Dares she make saucy claim ? my breath 
dissolves it 

If every lady whom we grace with our converse 
Should challenge men of my nobility— 

Car I wish, my lord, you could evade it, for 
The honour of my family , if your conscience 
Or art can nullify that lady's interest, 

I am resolv’d-^my son Luigi shall ^ 

Then marry with that widow , \asidel\j—\ have no 
other 
Ambition 

Ped You are wise, and I 
Am fortified to clear myself thought-free 
From any promise to that sullen madam — 

Enter Alberto, and Estefania disguised as before, 
with a paper in her hand 

Ha ! ’tis Jaciiita, and she wears the jewel 
I did present, conspicuously — I ask 
No reason for thy absence, let me chain 
My darling m this amorous curl , ’tis happiness 
Enough to repossess thee, not the policy <> ' 
And power of hell shall separate us again. 

Estef. It 18 but justice, sir ' \uncovering hey face. 
Ped. Ha ! Estefania ! 

Alb Do you know her, sir? 

Estef. Do you know this character 

\shewmg him the paper. 

Ped, Conspiracy ! 

Estef. When thi.s is read, don Carlos, 

You will imagine he has wrong’d your daughter. 
Car. Is this your hand, count Pedro? 

Ped. Mine ! 'tis counterfeit, 
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,,Upon my honour ; and I thus dissolve 
Thy insolent claim. [tears the paper tn pieces. 

Estef. Nothing can bind, I see, 

A false heart 

Car This must give you freedom, madam, 

If you release ills hasty vow 
Este/" Faith cannot 
Be compell'd, sir 

Ped These aie all impostures ; 

I take m\selr into myself. 

Alh hat shall 
Become of her, my noble count 
Ped I pity her, 

But cannot cure her wound , and if you be 
Her friend, advise her to contain her passions, 

And wisely love one that can entertain it. 

Alb. You hear this, madam 
Estef And can smile upon 
His violated faith 

Car Now for Luigi, 

To strike in with the widow 
Serv He’s asleep 

Car. I’ll wake and quicken him. [Exit 

Estef. Hadst thou been worth my love, I should 
have held 

Thee worth ray anger, shadow of a lord ' 

Thy greatness I despise, and think thee now 
Too poor for my revenge, and freely give 
Thee back thy barren promises, and when 
I read in story, one that has been perjur’d. 

I’ll write don Pedro m the place of him 
That broke his faith, and thank my fate to have 
mis.s’d thee. 

AJb If you please, madam, while he is i the 
humour 

Of being base. I’ll make him gather up 
These paper relics, which he shall make himself 
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Up into rolls, and having swallow’d them 
For pills, thank you his phy«ic wa.s so gentle. 
Estef It will be too much time and breath lost 
on him. 

Alb. It will become me, madam, to attend you. 

\^Kxeunl Estefania and Alberto. 
Ped So, she is taken oft", and my path free 
To Carlos’ daughter 

Re-enter don Carlos and Luvs. 

Luya. Contracted to don Pedro, say [you] ? 

Car She was — Where is Estefania'? 

Pcd. Gone with Alberto, proud to wait upon 
The lady I neglected 

Car Follow them, Luvs — 

I do not like he should insinuate, 

Now she IS free, and his hopes desperate in 
Jacinta’s love. ^ 

Lays How long have I slept, sir'* 

Car. Thou dost dream still ; pursue the widow 
now, 

Or ne\er look at .such a fortune [more]- 

Luys Is she gone with Alberto '* What if I say 
I ha^claiu with her, and that she’s with child by me * 
Car. That would stain both your fames , away, 
and welcome 

When thou rctftrn’st, and she confirm’d. 

Luys. I’ll confirm her, or confound somebody 
No more, I am awako , this is don Pedro, 

I’ll talk with him first — Will you justify ' 

The widow is a widow still, and sweet. 

For all your coutract 1 that you have not been 
My rival, as they say, after the flesh. 

And that you did not know I had a mind. 

Or not a mind, to do the deed of matrimony * 

Ped. Not I, upon my honour. 

Ijuys. You are witness. — 

Now to Alberto. 

Car. Manage the business temperately. 

VOL. I. S 
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Luys. Let me alone to be temperate ; if I do not 
cozen somebody, let me never drink sack again. 

Car. What think you of Jacinta now, my lord'* 

' Ped As of the saint I pay my chief devotions [to ] 

Enter Fernando, with Hm sicord drawn. 

r; I' ‘ j 

Per. I come to seek one that I late call'd brother, 
But he hath forfeited that name, and justice. 
Weary of such a prodigy in nature. 

Hath arm'd me thus in her revenge — Don Carlos, 
Obscure him not, no darkness can protect him , 

My sword shall forage every room like lightning, 
cave but it shall visit, and through ribs 
Of steel compel my passage to iiis heart. 

Although I meet him in his mistress’ arms, 

The lover's sanctuary, I dare force Francisco, 

And with n%sword cut the embrace that chains him , 
Rather than he shall glory m my nuns, 

And revel out those honours w’ltli her, he 
Took from my blood. 

Re-enter Francisco with a parchment in fits hand. 

Fran. It shall not need, Fernando 

Ped. Hum ' here is like to be a bloody business ; 
d’ll not disturb them. [Exit 

Car As you are brothers, by your father’s dust 
That should sleep quiet in his urn, by her 
Dear name that ga\e you life, that now prays for you, 
Chide this unnatural fury 

Fran. What demands 
Fernando'* 

Fer. My inheritance, wrought from me 
By thy sly creeping to supplant my birth, 

And cheat our father’s easy soul, unworthily 
Betraying to his anger, for thy lust 
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or wealth, the love and promise of two hearts , 
Poor Felisarda and Fernando now 
' Wither at soul, and, robb’d by thee of that 
Should cherish virtue, like to rifled pilgrims 
Met on the way, and having told their story. 

And dropp’d their even tears for both their loss. 
Wander from one another. 

Fran 'Tis not, sure, 

Fernando, but his passion, that obeys not 
The counsel of his reason, would accuse me , 

And if my father now, (since spirits lose not 
Intelligence, but more active when they have 
Shook off their chains of flesh,) would leave his 
dwelling, 

And vi.sit this coarse orb again, my innocence 
Should dare the appeal, and make Fernando see 
His empty accusations. 

Fer He that thrives 
By wicked art, has confidence to dress 
His action with simplicity, and shapes 
To cheat our credulous natures ; ’tis ray wonder 
Thou durst do so much injury, Francisco, 

As must proioke my justice to revenge, 

Yet wear no sword 

Fran I need no guard , I know 
Thou dare.st not kill me. 

Fer Dare I not? 

Fran. And name 

Thy cause , ’tis thy su.spicion, not Francisco, 

Hath wrought thee high and passionate ; to assure it, 
If you dare violate, I dare possess you 
With all ray title to your land. 

Car. How IS that 

Will you resign the interest to such 
A fair estate, and wrong my daughter, sir '* 

Fran. Let him receive it at his peni 
\^Gtves the parchment to Fernando, teho reads it 
Fer. Ha ! 


S2 
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Fran It was my father’s act, iM>t mine ; he 
trembled 

To hear his curse alive, what horror will 
His conscience feel, when he shall spurn his dust, 
And call the reverend shade from his bless’d seat, 
To this bad world again, to walk and fright him ? 

Car I am abus’d 

Fer Can this be more than dream ? 

Fran. Sir, you may cancel it, but think withal 
How you can answer him that’s dead, when he 
Shall charge your timorous soul for this contempt 
To nature and religion, to break 
His last bequest, and breath, that seal’d your 
blessings ? 

Car. These are fine fancies. 

Fer. Here, and may it prosper, 

[ Gives back the parchment to Francisco 
Where my good father meant it , I’m o’ercome 
Forgive me, and enjoy it, 1 may find 
Some earth that is not thine, where I may die, 

And take up a dark chamber, love Jacinta, 

And while I seek out where to be forgotten. 

Live happy, and divide the spring between you 

\^Qomg 

Enter Ramyres, Feusaboa, and Thlodoro, 
behind 

Fran. So, so , all’s well again. 

Ram [conung forward with the rest ] — Fer- 
nando, stay 

Fer Ha! my father and Felisarda? 

Car. Don Ramyres and my niece '* 

Fer Arc they both dead \Fernando kneels 
I dare kneel too , they do converse — Don Carlos, 
Do not you know that shape'* 'tis wondrous like 
Vour niece 

Car. And that your father , ha ? 

Fer. How long hath Felisarda been a sad 
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Corapanion to the shades? 1 did not think 
To find thee in this pale society 
Of ehosts so soon. 

Pel. I am alive, Fernando, 

And don Ramyres still thy living father. 

Fran. You may believe it, sir, I was o’ the counsel. 

[Extt 

Fer It 18 a joy will tempt me wish to live ' 
Here, without more ambition to change 
For blessings of the other world , and is 
My father willing that we both should live '* 

Car. Men thought you dead. 

Ram It lay within 

The knowledge of Francisco and some few, ^ 
By this device to advance my younger son 
To a marriage with Jacinta, sir, and try 
Fernando’s p^ty and his mistress’ virtue ; ' 

Winch I lia\e found worth him, and my acceptance — 
With her 1 gi\e thee what thy birth did challenge : 
Rccone thy Felisarda. 

Fer ’Tis a joy 

So flowing, it dro\>ns all my faculties , 

My soul will not contain, I tear, but lose, 

And leave me in this ecstacy. 

Car. I am cheated 

Rani Not so , what dower you add above that 
fortune 

Descends upon her by your sister’s legacy, 
Francisco .shall deserve, with a proportion 

Re-enter Francisco and Jacinta 

Out of my state , li\e, and be happy both, 

You shall not want a father in my care. 

Our children thus increas'd, don Carlos, tis 
Our shame if we neglect them — Theodoro, 

You now may call me brother. 

Theo. 1 am honour’d. 
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Car. Well, lake my blessing, too; love her, 
Francisco. 

My bounty is to come, and if my son 

But finish with his mistress — he’s return’d ; — 

Re-enter Luys. 

Where is the widow ? [Aside to Luys, 

Luys Sure enough. 

Car. And don Alberto I 

I/uys I have made him sure too, I have pep- 
per’d him. 

Car. How ? 

Luys. In your ear, I have cut his throat , do 
none pursue me 

Car 1 hope thou hast not kill’d himWIia? 

Luys. You hope too late, 1 could not:hclp it ; 
You said Tie was my rival 
Cor Not too loud. 

Luys Where, where shall I obscure me 1 the 
alcaides 

Will be here presently, and search for me. 

1 left him giMng up the ghost, at a cranny 
I made into his side, through vvhich a man 
Might ,see into his midriff. 

Car. Art thou desperate** 

Luys Beside one window, that did look into his 
lungs, from whence his wind came strong enough 
in six hours sail to dispatch a carrack to the straits. 
Car. I'm mad. 

Luys. I should neglect my life, but ’twould not 
sound well 

With your honour that don Carlos’ son was hang’d. 
Or put into the galhes. Are they not come yet? 

Car I am undone , there is no safety here ; 
Make fast those doors, and by the postern gate 
Thou mayst escape : take the best horse , away ! 
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Luys, 1 shall want money, sir. 

Car. Come, follow me , , 

This accident, 1 fear, will quite distract me. 

Lvys You must dispatch me, quickly, sir , 
there is 

No staying' to tell the money, give’t me in lump. 

I’ll count it afterwards , good sir, make haste. 

]~Exeunt Luys and Carlos 
Ram Something hath happen’d that doth fresh 
perplex him 

Fran Where is don Pedro ? 

Fer He’s here. 

Re-enter don Pedro 

Fed The storm is over, sure , I hear no noise. 
Toledos are asleep — Jacinta ! have 
I found mj love [here] 

Fran Here twas lo.st, indeed , 

1 must allow no such familiarity 
With my wife 

Fed How ' married ? 

Jac Tis most true, my lord 
Fed. You have not us’d me thus * 

Fran. It had been impious to dnorce your heart 
From Estefania , my good lord, we know 
Your lordship' is religious in your promises 
Fed 1 defy all Estefanias , lady, you are civil. 

[to Felisarda. 

Fer. It will become my care so to preserve her, 
My honourable count 
Fed Honourable 
It mipears not by these contempts 

Ram. Your lordship cannot want a female fur- 
niture. 

Fed. I must have somebody, now I’m prepar’d, 
my blood 

Will take it ill ; would J bad Estefania ! — 
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Re-enter Albehto and Estefanu 

She’s here — Madam, I hope you have a better 
faith than to believe I was in earnest , don Pedro 
IS only at your service 

Esief. ’Tift too late, sir , this gentleman is witness 
Of your suriendcr, and is now possess'd 
Of all that’s mine. 

Alb It was your noble bounty, 

For which 1 cannot study a return 

More a[it than to resign to your good lordship. 

My interest in Jaciiita ; give you joy, count! 

Such a rich v\ idow serves iny turn 
Ped So, so , 

If I consider well this is but justice. 

Re-enter don Cahlos. 

Car. Ha ’ 

Are not you don Alberto'* — Fetch back Luys. 

Alb The very same, sir, and this lady is my wife ; 
Please you salute her 

Re-enter Luvs 

Lmys. Sir, for the credit of your wisdom talk not ; 
The man, you see, 's alive, and married too. 

With my consent . alas, I ow’d him money, 

That widow has paid all ; I must be honest, 

I had no heart to leave you so unsatislied. 

These sums must go for other debts,— 

My debts do clog my conscience, and are better 
When they are timely jiaid, sir, than let run 
With their long teeth to bite your state hereafter ; 
And if, when I am free, you dare but trust me — 
Car Was ever father cheated thus '? Come 
hither, 

How darst thou be so impudent'* 

Imys. I cannot help it, sir , unless you die, 

Or give me better means, I shall make bold 
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With these devices ; you are my father, sir, 

And I am bound — 

Car To cozen me ? - 
Lvys All must be mine, and if 
I pay ui\self a lillle before the day, 

You shall be no loser when you come to reckon ,, 
This shall not make a breach ’twixt you and I, 
They are honest men I owe this money to. " 

When I am clear prescribe me any method, 

And rank me like your son, 1 will deserve 
^’ou shall for 2 ;et my wildness, and acknowledge me 
A convert without blemish to vour family 
limn 1 must be intercessor 
Jnc And w'e all 
('nr I’ll think iipon’t. 

/W Since I cannot have Jacinta, I desire 
I may have her brother. 

Luys Not 111 marnaffe ' 

Ped 1 like his wit, his spirit, and his humour. — 
Do not you lo>e a wench 
Luys. Yes, sir 
Ped. Thou shalt never want. 

Luys Wenches ^ 

Ped We II live together. 

And, if thy father be not bountiful, 

Thou shalt command my fortune 
Ijuys. You speak nobly 
Ped Ladies, I ask vour pardon ; ' 

Unless you liold me desperate, disdain not 
That I may this day wait upon your triumph, 

And to each bride offer sonic gift to expiate 
My folly and ofl'ence 

Ram You arc loo bountiful. 

Car You’re all my guests to-da^ 

Ram 1 beg your next 

Remove may place the scene of joy with me , 

My house shall be much honour’d ; lead the way, 
With verse and wine let poets crown this day. 

\E^eunt 
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EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN BY DON FED HO. 

* 

So, so 3 your danger's over, * and the stale 
Secure, as when our fleet, tn evjhty-eight. 

Was fir'd and scatter'd ■ to confirm it true, 

Here ts don Pedro, taken prisoner too ; 

Pm at your mercy, gentlemen, and I 
Confess, without a rack, conspiracy. 

So far as my poor part t' the play comes to , 

But I am innocent from hurt to you. 

And 1 dai e quit the rest from any plot 
Meant but to please ; if you believe it not, 

I dare make oath , your hands can do no less 
Than certify youi fiends what I confess. 

* The danger of the “ Spanish plot.”] bee the Prologue. 
The next line contains an allusion to the defeat and destruction 
of the Spanish Armada in l.'iSS 



THE 

WITTY FAIR ONE. 



The VVitty Faie One ] This Play was Iiceosed by sir H 
Herbert, the Mastei of the Uosels, OctobiT 3, 1628, and 
printed, with his jierimasioti, in 1632-3, as a|)|)f.ir- by tbi fol- 
lowing memorandum at the end of tlie first edition ‘ '1 lus 
Play, called the Wjtti Fuhl One, as itiias acted on the stage 
may be ininted, this 14 ot Jaiuiiu-y, 1632” It «as |iresciiled 
at the Pus ate House in Diuiy Lane 
Where the author of the Du>g Dram learned that it did not 
succeed well on the stage, I cannot tell He ceruinb did not 
find it in Shirley, who speaks of its success in warmci terms 
than are usual with him 



TO THE 


TRULY NOBLE KNIGHT, 

SIR EDWARD BUSIIELL. 

Silt, your taiuhd (eiiwre oj some unworthy poems which 
I have prcsoi/etl to the world, lout' .since made me your 
seruaut ni mi/ thou/'his, and heinc' unwiltvi" to rest king 
in the silent (onteinplation of i/our nohieneis, I presumed 
at last to send this romedi/, to kiss your hand, as the first 
degree to nil/ greater happiness in your more partiailar 
knowledge of me It wanted no grace on the stage ; if it 
appear acieptahle to you m this iieie trim oJ the press, it 
will improve abroad, and yon oblige the aiifhr/r to acknove- 
ledge a Jnroni bei/oiid the first applause Pardtm the 
rudeness of my public address to you, in the number of 
main/ u horn with more ercuse, I might have interrupt- 
ed. I am bold, hut your mercy will incline you not to des- 
pise these (at the worse) but errors of my devotion, and 
the weak cipressioii of Ins service whose desires are to be 
known, 

Your true honmirer, 


JAMES SHIRLEY 
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ACT I SCENE I. 

London — The Garden (^Worthy’s House. 

Entei sir OtOHGE Richley, Worthy, and 
Whihble. 

HW So soon after dinner"* 

Rich 1 am engaged, and must av^ay, excuse 
me, Ijrotlier 

TVnr Well, make ready Ins horse. 
nVnA His vsorsliip’s pad shall be prepared. — If 
your gelding be not ready lu a minute, your wor- 
ship shall ride me [Exit. 

Rich 1 shall 

Not need to yirgc your care upon my daughter, 

Oil whom, next the devotion of my soul 

To heaven, all my desires and thoughts reflect 

1 leave her to your trust,- 

And, in my absence, doubt not you will be 

Both uncle and a father. 

Wo; Willingly 

I would dejjose myself from both these titles, 

To serve my niccc ; her virtue will reward me , 

I know she is your study ; in your want' 

I will put on your jealousy. 

■ in youi want] In your uisenic 
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Rich. It would not 

Become me to confine your entertainments 
Of friends and visitants , but, remember, brother, 
She’s now my sole heir, and by the late death 
Of her twin sister, she derives the ri|fht 
Of all ray wealth to her Gallants, I fear, 
r the town hold too fruitful intelligence 
In these atfairs , and if they be not watch’d. 
They’ll with their wit charm all the dragons guard 
These golden apples 

iVor There are such, indeed. 

Rich Oh, sir, there are too many , not a virgin, 
Left by her friends heir to a noble fortune. 

But she’s in danger of a marriage 

To some puffd title. What are these enter the 

Enter Amyvi.LL,/oUou;ed by Fowler and Clare 

War. The gentlemen that din’d with us 
Fou Why, how now Frank'* grown musty on 
a sudden'* 

Head hung, and playing the thief thus with your 

friends, 

To steal your person from us ' What’s the matter? 
Aim. Nothing, nothing, gentlemen. 

Clare Very like, 

And yet you leave our company for this nothing ' 
Fouo Let’s in a^ain to the ladies 

\Exeunt Ami. Fow. and Clare 
Rich. What 18 he'* 

War. One master Fowler, a reputed wit 
r the town, affected by young gentlemen 
For his converse, yet lives upon no pension 
But his own fortune, and a fair one 
The other, master Clare, 

A friend to master Aimwell, whom they both 
Seem to solicit. 
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Rich. Master Aimvvcll ! 

TVor. A liopeful gentleman. 

Rich. Brother, did you not observe at dinner 
Ills eyes shoot beams upon my daughter ^ (more 
Than I was pleas’d with) Aimwell call you him'* 

I may susjiect unjustly, but such looks 
Are often loose conveyers 
H or. Make no part 
CJf him your fear 

Rich 1 do not, when I call 
To mind my daughter’s virtue and obedience. 

She knows mv purjiosc to dispose her to 
Sir Nicholas ’I’rcedle. ' 

TVor .Viid how do you find 
Her iiudmalion * 

Rich As 1 would direct it 
H or She will maintain it to your comfort, sir 
Howcvci, with what vigilance becomes me, 

I will prcseive ’t, while she remains w'itbin 
Mv cu'loiK 

Ri(/i I'll lea\e a servant to wait upon her 

IfW Hiaiust 

Ric/ The same 

Tror He IS a cunning fellow. 

Rich. He has a sconce 
Carnes some subtilly, which he employs 
Still honestly' in discharge ol any trust 
Committed to Inin 
Wor. Good. 

Rich. And ’tis Ins pride, 

He was ne’er o’er-rcach’d in any nclion 
IFor He knows Ins charge * 

Rich. Perfectly , but I lose lime . sir Nicholas 
Treedlc expects me this night in the country 
IVor When do you return * 

Rich. Within thecs three days at nio«t. 

Trouble >oursclf no further 

w or I’ll wait on you to your horse, sir. [C.reunt. 
voi.. 1 . T 
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SCENE II 

Another part of the Same. 

Enter Aimwell. 

Atm She has sliot a fire inlo my bosom from 
Her eye, or I have drawn in at mine own 
Love poison Oh, my stars’ were too iin^-cntle 
To point her out the mistress of my tlioii^hts, 

Who is so much, like them. abo\e the hope 
Of ever climbing to I see a fatal 
Impossibility divide us , yet. 

The more 1 would discharge this nev\ guest, it 
Slrengtlicns itself within me, and rciieus 
Vigour to keep possession. Slie’s above me, 

And her great fortune makes iny expectation 
So dull and painful , a great lieir Her uncle I 

Enter Worthy 

Wor Master Aimwell, what, alone ' come, let - 
To cards , n here be the gentlemen * 

Aim Within, sir. 

Has sir George Richlcy left us 
JVor Some affairs 
Importun’d his departure. 

Aim. When shall we expect him 1 
Wor. Three days hence. This your inijuirs 
Doth promise you have business with him 
Aim. Little — 

*■ Oh, my stars, 8 lc ] There is something in this soliloquy not 
much unlike the beautiful reflections of Helen in .till's tf'ell that 
ends Well 

" It were all one 

As I should love a bright particular star 
And think to wed it— he is so above me." 
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But you did motion cards ; I’ll choose my partner, 
And for a set or two I'm at your service 
TVur Make your own election 
yitm. Why do you mock me 1 ^ 
w or. IIow ! mock you ? 

Aim. Yes 

iVor. You do not mean in earnc.st. 

Aim. I shall betiay my passion. [Aside. 

Elite f ViOLl'.TTA. 

11 W. I find him. 

ylim. You may, for 1 am lost [/IlSu/c. 

Vin lie’s liere — Ciood mule, is my father gone ^ 
U^or Vi's, iienlle niece. 

Vio Deliirlit to both voiir walks' I’ll take this 
aibour [Retires. 

^lim So breaks the day. and hides itself again 
Amoiiii the western shades ' Were she to dwell 
ithiii Miiir i'ardeii. it should need no sun , 

Her siinlf' were powerful to infuse a warmth 
Into the llowers. her breath perliime your arbours 
The tiees opow iicli iii blossom and bear fruit 
At the same instant, as ’iweie e\er spring 
And e>ei sumnier when she seats herself ' 
Within some bower, the feather d (punsters 
•Shall play tlifir music to her, and take pride 
To warble aery notes till she be \vcai\, 

AN Inch, when .she shall but with one accent of 
Her own express, an hundred niirlitm gales 
Shall fall down deadirom the soft boughs befoic her, 
I’nr oricf to be o’eri banted 

H or Here s pretty iiiadiiess ' 

Atm 'I’ls .so , you ha\e done ras passion jus- 
tice, .sir , 

For love is but a .straffubii:: liom our reason 

DC D 

^ Aimvrell affects (o undcrstaiul Worlliy is pel iiiittari^ him to 
make choice of his nit;(.c as a /uirliiLi Jui hfi- 

T2 
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> ' War. If you do love niy niece, let you and I 
Talk out of metaphor. 

Aim You knew niy father'^ 

War He was my noble friend. 

Atm For his .sake, give me your free answer to 
One question. 

Wur What i.s’t ^ promise yourself, 

What I can do or say is at your service 

Aim Is there a possibility, admit 
1 loved your niece, she might be won at last 
To be m\ M ife 

T'Vor. I’ll not dispute the extent 
Of what is possible, yet my answer may 
Be satisfactory 

Aim. You were eier generous 

Wor I were unciMl not to leply to 
A question ; you shall find my love more fruitful, 
Y’^ou shall have both iny answer and my counsel. 

Jim Let me embrace a perfect friend. 

Wur. Do you know what 
Forliiiie ray young niece may bring her husband ^ 

Aim T guess a great one , but I set more value 
Upon her person , my affection springs 
Not from her wealth. 

Wor But yet her portion 
Is worth your taking notice, master Aunwcll , 

Her father is a man who, though he write 
Himself but knight, keeps a warm house i’ the 
country. 

Amongst his tenants , takes no lordly pride 
To travel with a footman and a page 
To I.K3ndon , humbly rides [in] the old fashion, 
With half a dozen wholesome liveries, 

To whom he gives chnstiaii wages, and not coun- 
tenance * 

♦ countenani-e] i. e. the credit and support of his name 
only, bee Jonson, vol. ii. p. 111. 
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Alone, to live on , can spend by the year 
Eight hundred pounds, and put up five; sleeps 
quietly 

Without dreaming on mortgages or statutes. 

Or such like curses on his land , can number, 

May be, ten thousand pound in ready com 
Of his own, yet never bought an office for’t , 

Has plate, no question, and jewels too, 

In his old lady’s cabinet, beside 
Other things uorlli an inventory, and all this 
His daughter is an heir to. Now, jiraj tell me 
What’s your revenue^ 

Aim S<jme three hundred pounds — 

JVor Per annum * Orant it , what eKpectalion 
Have vou abroad’ 

Aim None 

li^or. That’s quickly sninm’d * 

Vou have not made your love know n to my niece vet’ 
Aim No , my intention was to preacquaint yon 
Wor You have done wisely , do not think on her 
When you’re at prayers, she will but puzzle 
Your devotion , there’s no hope of her 
y/mi Ha ' 

JVor I mean for vmi to arrive at her, vour own 
Disparity in fortune 

Aim. 1 dtv find il 

IJ oi Excuse mv plainness, mt , her father looks 
A great deal hiirher , and, to take away 
Your least enconragornent to prosecute. 

Within mv knowledge -she's design’d already 
.To a wealtliv gentleman, .md within few davs 
’’Twill be a marriage , vou .«hall but jirocure 
Your own affliction to einplov your hope 
Where things remain so aesjierale. 

Atm. I thank you 

IVor. You do yourself more light. 


* bumm'd.] Old copy, ‘‘sumiiioiied ” 
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Aim If such aflairs 

Have past, it were not noble to continue 
Tins path , you liavc done me j^entle office, sir , 

1 must believe vou are generous : tins new flame 
Mv reason shall suppress, before it grow 
Too rnuilitv for me 

n hjr It becomes you well. 

Love, like to sm, inveterate is strong ; 

He prevents danger that de.stroys it young — 
Come, to your friends. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 

The Siiiiic 

EnUr FoMLkR, Pk.NniOI’K, nm^CiARF. 

Fon Your soft stars will not let you be .so cruel , 
lady, to gi\o repulse to a lover 

Claie Do not believe Inin, he does hut com- 
pleincnf , 1 haie known hiin court a hundred, with 
as much foi nudity, 'vooed (hem in the nuptial cut, 
inadevcTsis on their hair, set lilies and loses, a 
whole garden, in their cheeks, iheriies m their 
li]i.s, stellily their lycs, and yet in a t\i inkling — 
Pen Sure von do him wiong, sii ' 

C/aie ioii:> ' 

He measures my .illectioii l»y the length of 
his own prithee Satire, choose anolhei w'alk, and 
leave us to enjoy this , (hou knowesl not my intent 
date- Thou mayst be honest with one, and 
that’s a ni'racle, anil will ask a strong faith to be- 
lieve It I hope she has more vvil than to trust 
your voluble courLshij) I’ll seek out my friend 
Aimwell. [Violetta comes from the arbour. 

Viol [aside to Clare ] iSir, if your engagement 
require no haste, ['P^tey icalk aside. 
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Pen. I do wonder a gentleman of your know- 
ledge should so deceive himself 
jPim. Express yourself, fairest 
Pen. Fair sir, I am not taken vMth your flat- 
teries , I can see through you 

Pow. If \oii have so active an eye, lady, you' 
may see a throng of passions flaming at my heart, 
set on fire by your beauty, I protest to you , come, 
.shame not your wisdom to believe report or opi- 
nion of the world ’tis a iiialiciou'' age we live m ; - 
if your cars have been abused with any ill noise of 
me, ^ou shall tell yourself, if you love me, the 
world IS a shameless and miserable detractor 
you do not despise me, lady — 

Pen No, I pity .so handsome a gentleman, and 
of so fair a fortune, should want his eyes 
Fow How ' blind ' 

J\n To your own follies, sir 
Fate Shall I swear I lo^e vou as I am a gen- 
tie man 

Pen A.s you are a gentleman, I know you can 
swear any tiling, 'tis a fashion you arc most con- 
stant in, to he religiously wicked , an oath iii your 
inoutli, and a reser\ation in your heart, is a com- 
mon courtship' Do not swear as you arc a gen- 
tleman 

Foti As r am an honest man? 

Pun Out npoift ' ihal’^ a worse, mv tailor 
cozen’d me I' other day with the same oath. Save 
your creilil, and let sw earing alone , 1 dare take 
your woid — 

Fair Well said 

Pen. For a greater mailer, but not for this. 
Vou and I have not eaten a bushel ol salt yet , in 
lime I may be coiiMuled, and llimk your tongue 
and heart keep liouse together, lor, at this time, I 
presume they are ^cry far asunder 
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Futc. Would you liave ray tongue in my heart, 
ladv^ 

Pen No, by mv troth, I would rather find \oiir 
heart in your longue , but you are \nliant, and 'tis 
only fear, they &ay, brings a man’s heart up to 
his mouth. 

Foio. Why, yoiir wit is a tyrant, now, pray 
tell me, do not yon love me raighlil\ abo^c pota- 
toes'** come, 1 see the little blind boy in your eyes 
already. 

Pen Love you, sir * 

Fair Yes, I know by yoni bilterne>s you vvi.sh 
me well, and think there is some hope 1 may be 
won too, you take pains to i'lii|) me so hand- 
somelv . come, I’ll he a good child, and kivs tlie rod 

C/are [^tn Wdleftal — You iddige my surMce to 
YOU , I am one 

Aimwcll call d friend, and shall be happy to 
Convey him am knowledge may (oiKcrn him. 

Vio. Then III le/Iy thus I iimkrstand he loi es me. 
Pray yon, do him the true office of a friend, 

And counsel him desist , 1 am di''[)osed of 
Already in my father’s lhou<>hl', and must 
Shew iny ohedience , he shall beget 
But Ins own tioiible, if he nio'c 
My uncle or my father, and ptTha|)s . 

Draw' then suspicion and di'.pleasiire 
On rue loo, b\ so indi.screcl prorecdiiig 
I would not hu\e' a gcntleiiian of his viorlh 
Do himself so gieat nijuiy to run 

* aftoie jiutiitocs ’J I lia^c no ctnifidnuc in thi' genuine- 
ness ot this exjiressioii . it, ho^^e^e^, it cimie fioiti Ihe .luthoi, 
il would seem to mean, above the powei ot pliiltrcs or pioioca- 
tives I’otaioes, long after tlieir intioduetion mUi this country, 
were not considered as an artitle ol food , but weie cillier used 

ab conserves, or brought to table highly ..icasuncd witli sjntes, 
ambersnsc, &.e 
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A course of so much hazard , if you please 
To bear the burden of my thanks for his, 

On rny pari, un’deserv’d opinion, 

And make him sensible, in tune he mav 
Place his affection where he may expect ' ’ 

Fetter return, you shall discharge a friendship 
To him, and with it make my thoughts jour debtor 
Clare Y^oii have express’d a nobleness in this , 
W ere all of voiir mind, lady, ihere would be 
IjCSs willow worn. 

F)iir. You would have me praise \ou, now, 1 
could ramble in your commendation 
I think so 

Fou\ Do xou but think so * w hy, yon shall hear 
me 

Your hairs are Cupid's nets, a forehead like 
7’he fairest coast oflieaxen without a cloud. 

Your evebrovv is Ijovc’s l>ow, while either eye 
Are arrows diaw II to wound , your lips the temple 
Or sacred fane of ki^^es, often as they meet, ex- 
changing roses , 

Your tongue Lo\e's lightning, neck the milky path 
Or throne w here sit the Gr.aces — 

Do not I know that I have abused you all this 
while, or do you think 1 love you a thought the 
better, or, wilji all m\ poetical daubings, can alter 
the coinplexion of a hair, now ^ 

Pen. I would not ha^e you, sir 
Foic. No dispraise to you, 

I have seen as handsome a woman ride upon a 
sack to market, that never knew the impulsion of 
a coat or the puce of a stammel petticoat , and I 
liave seen a worse face in a countess , w'liat o’ that'* ^ 
Must you be proud because men call you hand- 
some ? and yet, though we arc so foolish to tell 
you so, you might have more wat than to believe 


’’ wlirit o’ that Old copy, “ vvlut ia that 
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it; your eyes may be matched, I hope, for your 
Dose. there be richer in our sex , ’tis true that you 
have colour for your hair, we ^rant it, and for your 
cheeks, but what do your teeth stand you in, lady? 
your bps aie jiretty, but you lay them loo open, 
and men breathe too much u|)on them , for your 
tongue, we all leave you, there's no contesting, 
your hand is line, but )our gloves whiter, and for 
your leg, if the commendation or goodness of it be 
in the small, there be bad enow in gentlemen’s 
stockings to compare with it , come, remember 
you are imperfect creatures without a man , be 
not you a goddess, I know you are mortid, and 
had rather make you my companion than iny idol 
this IS no dattery, now. 

Enter Worthy, Aimwell, and Brvins, 

H 'or Where be these gentlemen 
^Fow Ho>v now, Frank ’ 

War. You look well to your chmge, Brains 

lira Aquestion,sir, prayyou,arcyouiTiarried,sir^ 

Clare hy dost tlnni a>k ^ 

lira. Because yon .>hould answer me , 

1 cannol see it in your forehead, sir. 

Cluif; How now, my officious trtneher-sejuire * 
IVo) IXc'Uselimi inasterClare,’tis his blunt zeal 
To do Ins masUr service, who enjoin’d bis 
Best care and vig dance upon this gentlewoman. 
Clare J am married, sir 

Bra. Then 1 hope you have met with your match 
already. 

I have notliing to say to you — 

Clare 'I lii> fellow’s mad 

Bra Nor niy master neither, thongli he left his 
brains behind him. I hope a man may ask a ques- 
tion, sir'* 
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Wor. Come hither, Brains 
Fov^ On niy hfc thou art in love. 

Claie You are not 

Fotr. Do not mistake joiirself, for 1 am. 

Clare Ciiiijfht ^ 1 am ^lad on’t 
Fow Xo, indeed, not eauirlit neitlier, therefore 
bo nol ()\er|()v’d, good moral 1 1\ ^ wliy, dost thou 
think it |)ossible a woman’s face, or any thing 
without lier, t an enchant me ^ 

Urn [/o IFor/Ary] — I.,et me alone \^Exit Wor. 

‘ Clare. VVhv dost thou court them, then ^ 

Fate Wliv, to tiy their wit®, with which I 
shar|)eu inv ouii I)nst think 1 am so mad to 
iiiarr\ ' ^ucntice mv liliertv to a woman, sell mv 
putniiKiiiN to tniv liiem ftathers and new fashions, 
and maiiilaiu a gentleman-u»licr to rule in nn 
sarldle when I am knighted anil pointed at, with 
Pythaiioras fir iiin tame suirerance , have mv 
vvardrolie laid forth and my holiday breeches, 
when mv l.idy pleases I shall take the air in a 
eoaeli with her, toircther with her dog that is cos- 
tive, be appointed iiiv table, what I shall eat, 
m coidinir as her bulvslnp finds her own body in- 
clined led upon this or that melancholy dish by 
prescripl ion, ynarded wilh officious sallads, like a 
piisoiui III a tlnoui; * praise her iKUintifiil' allow- 
ance of coar.se mutton, that have the world of 
dainty flesh before me ^ ’twere a siii to discretion, 
and m}( own lieedom 

lira \ oniig mistress. I observe you [-/sirfe 
Clare ^ (III do not mean to die in this fi'th ^ 
Foic. Prithee, do not talk of dying , a pox on the 
belman and Ins Omnia benes I ‘ but that I think 

’ guardid intii sal Luts ] I <lo not ui.ilciil iiid thii, un- 

less a ridiculous |uiii be iiilcnded bi'lnecn sallaib, vegetables, 
and sallet, a helmet. 

® hounlifiil] Old copy, “ beautiful " 

' II pux on llw belman and /lu Oiiinia beiiei '] loom the manDer 
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I know thy father, 1 should hardly believe thou 
wert a fjentlemaii , however, thy Aristotle’s Ethics 
VI ill make thee iincapablo oftheir company shortly ; 
if you catechise thus you shall have few i^entlemen 
your disciples that have any blood or spirit about 
them There is no discourse so becomm'^ your 
gallants now, as a horse race, or Hyde-park, — what 
ladies lips are softest, what fashion is most terse 
and courtly, what news abroad, which is the best 
vaultmg-housc, wJiere shall we taste canary and be 
drunk to night'' talk of morality' — here be ladies 
still, you shall hear me court one of them , 1 hope 
you will not report abroad among my friends that 
I love her ; it is the love of mounting into her mai- 
denhead, I vow, Jack, and nothing else 
Clare You are a mad lover j, , 

[As Aimvell comes toirat^s I'loletla she 
hints and exit. 

^Bra. That was cunningly cast about 
Bow Whither is’t, lad\ ' 

Peu I am walking in, sir 

Fow. I’ll wait on you, and after that abroad, tis 
an inviting day, are you for the coach ' 

Pen No. 

Fuw. Or for the couch Take me a companion 
for either. 

Pen. Neither 

Fow How ' neither '* blame yourself if you be 
idle, howsoever, you shall not be alone . make use 
of my arm, faire.st, you will to \our lute, I heard you 
couldtouch itcunnirigly , praybless myears a little 
Pen My lute’s broke, sir 

Fow. A string, you mean , but it is no matter, 
your voice is not , ravish a little with that, if you 
please, I can help you to an heir by this black 

in which this expression “ All's uell" is introduced; it would 
seem to have some reference to the times of “ the sickness," 
always dreaded, and always fatal 

an heir •] Here is another vile play upon woids H(ir 
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eye, winch nature hath given you, lil not leave you, 
I’ll follow you [^Exeunt Fowler and Penelope. 

Atm All this from her'* 

Clare You may believe me, sir. 

Aim. Why this to him Could she not give me 
repulse, but she must thus proclaim it? I never 
moved it to her, her uncle hath had no opportunity 
to acquaint her Wlial’s the mystery '* — \^Aside ] — 
Prithee, repeat again the substance of hat she said. 

Clate. With my best meroorv hei words [were] ; 
she wish’d you not proceed lor she was already 
disposed of in her father's thoufjhts 

Ann III her father s ihoiujhts ^ Haply not in 
her own 

Clare It would he fruitless to move her uncle or 
hei father in it 

Aim Ha ' not move her uncle or her father '^ — 
This ina> licget encouragement [there’s] hope I may 

( )ro|iound iny alVection to her, and be happy in’t. 
Yoceed 

Clare She would be sorry a gentleman of your 
worth should run a coutse of so much hazard 
Aim. Hazard’ that word does yet imply there 
IS a possibility 

Clare. So, with complement of her thanks for 
your fair opinion of her, she'd wish me make you 
sensible in time to place your love where yim might 
expect better leturn 

-ii/n. Ah, that's wormwood; let me see; betlci 
leturn , tins last return hath spoiled the whole 
term, and undone my suit , umph ' No, it doth 
admit a fair construction , She would have me sen- 
sible in lime to plant my love where I may expect 
better return. Why — that I may fiom her, lor aught 
I know. 


and hnir, in allusion to the stiings of the lute which Penelope 
says she had oruken 
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Clare. Amantes sibi somma Jingunt; how apt 
are lovers to conster all to their clcsirea ! 

Atm I will not let my action fall. 

Clare Do not build castles. 

Aim I’ll sVnooth it with her uncle , if it hit, 

Oh my blest stars ' 

Clare He’s a-bcd already ' 

Aim. Venus assist one to thy iiUar dies, 

And I’ll proclaim thy son hath loiind his c>cs 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. SCENE I 

Croydon. Room m nr Nicholas Treedle’s 

House 

Elite?- T keedle and a Scr\ant 

Treed Where’, s Mar-text, my chaplain ^ 

Ser. He is newly >valked out of his meditation in 
the kitchen, into the garden 

Treed Bid him read prayers in the dining-room. 
Set Before your worship come 
Treed. 1 will not pray to day. — Dost hear * Bid 
my tutor come down to me. 

Ser. Which of them ^ 

Treed. Why, he that reads travel to me , the wit 
that I took up in Paul’s ’ in a tiffany cloak without 
a hatband , now I have put him into a doublet of 
satin Stay, he’s here 

Enter Tutor 

'Morrow, tutor ; what hour take you it * 

^ 1 took him up in PaulsJ the general rendezvous of thobc 
who sought employment in any way. 
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Tutor. It is no hour at all, sir. 

71 eed. How ? 

Tutor Net directly any hour, for it is between 
eight and nine, sir. 

Treed. Very learnedly , then I was ready be- 
tween six and seven to-day 

Tutor. Are you di>posed for lecture ^ 

Treed. Y’es, yes, sir 

Tutor. You remember my last prelection of the 
division of the earth into parts real and imaginary? 
The parts real into continent and island, * * * * 
♦ * * (c ♦ subdivision of the continent, into 
peninsula, isthmus, and promontory ^ 

Treed. In troth, sir, I remember some such 
things , but I have forgotten them. 

7 utor. What is an isthmus ? 

Tteed Why, an isthmus is an elbow of land 
Tutor A neck, a neck 

Treed A neck Why, I was near it , if you 
had let me alone, 1 should have come up to it 
Tutor. ’Twas well guest What is an island ^ 
Treed An island is an high mountain, which 
shooteth itself into the sea. 

Tutor. That is a promontory 
Treed. Is it so ? An island then is no mat- 

ter, let it go , it IS not the first island we have lost. 

Tutor How arc you perfect in your circles, 
great and les$, mutable and immutable, tropical 
and polar 

Tteed. As perfect iii them as I am m these, 
faith,! shall never con these things handsomely, 
may not a man study travel without these circles, 
degrees, and allilalitudcs you speak of 
Tutor Yes, you may 

*•••»*** •^ Here IS piobably an omission; as it 
ap|K.'ara fiom the subsequent discourse that something had been 
said respectmg “ the imoi'mary division of the earth." 
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Treed. I do not care for the nearest way ; I 
haA e time enough to go about 

Tutor. Very well, you shall lay aside your globe 
then. 

Treed. Ay, and ift plea5'e you, I will have it 
stand in my hall to make mv tenants wonder, in- 
stead of the Book of Martyrs * 

Tutor. It Will do well , now name what Kingdom 
or province you lla^e most mind to 
Treed What say you to England 
Tutor. By no means, it is not in fashion w'ltli 
gentlemen to study their own nation , you will dis- 
cover a dull easiness if you admire not, and with 
admiration prefer not, the weeds of other regions,' 
before the most pleasant flowers ol your own gar- 
den , let your judgment reflect, iijion a serious 
consideration, who teaches you the miinie posture 
of your body, the punctuality of your beard, the 
formality of your pace, the elbows of your cloak, 
the heel of your boot ? do not other nations * Are 
not Italian heads, Spanish shoulders, Dutch bellies, 
and French legs, the only notions of your reformed 
English gentlemen 

Treed. I am resolved to be ignorant of my own 
country , say no more on it. What think you if I 
went over to France, the first thing I did * 

Tutor. By sea ! 

Treed Do you think I have no more wit than to 
venture myself I’thc salt water , I had rather be 
pickled and powdered at home by half, that I had 
Tutor. 1 apprehend — you are cautious , it is safe 

® stand in my hall . instead of the Book of Martyrs ] Ttiis 
custom IS now worn out but I have seen the Book of Martyrs, 
and sir Richard Raker and Stow in the window seat ot more 
than one old ball, where, when books were not so common as at 
present, they found many readers among Ihe tenants and ca- 
sual visitors of the family 

* regions ] Old cojiy, " regiments " 
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travelling in your study; but I will not read 
France to you. 

Treed. No ! 

Tutor Pardonnez-moi, it is unnecessary , all 
tlie French fashions are here already, or rather your 
French cuts. 

Treed Cuts ' 

Tutor Understand me , there are divers French 
cuts 

Treed VVe have had too many Frenchcuts already 
’Julor First, there is your cut of the head 
Treed That is dangerous 

Tutor Pshaw ! a hair, a hair, a jicriwig is your 
French cut. and in fashion with \our most courtly 
gallants , your own hair will iialurallv forsake you. 
Tra il A liald reason 

Tutor Right, oliscrie their |)rudenl and weigh- 
ty [lolicy M ho ha\c Inoii^lit up tins artificial licad- 
jnccc, bet ausf no iiian should appear light-headed. 
'Deal He had I'o sound head that iinonted it ' 
Tutor Then there is the new cut of your doub- 
let 01 slash, the fashion of your apparel, a ijuaint 
cut 

Teed Upon taffeta. 

Tutor Or what you please , the slash is the 
emblem of your valour, and, besides declareth that 
you arc open hieasted 

Deed Open, as niiichas you will, but no valour 
Tutor. Then, sir, there is the cut of vour leg. 
Treed TJiat is wdieii a man is drunk, is it not^ 
Tutor. Uo not stagger in your judgment, for this 
cut is the grace of voiir bodv I mean dancing o'the 
French cut in the leg is most fashionable, believe it, 
pupil, a genteel carnage 

Treed But it is fain to be supported souietime 
wulh a bottom 


VOL I. 
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Enter Servant. 

Ser. Here is sir George Richley, sir, newly 
alighted. 

Treed Oh, my father-in-law that shall be. 
Tutor. Then we are cut off 
Treed. There is a match concluded between his 
daughter and me, and now he comes for ray an- 
swer. Conduct him to the gallery. 

Tutor Rather, sir, meet him. 

Treed Let hini go before, and tell him we are 
coming, and we’ll be there as soon as he [Erpuut 

SCENE II. 

London — A Room tn Worthy’s House 

Brains and Whibble at table 

Whib. Brains ' 

Bra. What is the matter'* 

Wliib. Let’s rifle the other bottle of wine 
Bra. Do not endanger thy sconce 
JVhtb. How 'f 
Bra I’ll dnnk no more. 

TVliib. Why'* 

Bra. Because I will not be drunk for any man’s 
pleasure 

Whib Drunk ! 

Bra It IS good English, now it was Dutch ' 
May be you have some conspiracy upon me. 

TVhtb I ? — Who has betrayed me ? his mistress 
procured the key of the wine-cellar, and bad me 
try if I could wind up his brains handsomely, he 

' Meaning that we derived the term as well as the tice from 
the Oei mans This was not strictly the case, but the belief 
was pretty general in Shirley’s time, and the dissoluteness of 
those who had served in the Low Countries was some support 
to It. 
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knows on ’t. — [^Aside .^ — Not one health more 
Bra. Not [one,] good Whibble , if you urge again 
I shall siispeci 

Whti). Sii‘>pect me ** 

Bra Anti beat you, Whibble, if you be not 
satisfied 

Whih I am ; but in friendship — 

Bra Dn>t tempt me'* 

I will drink your health and be drunk 
alone \^Exit 

Bra This \\lielp has some plot upon me, 1 smell 
powder , my vuiing mistress would have blown up 
iiiy brains, tins peter-guniier* should ha\e given 
fire . it IS not the first lime she lialh conspired so, 
but it will not do, 1 was never yet cozened in rav 
life, and il 1 pa .mi my br.iins Ibr a bottle of sack or 
claret may niv nose, as a brand for my neglinence, 
cairy everlaslin<r inalinsev in it, and be studded 
with rubies and carbuncles’ — Mistress, yon must 
pardon in\ otlicioiisiiess , be as angry as a tiger, I 
must plti\ the dragon, and watch your golden 
fleece mv master has put me m trust, and I am 
not .so easilv corrupted I ha\c but two eyes, 
Argus had a hundred, but be must be a cunning 
Merciiiy must pipe them both asleep, 1 can tell*, 
you And now I talk ot sleep, my lodging is next 
to her cliambers, it is a coiilulence in iiiy master to 
let his lively lie so near her , servingraen have ere 
now proved iheniscKes no cuuuchs, with their 
masters' daughters , if I w'ere so lusty as some of 
my own tribe, it were no great labour to commit 
burglary u|ion a maidenhcnd , but all my nou- 
rishment runs upward into brains, and I am glad 

' JViu jic-Il'I -^^ uiiHfF] Peter seems to have been a familiar epi- 
thet ap|)lu'(i to the walerraen, fisheiinen, and manners of the 
Thames, thej arc frequently thus qualified in oui old poets 
The allusion, which might well be spaied, is to " the pilot uf the 
Galilean Lake ’’ 

V 2 
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on ’t ; a temperate blood is sign of a good liver , I 
am past tilting. — Here she is, with the second part 
of her to the same tune, another maid that has a 
grudging of the green sickness, and wants a man 
to recover her. 

Enter Violetta and Penelope 

Pen Be this enough between us, to bind each 
to help [the] otlicr’s designs. '' ' 

Via. Here is Brains, he has not yet been drench’d 
Pen He IS too subtle 
\'\o. How now. Brains'* 

Bra As yon see, forsooth 
'Pen Thou art very sad. 

Bra. But I am in sober sadness, I thank mv stars 
Vto Wittv ' 

Bra. As much wit as will keep Brains from 
melting: this hot weather. 

Pen. A dry whoreson, not thus to be wrought 
upon [Aside. 

Bra Very good sack and claret in the house. 
Pen. Thou hast not lasted t 
Bra O yes, O yes, my brains sxvim in canary, 
exceeding excellent sack , 1 thank vou, ladies, I 
know it is your pleasure I should not want the best 
blood of the grape, in hope there i. light be a stone 
in my cup to mar my drinking afterwards- — 

Enter Sensible uith a letter » 

mistress Sensible ! what jig’s in the wind, she moves 
-so nimbly '? 

Pen From whom ? 

Sens. Master Fowler 

Bra. A letter ! whence flew that paper kite '* 
Pen. What Is this ? 

Bra. Another enclosed, without direction ; hap- 
pily observed 
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Pen, [reads.] If you can love, I will study to 
deserve, and be happy to give you proof of my ser- 
vice ; in the mean time it shall be a testimony of 
your favour to deliver this inclosed paper to your 
cousin, from her servant Aimtcell Fareuell, and 
remember Fowler. 

Look you, cousin, what maslerFow ler writes Idare 
trust you with the secret. At your opportunity pe- 
ruse this paper ■ ' 

Bra Conveyances! I read juggling- in that pa- 
per already , and tliough you put it up 1 will not. 
Oh, for so much magic to conjuie that paper out of 
her bosom into my pocket ! noi\ 1 do long to know 
what pitiful lover, for it can be no other, is doing 
])eiiance in that white sheet already. — [aside ] — 
Mistress Sensible, hark ye , whence came that 
letter 

Sens From master Fowler to my mistress. 

Bra. It IS a she letter, it seems 

Sens. A she letter , why so ^ 

Bia. Because it had a young one in the belly 
of it, or 1 am much mistaken. 

Pen Does he not write like a bold gamester ' 

Bra And a bowling-gamester loo, for his bias 
was toward.s my mistress , but 1 may chance to 
cast a rub in lii.i way, to keep him from kissing.’ 

[, /sif/e 

}'io He hath ^ery good parts in him, question- 
less , but do you lo^e him ? 

Bra O the cuiiiiiiig of these gipsies ! how. w hen 
they list, they can talk m a dislingirshable iliaicct , 
they cull men fo.vcs, but they make lame geese 
of some of us ; and yet, like one of those in Rome, I 
may prove so happy to pieser^e your distressed 
capitol.— What news brings this kicksliavv ? [Aside. 

® Thi'sc arc all terms at bowling, the mistress was the sta- 
lionaiy bowl at which the gamesters aimed — the rest needs no 
explanation 
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Enter Winnifridb. 

iVin. Master Fowler desires to speak with you 

Bra. Already’ he might have delivered his own 
letter \_Aside. 

Vio. I’ll to my chamber 

Bra. It wmII do \ery well. 

Fio I liope you will be careful that I am not 
troubled with any Msit of geiitlemeu , it will be- 
come your ofFiciouMiess, good Dainela.s, to have a 
care of your charge Pamela ' 

Bra So, I can suffer this jeer. [Exi^. 

Fio. Ha! IS he gone'* 1 am glad of it, I will 
take this opportunity to read the paper master 
Aimwell sent me. No superscription ' 

Re~enter Brai>s, behind. 

Bra. She is at it already , thus far off I can 
read her countenance, if she spare lier voice. 

Vio [reads ] 

/ do not court yoiir fottune, hut your love, 
If my wild apyrehension of it prove 
My enor, punish gently, since the f re 
Comes from yourself, that Itmdletl my desire. 
So my poor heart, full of expeclanve, lies 
To be ytmr seivanl, or your sacrtjke. 

It .shall be answered \^Eiit 

Bra It shall ' the game’s afoot W'cre I best to 
discover thus much, or rpscr\c it to welcome home 
the old knight withal'* I u ill be more familiar 
with this juggling, first . the scrivener has a name, 
and if he be worth his oun ears, he shall be worth 
my discovery 

' Dametas is the foolish shepherd m whose charge Pamela was 
placed by the king her lather. In sir P Sidney's jlrcadut. 
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Re-enter Penelope teith Fowler 

Here comes the gallant and the t’other toy, now. 

Pen. I received your letter, sir. 

Pow. In good time. 

Pen. You might have spared your hand a la- 
bour if >ou had resolved to put your feet upon this 
expedition 

Rra Good. 

Fow 1 confess 1 wrote something in my own 
cause ; but the chief cause was to convey nay 
friend’s affection to his mistress 

Bra. And I will convey your affection to some- 
liody else. 

Pen. Then you made me a property ? 

Foic It IS for your honour, if you help any way 
to advance an honest business , and yet, mistake 
me not , though the rack should enforce [it] from 
nie^vs ithout a second reason 1 had not wrote to you , 
jet, for so much as concerned myself, by this kiss, 
my pen hath but set down the resolution of my 
heart to serve you 

Pen. To serve me* how^ 

Foic How ' v>liy, anyway • give me your livery, 

I will wear it, or a coat with a cognizance,’ by this 
liglit, I fear you are an heretic still, and do not be- 
lieve as you should do , come, let me rectily jonr 
faith, serve you 

Pen. Since the complement of service came' 
up, gentlemen have had excuse for their love. 1 
would not hav^e you serve me, sir. 

Fotc. Not serve you ! Why, do you think a man 
cannot lov'e and serve too. 

Pen Not one serve tw'o, well. 

Fmo. You are too literal, and yet in the strict 

* a Coat with a cognizance ] i. e. a badge bearing the ariiia or 
crest of the faiuil}'. See Joiuon, rol. u. 
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sense, I have known a woman has served half a 
dozen g-entlemen handsomely , so, so ; and jet the 
last had enough of her too . why should not one 
man serve two gentlew’omen it argues against 
Your sex, that you are more insatiable of the two. 
But I haA’e a simple aflectioii, I protest, and indivi- 
dual , I’ll ne'er serve but one 

Pen But one at once ' 

Pow But one at once, and but one always, by 
this diamond. 

Pen Nay, keep your oath, sir. 

Fufc I am forsworn if I do not, for I vowed, 
before I came, to bestow it ; come, wear it in your 
bosom, it shall be an earnest of more precious jew- 
els, though not of so blight a lustie, that will 
follow'. 

Pen. I iiray, sir, resolve me one thing, and be 
plain. — Do you love me '* 

Fow Love you ' 

Pen It is my question. 

Fow It IS a very foolish one ; to what purpose 
have 1 been talking all this while, that you make it 
a question '* has not it been the theme of all my dis- 
course hitherto, that I do lo\e you '* 

Pen 111 what sense * 

Fo IV. lu what sense* Why, in anVisense, at your 
own choice, or in all the senses logether, an you 
doubt me I do love to .see your lace, hear your 
voice, smell your breath, touch your tree, and taste 
your golden apples 

Pen But this does not satisfy me 

Fuiv You do not doubt my sufficiency, do you? 

Pen Now' you are immodest , I only ask if you 
love me. 

Fow And have not I told you * Pray teach me 
a better W’ay to expre.ss it Does a wise man love 
fools’ fortune, and a nobleman another beside my 
lady * Docs the devil love an usurer, a great man 
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his flatterer, the lawyer a full term, or the physi- 
cian a (lead time to thrive in '* 

Pen Spare \mirscH , this is but coarse love. 
Fow. I’ll spin il finer and liner every day, sweet: 
to be plain with thee, what dost thou think of rue 
for a hiisoand I lore ihce that uay . , 

Pen. Would you did else ! lAside. 

Foiv K theic any thing m me v\ould commend 
itself, that I may spare rny other commendations'* 
lor I am resolved to be yours at any rate of my own 
praise, or what I can purchase fioin my friends. 

Pen J*iir, if your meaning be no stranger to 
^onr laiiffiia're, although I cannot promise mjself, 
you bind me to he thankful for it. 

Fdw Mie nibbles already \_Astde. 

Pen But pardon me if I suspect you still , >ou 
are too wild and airy to be constant to that af- 
fection 


Enter Brai.vs and Worthy 


Bra Tlieie be the pigeons 

Tt'oi A n’t be no worse I care not. — Master 
Fow ler 

A most welcome fiiciid 

Foic 1 woyid be to your daughter. 

Bin Let lier use to entertain him so, and he 
will bid himself welcome — [.fsn/c.] — Harkyou,sir, 
you tlo like his cuiiipaiiv. 

Wo, Yes . 

Bni. 8o I say, but if I were worthy to give your 
daiighlet counsel, she should have a special care 
how she treads, for if this gentleman be not a 
whoreinaster, he is vciylike one, and if she chance 
anyway to crack her Venice glass, it will be not 
so easily soldered 

War. Meddle with your charge, sir, and let 
her alone. 
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Bra I have done ; here is a fresh ^mester 

Enter Manly. 

Man. By your noble leave 
Wor 1 ou are welcome, sir. 

Man. 1 was directed hither to find a gentleman 
Fow. Manly, how is’l"* 

Man. I was to inquire for you at your lodging. 
Fow Pray know this gentleman, lady , — master 
Worthy, he’ll deserve your acquaintance. 

Man. You oblige my services — But what make 
you here, my woman-errant’ 

Wor Come hither, Penelope. 

Fow. Soliciting: a cause of Venus 
Man. I suspect as much, but with her’ is she 
a whore ? 

Fow. No, but ni do the best to make her one ; 
she loves me already, that’s some engagement , 1 
dare trust thee with my sins. — Who’s here’ Aim- 
well and Clare ' 

Enter Aimvvell, Clare, ojuI Brains. 

Wor Withdraw yourself. 

Fow Frank ! 

Aim Master Worthy. 

Wor. A knot of friends. 

Aim What of my letter’ [Aside to Fowler. 
Fow ’Tis delner’d , you must expect 
Wor. What news, gentlemen ’ 

Aim. We hear none , you visit the Exchange, 
sir ; pray furnish us 

Bra. What do all these butterflies here’ I do 
not like it [Aside. 

Aim. 1 hope your daughter is in health? 

Wor. Perfect, 1 thank heaven. 

Aim. And your niece, at whose naming 1 am 
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bold to tender ray thanks for your last friendship , 
I might have plunged by this time into passion, had 
not you nobly, just as 1 vvas falling, prevented my 
unhappiness 

Wbr Your opinion of what I did gi\e.s value to 
the action ; however, ’twas a duty I wa.s bound to. 

Bra This is the_jouth. I’ll pawn my brains , 
[aside ] —Hark you, sir, what do you call this gen- 
tleman 

Clare Master Aimwell. 

Bra. He may shoot short for all his aiming, be 
wears bachelors' buttons, does he not ? 

Clare. Yes, old truepenny, and loops, too , thou 
art jealous, now. 

^^Bra One word more. 

Fow I have a plot, and thou must help me 

J\fan, Let it be a safe one. 

Aim. May we not see her ? 

War Brains, where’s thy mistress'* 

Bra Slie’> a little busy. 

Foic. Who’s that? 

War My niece 

Foic. An she be but a little busy she's more than 
half at leisure 

Bra Do not you know that a woman is more 
troubled with a little business, than some men 
with managing the troubles of a whole comraon- 
wealtli ^ it has been a jiroverb, as busy as a hen 
with one chicken , marrv, an she had twenty, 
twenty to one .she would not be so fond of them 

Wor He says right — Gentlemen, we are 
fi lends; it is my brother’s pleasure, who is her 
lather, to deny frequent acces.s to her, till he hath 
finished a design , for my jiart, I am not of his 
mind, nor shall my daughter be a prisoner to bis 
fancy . — you see, sir, I do not seclude her ; if she 
choose within any limits of reason, 1 move in her. 

Atm. You speak nobly 



309 


THE WITTY FAIR ONE. [Act II. 


Enter Whibble. 

Whtb. Sir Georfre Richley, sir, and sir Nicholas 
[Treedle,] arc newly arrived. 

Wor. My brother ' acquaint my niece. 

Bra 'Tis my office, I’ll do it [^Exit 

Man. Shall’s stay'* 

Aini By all means , let’s see the doughty knight 
that must free the lady from her enchanted castle 

Clare Didst ever sec him ? 

Atm No , but I have heard his character. 

Man. Prithee let’s have it. 

Aim They say he’s one, was wise before he 
was a man, for then his folly was excusable, but 
since he came to be of age, which had been a 
question till his death, had not the law given him 
Ins fathei’s lands, he is grown w’lcked enough to 
be a landlord he does pray but once a year, and 
that’s for fair weather in harvest , his inward senses 
are sound, for none comes from liim , he speaks 
words, but no matter, and therefore is in election 
to be of the peace and quorum, which his tenants 
think him fit for, and his tutor’s judgment allows, 
whom he maintains to make him legs and speeches. 
He feeds well himself, but, in obedience to govern- 
ment, he allows Ins servants fasting days , he loves 
law, because it killed hi.s father, whom tlie parson 
overthrew in a case of tithes , and, in memory, 
wears nothing suitable, for Ins apparel is a cento, 
or the rums of ten lashions He does not much 
eare for heaven, for he’s doubtful of any such place; 
only hell he’s sure of, for the devil sticks to his 
conscience . therefore, he does purpose, when he 
dies, to turn his sms into alms-houses, that poste- 
rity may praise him for his bountiful ordination of 
hot pottage ; — but he’s here already ; you may read 
the rest as he comes towards you. 
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Enter Richley, Treedle, and Tutor 

Wor Brother ! 

Rich. Let your kindest respects meet this gen- 
tleman. 

Wur. Sir Nicholas Treedle, I desire you would 
write rae in the number of Yonr servants. 

Treed ’Tis granted — Gentlemen, I have an 
ambition to be your eternal slave 

Fow. 'Tis granted. 

Tut. And 1 to be your everlasting servant. 

Atm 'Tis granted. 

Clare. A couple of cockloches ! ’ 

Enter Pbnelopl', Violetta, Winnifride, Sensi- 
ble, and Brains 

Rich. Here come.s my daughter 

Tieed. [fo Penelope') — Lady, and mistress of 
my heart, which hath long melted for you, — 

Rich. This is my daughter. 

Treed Then it melted for you, lady. 

Fotp His heart is whole again. 

Treed. Vouchsafe to entertain a servant, that 
shall study to command 

Tilt Well .said' 

Treed. His extreraesl possibilities — in your 
business 

Aim. Abominable courtship ! 

Sens [aside to Aim.'\ Sir, 1 am servant to mis- 
tress Violetta, who commends this paper to you. 

Aim. O, my best angel ' 

Bra As the devil would have it ' are you there, - 
Sensible ? 

’ cockloches This appears to mean a couple of silly cox- 
combs ; but the word is of rare occurrence in our old writers 
It IS puic French — Co(|ueIucAc, a sort of spoiled child. 
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Potc. Master Worthy, I take my leave 
TVor. Will you not stay supper'* 

Man We are engaged. 

Aim. My service shall wait on you, gentlenaen. 
Clare. And mine. 

Treed. Come on, my queen of diamonds 
JitcA. Brother, lead the way. [Pxeun/ 

Bra If she carry away this letter so, call me 
shallow-brains I was never yet cozen’d in my 
life : — this night"* it shall be so ; 1 will not come 
with bare relation of your plots, 
ril bring active intelligence that shall tell 
Your secret aims, so crush them in the shell [Exit. 


ACT III SC ENE I 

Sir George Richley’s House Violetta's bed- 
chamber 

As the curtain rises Brains u discovered, with a 
•paper in his hand. 

Bra. Sure this is it, my mistress ajid her maid 
are both fast still , I have watched under the bed 
all night, to rob her pocket of this paper, and I 
have done it Some fellow, at this opportunity, 
W'ould have wriggled himself into one of their 
flesh. 

Vio. Who’s there ? Sensible '? 

Bra. Death ! her tongue is awake already 

Vw. Who’s in the chamber'* 

Bra. Help me, brains, belbre she wakes the 
t’ other — ’Tis I, forsooth, but looking for the 
chamber-pot. [Counterfeits Sensible's voice. 

Vio. Beshrew you for your noise. 
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Bra. Where’s the door [^Stumbles. 

Sens. Who’s there 

Bra The t’otherspintisraisedinthetruodle-bed.* 
Whatwill become of me now'* \^n. comes forvoard. 
Sens Here’s nobody. 

Vio. Make an end, and get thee to bed. 

Sens. An end of what"* Does she. talk in her 
sleep'? she was not wont. 

Bra So, so ' [Exit. 

Sens.^ [going to the dour ] — Ha * the spring is 
open, 

I might forget to make it fast last night , 

'Tis so , and happdy some cur or cat 
Has been in the chamber, for 1 hear a noise 
About the door , I’ll make it fast. 

And so to bed again ; I think it is day already. 

[Retires. 


SCENE II 

Another Room in the Same. 

Enter Tutor in his gown, with a paper. 

Tutor. So , this fancy, wrote for sir Nicholas, 
like a forked arrow, points two ways ; wenches 
are caught with such conceits they will imagine it 
none of his invention, then, — whose but mine'* my 
person does invite more acceptation, but the father 
aims at the esta te ; no matter, if I can insinuate 
inyseTf into her opinion , ’tis no impossibility ; her 
portion will be enough for both. 

* in the trundle-bed ] A low b«l that run on truckles (cas- 
tors), and was appropriated to the servants, or inferior laem- 
ben of the family It was only drawn out at night , by day it 
was always thrust under the standing bed. 

’ Bra So, so ' 

Sens. Ha! &c ] The old copy gncs the whole of this 
sjieech to Brains 
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Shall I live still dependant, and not seek 
-Ways to advance myself* busy my brains 
In ballads to the giddy chambermaids'* 

Beggar myself willi purse and pincushion'*’ 

When she that is tlie mistress may be mine'? 
’Twill be a masterpiece if I can gull him — 

But he’s here already. 

Enter Treildll uith a paper. 

Treed Noble Tutor! 'morrow to you ’ have [you] 
tinished the whimscy for my mislress already '* 

Tutor I have done it , this paper carries the 
love-powder 

Treed For fear you had forgotten me, I have 
made a quibbling in praise of her myself , '»uch a 
one as will fetch up her heart, 'riitor 

Tutor. That were a dangerous \omit, sir , take 
heed of that. 

Treed Ay. but I will not hurl her, I warrant 
thee , an she die within a twelvemonth and a day, 
riJ be hang d for her. 

Tutor. Will you, sir "* 

Treed. Marry will I. Look you, sir. — But 
first let me see your s. — Can you not write it in 
my owm hand? I shall hardly read it 

Tutor. I’ll read it to you, , 

Treed. Sir George ! — Give me it ' 

Enter Richley, and Worthy. 

Rich. See, they are at it. 

Treed And how do you like it ? 

JVor. ’Mon ow, noble sir Nicholas, 

Rich ’Morrow, gentlemen ! 

Treed ’Morrow to you both. — Sir George, I have 
been making poetry this morning 

> jnncushvm f] Old copy, *' pincasiii perhaps a ^’ul^rism 

for pincases. 
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Tutor. He has a subtle fancy. 4^ 

Rich What’s the subject? 

Tutor. No subject, but the queen of his affections. 
Treed I scorn subjects ; ’lis my empress your 
dai^hter’s merit’ hath set my iVIuse on fire. 

Tutor Read, sir. 

Treed. No, you shall read them for me. 

Tutor. ’Tis a hue and cry, sir 
Rich A hue and cry ! for what? 

Treed For what! why, for somewhat. I’ll war- 
rant you. S'* 

TuPjt You may call it Love’s hue and cry. 
Treed Call it what you will, I know what it is 
Wor. Arc you so poetical 

Treed I have been dabbling' in Helicon : next 
to travel, ’tis all my study — Mark the invention. 

[ Tutor reads. 

In Love's n iine you are charged hereby 
To make a speedy hue and cry. 

After a face, who t' other day 
Came and stole my heart aioay ; 

For your diiections in brief 

These are best marks to knotc the thief : 

Her hair a net of beams would prove, 

Strong enough to captive Jove, 

Playing the eagle : her clear brow 
Is a comely field of snow. 

A sparkling eye, so pure a gray 
As when it shines it needs no day 
Ivory duellcth on her nose; 

Lilies, married to the rose, 

Have made her cheek the nuptial bed . 

[Her] Ups betray their vn gin red, * 

As they only blush’d for this. 

That they one another kiss ; 

* merit, J Old copy, “ Muse but 1 ha're little confidence in 
the above being the right word. 

♦ Dir^ui red,] Old copy, *' virgin's weed " 
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But observe, beside the rest, 

You shall know this felon best 
By her tongue; for if your ear 
Shall once a heavenly music hear. 

Such as neither gods nor men 
But from that voice shall hear again, 

That, that is she, oh, take her t' ye. 

None can rock heaven asleep but she. ‘ ? / 

Treed. How do you like my pippin of ParnassU'^, 
gentlemen 

Rich IVor. Very handsome 

Treed Nay, I'll warrant you, my Tutor lias 
good furniture in him. 

Wor I do not think he made them. 

[Aside to Richley 

Treed. Now you shall hear some \erses of ray 
own making 

Rich. Youi own ! did you not make these ^ 

Tutor. He betrays himself [Aside 

Treed Hum , yes, I made them too, my Tutor 
knows 

Tutor I’ll take my oath who made them. 

Treed. But I wrote them for another gentleman 
that had a mistress. 

Rich Mv daujrhter, \ou said. 

Tieed 1 iii.ij say so , but, that their faces are 
nothing alike, you would hardly know one from 
t’ other For your better understanding, I will 
read them myself — Her foot — 

Wor Do you begin there ? 

Treed. Oh, I will rise by degrees. 

Her foot is feat with diamond toes, 

But she with legs of ruby goes . 

Thighs loadstones, and do draw unto her 
The iron pm of any wooer. 

’ None tan roch heaven asleep but iht ] See p 68. 
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fVor. Precious conceit! 

T reed. Her head — 

Rich Her head ! 

Wor. You were between her thighs but now 
Treed. 'Tis mv conceit ; 1 do now mean to go 
downwards again, and meet where I left, in the 
middle 

Her head is opal, neck of sapphire, 

Breast carbuncles, shine like a fire; 

And the naked truth to tell ye. 

The very mother of pearl her belly. 

How can she choose but hear my groan>i 
That IS composed of precious stones ^ 

IVor A\, marry, sir. /Jo 

fl'reed Now, if you like' t, yon may.® 

IVo) A v^ord with you, sir . pray, what do you 
think of joiir pupil ? 

Tutor. I think nothing, sir 

If 'or Hut deal ingenuously , your opiniou ^ 

Tutor Shall I tell you 

If or Pray, sir 

Tutor. Nothing. 

IVo). I think so too What doth my brotliei 
mean, to make this fond election'? I !•» 

Tutoj h'oi my own part, you hear me sas 
nothing , biit.thc good parts and qualities ot men 
are to be \ allied. 

Thi.s fellow’s a knave ; I smell him 
^Tutor Something has some sa^ou^. 

Treed When you please ; name your own tune , 
I’m ready to be married at midnight. 

Rich About a seven-night hence 
Treed. liCt it be three or four, I care not how 
soon. Is breakfast ready 
Rich It waits upon you. 

® This IS fioiu the well known piologue to Viitilhuij fleif/, 
Undoubtedly it was sufficiently popular, as a dcli.i.UL 

X2 
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Treed I do love to eat and drink in a morning, 
though I fast all daj after. 

Rich, ril follow, brother. 

TVor. We’ll both attend. [ExeuiU. 


SCENE III. 
i/\im well’s Lodgings. 

Enter Aimwell with a letter. 

Aim This opportunity let my covetous eye 
Take to enrich itself, but first prepare 
With reverence, as to an altar, bring 
No careless but religious beams along 
With you to this new object, this small paper 
Carnes the volume of my human fate, 

I hold my destiny betwixt two fingers, 

And thus am 1 wrapt up without a name, 

Being, or expectation of world’s joy 
More than this table (when the curtain’s drawn) 
Presents in character to ray thirsty eyesight. — 
Hail, thou ambassador from thine and my 
Mistress, bringing peace, or unkind war. 

Thou emblem of her whiteness, which 1 kiss, 
And thus again salute. 


Enter Boy and Clare 
Boy There he is, alone. 

Clare. So, leave us. Boy. 

Aim. Coming from her. 

Can it be guilty of defiance to me ? 

Had she not meant me happy, she had given 
My letter to the flame, and with it 1, 

In those thin ashes had been buried. 
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Nor had she deipn’d this answer, which ‘ the cir- 
cunistaiu e 

Of my receiving prompts me to believe 
Gracious , the gentle messenger commended it, 
Not as a thing she would have public, but 
With c>es full of suspicion, (which had been 
Needless, had she contemn’d my services,) 

So, ^iTiilinslv, departed Thus I sent my paper, 
Which hat bill lo\c taughtlier to imitate? 
Without a superscription — [^seeing Clare^ — Oh, 
Clare, welcome, 

welcome to that [shall make thy] ’ heart dance in 
thy hosniii if thou beest a friend, and canst rejoice 
to kno« m e ha ppy You thought me ridiculous, 
and that 1 did v\ iih too much flattery of mvself, ex- 
pound your story. Had I been, like thee, of frosty 
apprehension, and cold phlegmatic judgment, I 
had missed a blessing that wanton Jove would 
have been rival for. Dost see this paper? 

Clare Nothingr on the outside 
Aim ’ I'ls inly precious 

Clare You ha^e not search’d the lining, that 
you promise so 

Atm. 1 see ihronn-h it , hast thou not heard the 
perfect magnet 

Will, though inclos’d within an ivory box. 

Through Ihew hilcwall shoot forth embracing virtue 
To the loved needle ? I can read it, Clare, 

And read a joy iii’t that transports me , this 
Came from my mistress , having touch’d her hand. 
Whence it receiv d a whiteness, hath it not b 


• Not had she deign'd this answer, which, &(. ] Old copy reads : 
" Nor had she deigu'd this answer with the circuniptance 
At itiy receii mg' jirompls me to believe 
(iracious the gentle racssenger couimaiul it," &c. 

t H'elromc to that [shall make thy] These, oi similar words 
seen] to have dropt at the press 
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Brought inceoae too dispersing a rich breath, 
Sweeter than [all] Arabian spicery, 

About the room, in which, while it remains, 

We suck in perfum’d air It came from her, 

My honest Clare, from her, whose rare wit taught, 
\Vben in thy dull opinion I was lost, 

My apprehension a new hope to thrive 
In my ambitious love — Excellent women ! 

The top of all creation, 1 shall be 
At once too happy. — Unrip thou the seal, 

Read it, and let thy voice con\ey it gently. 

Lest I be surfeited. But why should any 
Be honoui’d to receive her [loving letter] * 

But I, to whom she hath directed it^ 

By thy leave, .silent paper confident 
Of blivs, I open my Cly.siiim, 

And let my soul into it — Ha [Reach 

Laden with mighty hopes, how desperateK ’ 
Havel launch’d torth, anti find a storm ' 

Clare. A\diat’s tills'* Your own letter return’d ' 
Can it be otlierw ise than in scorn ? 

A^fi In scorn ' 

Clare Have you not now cause of triumph * 
who is now the truer prophet? You would nourish 
hope in spight of reason , now' you feci a punish- 
ment in her derision 

Aim. Ls this credible ? 

Clare. Credible ! 'Tis no wonder in a woman , 
Though she had promised, vow’d, affection to you, 
It had not been a miracle to find 
A change in her affection ; yet you cannot 
Accusclicr much 

Aim Appear’d 1 so unwoilhy. 

That, 'raong so many way.s she liad to express 

* {loving letter'] Here again some wuril has dropt at the 
press, which I have supplied as 1 could 

• how desperately] The oldcopy reads, “ how dispendant, ' of 
■which 1 can make nothing 
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At what poor value she esteem’d my proflTer’d 
Service, her pride could find out none but this, 

To semi me mine own ajjain ! 

Clare. Do but ima<7-ine 

O 

You sent a ■*ervaut with a mes.'ia^e to her, 

She not vMtliin, he is return’d again 
Without an answei 
yiioi InciMlity ! 

She might have thank’d me, aud subscrib'd her 
name ; <i .. 

I as not bound to her observance 
Clare. Come, be free again 
Aim I uill be so, with this 
That 1 could cancel my affection ! 

[Tears the letter in pieces 
Clare What do you mean ** lihmmej touch'd her 
hand, 

Is full of incense and ^Irabian spiccry ; 

You are too prodigal of your perfume 
Aim. Do not thou mock me, too 
Clare Well, I have (lone 
Alin Would I liad >o ' 1 cannot empty all 
My torment , « herefore .should a man Ioa e woman? 
Such any inockeric", nothing but mere echos,) 
Tliat owe their being to our opinion, 

And in reuard of lionournifr them, send back 
As scornfully the language we bestow’d. 

Out of our too much dotage 
Claie If they send 

All they receive from us, accuse them not, 

We have our hearts again 
Aim. And I'll have mine. 

1 will, I have not yet , here wants a guest, 

Invite him home again Why should not I 
Be as coy as she, and with as imich neglect 
Throw her behind mv thoughts'* Instruct me with 
Wit ty r evenge, and thou sbalt* see me toss 

' s/ml/] Old copy, that. 
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This shuttlecock with as much pride; and when 
I’m sated with this sport, let fall this vanity 
Into as low disdain , psha ! 

Clare Nobly resolv’d ! 

Atm Come, to a tavern , drench the memory 
Of these poor thoughts 

Clare Let’s seek out master Fowler and Manly. 
Aim And, warm’d with sack, we ’ll try 
Who can make satires best. 

> Clare. A match , let’s to them [Exeunt 


SCENE IV 

Fowler’s Lodgings 

Fowler, as if sick, upon a couch, and Manly 
disguued as a physician, attending him phials, 
Sfc. on a table. 

Fo tc. An thou dost not play the doctor hand- 
somely, I’ll set the college of physicians upon 
thee, for practising without a license. 

Man Can you be sick 
Fate. I would but counterfeit. 

Man. So must 1 the physician. 

Fou>. I have known a spruce empiric hath 
given his patient two or three slools'wilh the bate 
repetition of crude woids, and knotty sentences, 
which have come from him like a phlegm, which, 
besides the operation in the hearers, who admire 
him for it , while he beats like a drum, at their 
barrel head, and turns their brains like beer, does 
him the benefit to scour his own dirty ma»v, whose 
dregs else would piitrify , and miest his cheeks 
worse than a gangrene 

Man. Are you sure she w ill visit you ^ 

Foto. As sure as 1 am well ; for, an 1 were sick 
and would sleep, I would rather take a nap on the 
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ridge of Etna, and the fall of deafening Nilus, than 
endure the vi^lta^lon of any of their tribe — \knock- 
ing within ] — One knock§ , my pillow, and lay my 
head in the aching posture 

Enter Aimwell and Clare. 

Man. ’Ti" Aimwell and Clare 

Aim. Where’s my wilty bacchanalian — How 
now'* ^^llat means this apothecary’s shop about 
thee'? ail ph\sical'* 

Fow iSick, -Sick 

Aim Did>t not look in a glass to-day t how 
scurvil\ this II lifhlcap shews upon thee! 

Clare Wliats the disease'? 

Man A fever, sir 

Aim Hang fevers ' let’s to the tavern, and in- 
liame ourselves \ntli lusty wine , suck iii the spirit 
of sack, till we be delphic, and prophesy, my 
bully-rook. 

Fate Alas! 

Atm A lass ! is that the disease? Drench her, 
drench her in sack sick for a lass ! do not fool 
thyself beyond the cure of Bedlam , be wise and 
well again. ■ 

Fow You ^re merry ; it seems you have won 
the lady 

Atm What lady? the lady i' the lobster'* I 
was half sick for a foolish thing called a woman , 
a toy took me in the head, and had like to have 
taken aw av my heart, too; but I haie recovered. 
Do not Iriist tliy body with a physician, he’ll make 
thy foolish hones go without Hesh in a fortnight, 
and thy soul walk without a body a seven-night 
nher. 

Man. TJiese are no doctors. 

Atm. Doctor! art a Parisian, a Paduan, or a 
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Leyden* doctor'* How many, and be true to us, 
hast thou killed the last spring'? will it puzzle 
thy arithmetic, my precious rectifier of nature the 
wrong way ? — Faith, thou must excuse me, Jack, 
that I cannot condole with thee ; by this whey 
beard ot IJsculapiiis, I dare not endanger myself 
with so much melancholy, lest I fall into a relapse 
— Whom ha\e we here? 

Entvr WiiiiiELE and PtNtLorE distjuised. ^ 

Whih ’Tis rcpoited that master Fowler is sick, 
and keeps his chamber , I hope he is within '* 

Poi Noble sir 
yhni. Fair lady 
Pen. IIou fare you, sir** 

Fou' I'Jie belter to see you here 
Man Upon the entrance of this gentlewoman, 
1 hud your grief much alter’d. 

Pen Upon mine? 

Man Yes, and by that I dare presume to say, 
Nou are the cause of his distemper'* 

Pen. I, sir ? 

Fow. A cunning doctor ’ 

Man For 1 observ’d, so soon as his searching 
eye had fastened on her, his labouring pulse, that, 
through his fever, did before slick hard, and fre- 
L|uent, now exceeds in both these dilierenccs , and 
this Galen himself found truchpon a woman that 
bad doted upon a fencer 
Clare Ay ' 

Whib. She did long for t’ other bout then * 

[Aside 

Pen Give us leave, pray 

[Aimwell and the others walk aside 
Aim A very pretty fellow 

' Leydcri] The old copy reads. Leaden — pei haps the author 
intended to be witty , if so, there is a pun siwiled 
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Clare Well skilled i’ the pulse 
Atm. You know ray disease too, do you not? 
will not my complexion give you the hint on’f* 
Man You arc not very well 
Atm How, sir ? 

Man Byyoiii favour, you will come to t 
Aim To what'* 1-j 

Man To a burniug fever — Is there not one 
woman in the world ** — 

Aim 1 think there is, and too much of that , 
what then “* what conclude you "* 

Mu}i Nothing but syrup of violet wculd comfort 
}oii, going to bed 
Aim Violet ' 

jClare He has gi\en it yon 
Foiv It does me good, lady, to feel you by the 
hand 

Pen Would it were m my power to recover 
jou ^ 

Foip The doctor, I thank him, has taken pains 
with me , but he say^ — nuthiiigAMll do me good — 
Pen Nothing^ 

Fo w But that which is another sickness to 
reveal 

Pen Pray, sir, acquaint me 
Fair I know you love me. I liaie a great mind, 
an ’tweie but 'for two or three minutes, to have a 
maid warm my bed — 

Pen. That ina\ be done 'io 
Fow W ith her bndv — else 'tv\ lU do me no good , 
the doctor savs — to put life in some of my limbs, a 
little Mi’gin wanntli would do it 
Pen V on have a burning fever 
Fow But iiovvaiultheii I haie such cold lits again 
— and ’tis the doctor’s opinion — a very learned man. 
Pen A learned pander \^Aside. 

Man He’s at it 
Fow Doctor ! 
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Clare \to Aimu)ell'\ Again passionate ! 

Attn. Why, I may love her name without offence 
to you. Why did he waken my remembrance I 
had forgotten her 

Clare I'hink upon her scorn, then 
Atm. I have done ; and till 1 hear her name 
again, I will throw this duincss off 
Clare Let's choose another subject 
How closely they consult ! the doctor is in a fit of 
counsel , I suspect some juggling — he comes off, 
ril gage a limb this fellow’s an impostor. ' - > 

Aim Is there not much danger in him? 

Man. Within two minutes, gentlemen, I have 
discoveied happier symptoms. 

Atm So, sir 

Man The redundant choleric matter — 

Atm ’ I'ls no matter, sir 
Man I think you do not love him 
Clate Pursue it 

Atm What shall I give you to poison him’ 
Man. How? 

Aim Would he were in heaven ' do you like 
well of this complexion ? [Shetrs him money 

Man It shall hire me to kill your father 

T b shew how much I value, sir, your life, 
For 1 believe you do not mock, soon as 
Your strength will give \ou leave tef visit me 
At my father’s house, w here 1 can command 
An opportunity, my true love shall 
Present you with your wishes , my maid only 
.Shall be of counsel to admit you , but ' 

You’ll make me satisfaction by marriage? 

Fow. At a minute’s warning 
Pen One thing more , ere I give up my 
(honour, I will have your oath no other woman hath 
enjoy’d your person. 

Fow. Willingly , alas ! I could ne’er be tempted, 
and but that there is a kind of necessity — 
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Pen Be confident of my best love 

Fow Seal it now , [^Ktsseg her. 

1 feel my spirits gather force already, '1,^ 

My binod shake off the corrupt humour ; ha'* 

What an 1 go home with you, lady? 

Pen You are pretty well already, then ' you 
maV excuse our meeting. 

Fotv O, no, no , we are all apt to flatter our- 
selves Farewell, sweet lady, — if I live. I’ll see 
you ; if I die — 

Pen Whibble — 

TVhib At hand and foot to do you service. 

[Exeunt Pen and JVhih 

Aim You will poison him ? 

Man He is dead , as you find me in this, let me 
have your custom. 

Aim You quicksalving rogue ' [Beats him. 

Man Oo , be valiant. [Discovers himself 

Fow. A stratagem, my noble Tully, a stratagem ; 
she’s my own, the castle of comfort is yielding up ; 

I see it prostrate already, my valiant engineer 

Clare The old humour ; now has he the pro- 
mise of some maidenhead 

Fow The believing creature could not hold out." ' 

Atm If you thrive so well in your wench, I am 
no company for you 

Fow Not for me' I’ll worry thee, Frank, to 
death, if thou llinchcst To the Oracle, boys, ’ 
thou shouldst hunt, as 1 do, these wanton rabbit- 
suckers. Come, we'll have thy story in Apollo, 
now my own tale is over I’ll busy my brains to 
set thy wheels in a hand<!ome motion again Bold 
as I am, let no denial make theeremoie thy siege , 
they must come to parly, make but wise condi- 

• To the Oracle, boyr,] That is, toJonson's club-room at the 
Devil tavei n. The allusion is to the line over the door : 

“ To the Oracle of Apollo." See Jonson. vol. ix. p. 87 
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tions, and the fort’s tliinc own, I warrant thee 
Come, to the Oracle [Exeunt. 


SCENE V 

A Room in Ru hley’s House 
Enter Brains \cith a letter 

Bra Crack, my sides, with laiit^hlcr Iiere’s a 
purchase happici than I expected , her own letter 
to Aiinwell ' hi> (which was the most I could 
hope for) would have been but piesiimptioii, this 
is evidence against the world , to this have I added 
seal and superscription to the old knight m;v master 
Oh, how I could hug myself with the ihoiighl on’t ! 
they may talk of women’s wit, 'tis as slender as 
their apron-strings, from whence they fetch it , 
they have no reaches in them Here comes m\ 
mistress’s moveable, — 

Elite) Sensible 

she shall do the feat — Mistress Sensible, here’s a 
letter to my master , 1 am going in yome haste to 
dispatch some business ; when he comes, at oppor- 
tunity do so much as deliver il, wilt'* 

Sens A greatei courtesy than this for you 

Bra Oh, that I were a youth of one and twenty 
again ' — 

Sens What then ? 

Bra. Hear ray wish out, — and ten thousand 
pounds 111 a musty coffer, a house well furnished, 
acres enough of my own about it, fifty ploughs a 
going, twenty horse in the stable, beside a caroch 
and SIX Flanders mares , ten tall knaves m livery, 
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eight velvet pages, .six footmen in cadis , * I would 
marry thee, love thee, lie with thee, and get .so 
many Brains without sage, as should furnish any 
nation in Christendom with politicians, girl Fare- 
well, sweet, kind Sensible ! [Exit 

Sens What crotchets be these the fellow’s 
mad, I think. 

Enter Violetta, hastily. 

Vio Oh, look, Sensible, seek every where about 
the chamber ; I have lost th^ letter Aimwell sent 
me If we should be discovered, wc are quite 
undone What’s that in thy hand 
Sens A letter 
Fir) Whence'* 

Sens I know not ; 'twas left here, and Brains, 
having .some business to dispatch, requested me to 
deliver it 

Fio Let me sce’l To the right irorshipful sir 
George Rtchley 1 see him coming , lose no 
lime , employ thy diligence to search for mine , I 
will deliver this 

Sens I shall, niistres« [Exit 

Vw Mv father presses me to marry Treedle : 
short lime s allowed for the prevention 

■ £/)/#';• Rich LEY ' 

My good angel assist me — Here's a letter, sir 
Rich ^Vllence* 

Vto I know not , your servant Brains leceived it 
[Rickley opens the tetter and reads 
Rich What’.s here”* — Daughter, do not you 
know whence this letter came * 

Vio Not 1, sir 

Rich You cannot be so ignorant 

* incjdis,] Cadis was the coarse nors tod fringe or lace, 
with which the lo'cries of menial servants wcie bordered, foi 
chcspne''S 
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Vio What means my father ? 

Rich You are famitiar with the contents ** 

Vu). 1 beseech you, sir, have no suspicion. 

. Rich. I’Jl read it to you — Master Aimwell, I 
received your letter, and •praise your apprehen- 
sion; upon the first view of your person, I con- 
ceived opinion of your merit, the jlame is now too 
great to he suppressed : it is no time to protract 
your hopes, nor dishonour in me to yield upon noble 
conditions at the first summon , 1 accept your love, 

, and require your industry to prevent my father^s 
purpose. My servant Sensible you may trust , I 
will use some invention to delay my expected mar- 
riage. Far eu ell 

Vio. My harsh fate ' \_Aside. 

Rich. Do you know' this character ’ Where’s 
my man Brains 

Vto. Your man devil [Aside 

Re-enter Brains 

Bra. Did your worship call ? 

Rich Oh, my best servant. — 

Does not thy very soul blush to deceive me '* 

Bra. What’s the matter, mistress 

Vio. Hear me, I beseech you 

Rich. In the height and puzzle’ ‘of my care tu 
make 

Thee happy, to conspire thy overthrow ! 

I will not hear. 

Bra. Good sir. 

Vio This was your w'ork, you can read. 

Bra. And write, too, the superscription of a 
letter or so. 

Rich. Where’s Sensible? 

^ puzzle] The old copy reads puzze. The genuine word 
must be left to the reader's ingenuity 
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Re-enter Sensible 

For your good service to your mistress, housewife, 
Pack up your trinkets, I here discharge you. 

Bra I hope you are Sensible 7 

Vw Oil, wench, my father hath my letter 

Sens Yoiir’s • 

Vio And I, mistaking, seal’d and return’d 
Aim well that w hich he sent 
Svm How came he by it? 

Vio Talk not of that Oh, for some art to help 
us ' {^Tliey conveise aside 

Bra Let me counsel jou not to express any 
violence in passions, lest _\ou mar the possi- 

bility of reciamiiiig her , it seems Aimvvell has 
miss’d the intL'lligence. Wliere shame is enforced 
too much upon the delin(|uent, it begets rather an 
audacious delence of the sm, than repenlauce 
Soft rain slides to the root, and nourishes, where 
great storms make a noi'C, wet but the skin i’ the 
earth, and run away in a channel 
Sens A most rare prycct! 

Vio It w ill ap|jcar tliesamc ; both made together, 
Whicli, since my sistei’s death, 1 have [not] worn 
Rich Winch of my cares reward’st thou w ith 
this folly 

Vio Sir, can you pardon ** 

Rich 1 love you but too well , go to your 
chamber. 

Vto But must we part ’ 

Rich Dispute it not. 

Bra ’Bye, sweet mistress Sensible ' I hope we 
shall meet again as merry as wc part 

Sens ’Tis very violent, but wo obey your plea- 
sure ; I have only apparel, and some feiv trifles — 
Rich 'I'ake them all with you, and be goue. 

Vw. Beside my own misfortune, 1 have cause to 
VOL. I Y 
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pity thine; my father is displeas’d, and not un- 
justly. — Happy genius ! — [Exeunt. 

Rich So, things must be manag’d wisely , I will 
hasten the marriage 

Bra By all means let it be sudden 
Rich Within two days — to-morrow 
Bra I would not sleep till she be married — but 
carry things smooth , let not the knight suspect 
you are troubled , yoiii daughter will be fetch’d 
1 about with a bias again 

Rich How thou deserv’st me ! let us in 
Bra Hereafter, for my sake, and subtle pains, 

^ Whoe’er is wise, let the world call him Brains 

[Exeunt 


A C T IV. SCENE! 

AimM'ell’s Lodgings 

Entei Aimwell and Sensible. 

Aim Can this be true** 

Sens As I have faith to heaven 
Aim Take this, and this, [and this,] for thy 
sweet story [G’ti'Ci her money 

Thou hast entranced me with thy language ■ laden 
With my de.spairs, like a distressed Wk 
I gave myself up lost in the imagin’d 
Tempest , but at point of sinking 
Upon a rock, vvhat a celestial gale 
Makes my sails swell with comfort ' and euforciog 
My ship into the channel, I do feel it & 

Bound on the waves, discretion at the helm, 
Which passion had * forsaken , I now bless 
The minute I weigh’d anchor ; oh, my destiny. 


* had] Old copy, made. 
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Dwell longer on this thread, and make it firm ; 
Upon it hangs the weight of such a fortune, 

That, if it crack, will, swifter tlian Jove’s darning 
Arrow, dig my grave in the earth’s centre. 

Forgive me, sacred sex of women, that, 

In thought or syllable, I have declaim’d 
Against your goodness, I will redeem it 
With such religious honouring yonr names. 

That when I die, some ne’er tliought-stain’d virgin 
Shall make a relic of rny dust, and throw 
My ashes, hke a charm, upon those men 
Whose faiths they hold suspected. To what pitch 
Of ble.sscdness are my Lhoughls mounted' 

Setis Sir, 

This IS an ojiportiinity for action , 

Time will run last upon the minute 
Ann Pardon 

The trespass of my jov, it makes me wild , 

1 am too well revs aided lor my' suffering, 

Promise thyselt a noble recompense 

Enter Manly and Clare 

Man Come, have you (inish’d your discourse yet * 
Aim. You are my friends , [^Exit SensMe. 

1 was deceived in my Violetta, 

She loves, .slie has sent me proof ; but a mistake 
Sent back my letter, and detain'd her answer. 
Which was betray’d to her fatlicr But keep \our 
wonder 

To honour her rare wit, which, if the stars 
Shew themselves not malicious, will assure 
All my desires m her , a divine project , 

'She is the master-engine , you must work too, 

Will you not, friends 

Clare. Man. You know you may command us. 

1 iny sufferuig'\ Old copy “ th\j suffering " 

Y 2 
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Atm Then spread your bosoms , you shall 
straight procure 

A caroch be ready on the back side of my lodging ; 
Do not lose time in questioning ; my fate 
Depends upon yoiir haste 

Man Promise it done [Exit. 

Atm You shall disguise youself ; I must employ 
vou 

In rougher action 

Clare 1 refu>e no office 
To advance your hopes 

Aim My certainties . on thee 
The frame of our whole building leans Come on 
Move slowly, time, until our work be done 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE 11 

A Room in Richley’s House. 

Elite) Violetta and Tutor 

Vto I was not blind to \our deserts, 

Nor can be so uiiffralehil now, as not 
To give encouragement to your all'ection , 

My father may command ray person, never 
My love, to marry Trcedle 

Tutor lie IS an ass ; I made liis best verses for 
bim. 

Vto 1 thought his fancy could not reach them 
Tutor His sconce is drier than a pumice 
Vto There be ways to [irevent marriage, for I’m 
K already changed 

Tutor You are wise ; let us run away together 
Vto But how shall 1 be sure your love is firm 
Tutor. Try me, and trust me after. 

Vto. And 1 will, for it shall be a hard task I will 
impose on you , dare vqujight'* 
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Tutor If I like my enemy '' 

Vio It IS a poor old fellow 

Tutor Then I will kill him ; his name? 

Vio My father’s .sen ant. Brains 
* vj Tutor He IS dead 
By tins time 

Vio Stay, there is a circumstance 
To be observed ■ by some means I’ll procure 
He waits on me to the Strand this afternoon 

Enter TatEoi.E, and Whibble, wlto is busied m 
adjusting the knight s diess. 

Sir Nicholas 1 your car for the rest 

[whispers him 

Tutoi He M ill suspect nothing by our privacy , 
He bad me take occasion to urge 
His good parts to you should he ask, I’d swear 
I (lid but press Ins commendations 
Treed Is thy name Whibble ' 
iVhib Yes, an’t please \our worship 
Treed. I like thee the better lor that , my name’s 
Trecdle. 

Whib I thank your worship 
Treed Hast done hooking o’ me * 

Whib Every eye hath Ins object already 
Treed. A witty kna^e ! what place dost thou oc- 
cupy under thy master'* 

IVhih 1 am commonly his |ourneyma(i, sir. 
Treed How '* 

Whib I look to Ins horses, sir 

Treed W ilt >er\e me when I’m mairied "* 

Whib Alas ' I have no good narts to commend 
me 

Treed No good parts' an ihoii hast but skill in 
horses ajid dogs, thou art lit for any geutleman in 
England 

Vto Just at that place assault him. 
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Tutor By your fair liand I will [ExU. 

Vio [coming forward ] IVlydeh^ht, how fare you ^ 
Treed I am studying som^vilty poesy for thy 
wedding-ring ; let me see — 

Vto Trouble not^our head — Whibble, entreat 
ray fallier hither. 

Treed No matter , I will send to the university 
Vio Were you e\er of any college '* 

Treed College* I have had a head in most of 
the butteiies of Cambridge, and it has been sconced 
to purpose. 1 know what belongs to sizing, and have 
answered to niy cue m my days , I am free of the 
whole university, 1 commenced with no worse than 
his majesty’s footmen. 

Vio And ever since you ha\e had a running 
wit You were better consult our wits at home , 
w'e have excellent jioets m the town, they say. 

Treed In the town? What makes so many 
scholais then come from Oxford and Cambridge, 
like maikel-v\ omen, with dorsers full of lamentable 
tragedies, and ridiculous comedies, which tliey 
might liere \ent to the players, but they will take 
no money for them. 

Vio. Oh, my dearest ' How happy shall I be 
when I’m married [Awse*/iim. 

Enter Riciiley and Worthy 

JVor Look * they arc ingendcriug at the lip 
Rich. I like it well. 

F^6». Why are our joy.s delerr’d 
Rich But till to-morrow 
Vio ’Tis an age, mcthmk.s 
Treed Kind worm * 

Wor. This cannot be deceit 
fc** Vio. I w'ant some trifles, the Exchange will fur- 
nish me , 

Let it be your motion to nay father. 
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Treed 'Father and jncle, you will excuse our 
familiar conversation , 1 vow I will be honest till I 
be married , not a touch of my flesh within the walls, 
only the suburbs of her lips or hands, or so, and 
when, and hen ^ — i.s to morrow the day, the day of 
coupling and so forih ^ have you got a license'* 

Rich It shall be mv next work 
Treed, Pray do, we will be married here, but •- 
heep our wedding at mv o«n hou'^e at Croydon, 
we will have the city waites dov\n with us, and a 
noise ol trumpets / we can have drums in the 
country, and the tram-band, and then let the Spa- 
niards come an they dare ' — Dost hear * here is 
twenty |)ieces, you shall fribble them away at the 
Exchange presently 
Rieh How, sir ^ 

Deed By this gold she shall, father. — Lay it out 
111 tooth-picks, I will wear them in my hat. — Come, 

I Nvill with you for the liceii.se 
Rich. Who shall with her * 

Wor I must attend a project of my daughter’s. 

\Ent 

Rich. Brains ' 


Enter Brains. 

Bia Sir 

Rich. Wail on my daughter to the Exchange , 
obseive her caielully 

Bin Point me a miiiulc to return \Mlh her if 
I fail, put my brains into the pot, and let them be 
served up with a calf’s head, to-morrow [for] 
dinner 

Vto It succeeds to my wish [.Iside. 

Treed Violetta, look you lav out my gold at the 
Exchange in Barlholomcw-faiiings , faiewell, Vio- 
tetta [Exeunt Rich and Treed. 

® a noise of (ruin;7ca ,] It may be mentioned once for all tliat 
noise means a baud or company of trumpets, &c. 
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Bra. Come, mistress, will you walk ? I would 
fain see any mortal wit cozen me of my charge now. 
I will live to be the shame of politicians, and when 
I am dead, be clapt up into the Chronicles [^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

A Room in Worthy’s House 
Enter Fowler 

Fow. Ah, the desire of iinlaufiil flesh ! what a 
conjuring dost thou keep AMilim us lo lay this lit- 
tle spiritofconcupiscente !’ The viorld and the devil 
are tame and spriglille»s ttniplaliuns, |X)or traffic, 
to this staple commodity of « honnu . this is the 
place where 1 must take shi|>piiig for the siiinmer 
islands , if she keep touch, I will call them Fortu- 
nate, and once a week make a love voyage to them. 

uifhiii] — Ha! are wo entertained with 
music ’ [ One sinys within 

SONG 

Back, bark again 'fond man foibear, 

Bny not a minute's play ton dear j 
Come with licli/ flame, and be' 

Web ome to iirtue and to me. 

Fow'. Come u ith holy flame, and be 
Welcome to virtue and to me. 

Flame! 1 bring none with me. and I should be 
sorry to meet any firework.s here , for those hereaf- 
ter I look on them afar oil', and apprehend them 
with leas fear. — Again ! \^Music. 

» concwpiscence] Old copy reads, “ consLience," and punts the 
whole sentence wrong 
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SONG. 

Love a thousand sweets distifhng, 

And with nectar bosoms filling. 

Charm all eyes that none may find us , 

Be aho\ e, before, behind us , 

And, while we thy pleasures taste, 

Enfoi re time itself to slay. 

And by \jhe'\ fore-lock hold him fast. 

Lest occasion slip away. 

Fow. Ay, marry, this is another manner of in- 
Mtcment , I will to her, but — ju 

Enter Winnipride, 

Here conics the squire of lier mistress’s body, — 
How does rny little taper of virgin wav'* thou hast 
been iii some damp, thou bnrn’st blue, methiriks 
Win [m a hoarse voice] Noble sir 
Fow What' a cold'* 

Win A great cold , I have lost my \oice. 

Fuw An thou hast not lost th\ maidenhead, it is 
no matter, have a little careot thylraiik tenement, 
and thy tongue w ill come time enough to itself. I’ll 
warrant thee what place has she chosen for the ^ 
encounter'* ' 

Win Her chamber 
F'ou Her chamber ' 

Win It is all dark. O' 

Fow Is it all dark '* I commend her policy the 
better , then the room, and the deed that must be 
done in U, will be of one comple\ion , so she be 
light I care not prithee conv'ey me to her 
Win Follow rue 

Fow As thy shadow' — Woe be to some of the 
dear sex when a chaiubermaid is usher to a gen- 
tleman Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 

Another Room in the same, darkened 
Ente] PuNELOPE and Worthy 

Pen. It shall be a harmless trial, sir 

Wot Go to , I know thoii art virtuous ; put m 
execution thj purpose, I will be within the reach 
of thy voice [Retires. 

Pen It shall be my security — 

What ill star ruled at my nativity, 

That I should be so miserable to love 
A man, whose glory is his vice, whose study 
Is but to ruin virtue ! 

Enter Winnifridk 

Win Mistress ' 

Pen Here, Winnifride 

Win The gamestei waits his entrance, jocund 
as a bridegroom , he has forgot his fever 

Pen Away , you know your charge ; be ready. 
— [Exit Win Pen goes to the door, and speaks 
hoarsely ] — Where are you, sir ^ Master Fowler. 

Enter Fowlek 

Ffiie. [In] hell, if darkness w ill carry it , yet hell 
cannot be to black, there are too many flames in it 
Thy hand , what monk’s hole hast thou brought 
me to where is thy mistress ** 

Pen This is the way 

Fow Is tins the way ** it is a very blind one , 
the devil can hardly know me if he meet me here, 
that IS my comfort ; yet if he did, he loves the sin too 
well to interrupt so precious a meetiug Prithee, 
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child of darkness, conduct me to the handsome 
fairy I must dance withal. 

Pen It seems your fever hath left you 
Fow My fever ! I forget myself, I should have 
counterfeited sick all this while, but no matter, 
an tliv mistress know it not , thou art skilful m 
secrets, and I will deserve it two or three fits 
when I am in her presence, will make her keep 
her promise with me about the cure, for that she 
thinks I was so . Pi ithee do thy office, and bring me 
to her , I hope she is not within hearing. 

Pen Fe.ir not 

Foil' So, about it then. 

Pen 'I'lierc is a fee belongs to my place first 
Foji' A fee l)cloii<;ing to ^oiir place? as I hope 
for a limb of tliv mistress 1 h.id forgot it; there is 
gold, I can ft el it by Ihi^ d.irkn^ess, (or thou seest 
1 have no liglit to swear by, it is weight, quick, 
periwinkle ! to tliv iiustress, now. 

Pen ^riiis is not enough 

Fow Tlieie IS nioie , lake silver and all. 

Pen T1 iis IS iiotliing 

Fo ic I" it nothing'* by this hand, would I could 
see it , It is all I have , w ilt se.irch me '* 

Pen There is another fee belongs to us. '■j' 

Fo ic Another fee belongs to us' what is that** 
1 must kiss liei • — [/imc.s her ] — thou hast a down 
lip, and dost twang il handsomely , now to the 
business. 

Pen. Tins is not all I look for. 

Fow She will not tempt me to come aloft, will 
she ? [Aside 

Pen. If you could see me, I do blush. 

IVor What does my daughter mean '* [Aside 
Fow. If I could .see her she does blush, she s.iys; 
it is so : oh the insatiable di ^ires of chamber- 
maids ! tliey were wont to look no higher than the 
groom, or servingman, and be tbanklul ; or if the 
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master would be pleased to let them shew him this 
lobby, t’other ■\Mlhdravvinf!; chamber, or the turret, 
in summer, and take occasion to commend the si- 
tuation and so forth, it was after the lady had been 
served, out of his own mere motion and favour, and 
it was taken as an indearmenl for ever of their ser- 
vice and secrecy , now, they must fie tasters to 
them in tlie sweet sin , fees of the court must be 
paid, or no suit commenced with iniquity — O Ve- 
nus, what will this world come to ' 

Pen. Hear me 

Foic Yes, 1 cannot see thee 

Pen This chamber, by my policy, was made dark. 

Fow This chamber, by your policy, teas made 
dark, so 

Pen My mistress expected you without this 
ceremony 

Fow Your mistress expects me icithout tins cere- 
mony — Cunninf^ (;lp^eY ' [^Aside. 

Pen. But if you condescend not first — 

Fow. But tj I condescend not first, wall she 
threaten me^ 

Pen. To imjiart to me the sw eet pleasure of your 
body — 

Fow. To imparl to you the su eet pleasure of my 
body ! 

Pen Indeed you shall not enibrrfce my mistress, 
and so forth 

Fow Indeed I shall not embrace your mistress, 
and 'o forth ' You will justify this to her face ? ’tis 
not that I stand upon a carnerc, but I will not be 
compelled to lie with any whore in Christendom. 
Was ever such a goat in nature' Why, fiark ye, 
virgin above ground, for a dark room or a cellar 
are all one for you, you that are a degree above the 
kitchen, and make your master’s man run mad to 
hear you play on the virginals , whose breath, 
though strengthened with garlic, you would suck 
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like a domestic cat at midnight, will no diet down 
with you, but what is reserved for your mistress’s 
palate '* You arc in hope to filch a point from my 
breeclies, which, executed at both ends, you will 
wear about your smutcliy wri>t for a bracelet I 
will seek out thy mistress, rifle her lady-ware, in 
spite of thee, and give my footmen charge not to 
kiss thee, an it would keep thee from starving. — 
Would 1 could see the way out again ! 

Pen I can betray, and will 

Fotr She’ll betrav us, she has voice enough for 
such a mischief [aside \ — Do’st hear ^ do but con- 
sider she is thy mistress, there’s some reason she 
should be jireferrcd 
Pen I’ll hear none. 

Fotc. Mie’ll hear no reason ’ If the dcMl hath 
fed her blood with the hope of me, \’vould he would 
furnish her with an incubus in my shape, to serve 
her, or let a sat^r leap her ' Oh, unmerciful cham-, 
bermaids ! the gra^ e is sooner satisfied than their 
wantonness [aside ] — Dost hear ^ wilt have the 
truth on’t'* ’twas a (ondition between us, and I 
swore no woman should enjoy me before her , there’s 
conscience I should be honest to her ; prithee be 
kind to a young sinnei ; 1 vmII deseive lliee here- 
after in the height of dalliance 

Pen I am irt the same humour still 
Fow. She w in the same humour still' I must go 
through her to her mistress [aside .^ — Art thou a 
Christian'* Well, thou art a brave girl, and 1 do 
love th\ resolution, and so soon as I ha\e presented 
my first fruits to thy mistress only for tny oath’s 
sake. I’ll return and ply thee with embraces, as 1 
am a gcnllemaii Fiilliec shew me tJie way 
Pen I will not trust you, sir 
Fow. Will not you trust me '* why, come on then, 
an there be no remedy 

Pen. Will you satisfy my desire ? 
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Fowl. I’ll do my endeavour ; I am untrussing as 
fast as 1 can ; nay, an I be provoked, I’m a tyrant ; 
have at your bacon. 

Pen. \aloud^ Winnifnde! 

Re-enter Winnifbide with a light. 

Fow Have you found your voice ? what mean 
you by tliis light ? 

Pen That \ou should see your shame. 

Fow. Cliealcd , ha? 

Pen. Is this ^our love to me, your noble love 
I did suspect before how I should lind you 
\Fow. Penelope ’] 

Pen Degenerated man • wliat rnad disease 
Dwells m thy veins, that does corrupt the flowings 
Of generous blood within thee'^ 

Fow Shall I not vault, geutlcwoman 
Pen What behaviour 
Of mine gave thee suspicion I could be 
So lost to virtue, to give up mine honour'* 

Poor man ' 

How thou didst fool thyself to thy devouring 
Lust, for ’tvvas it made thee so late a counterfeit. — 
Go home, and jiray 

Thy am may be forgiven, and with tears 
Wash thy polluted soul 
Wor I like this well, 

And find her noble aim \^Asule- 

Pen. Be man again ; 

For yet thou art a monster, and this act 
Publish’d, will make thee appear so black 
And horrid, that even beasts will be ashamed 
Of thy society. My goodness, 

In hope of jour conversion, makes me chide you so — 
Ha 1 Win, dost thou observe him'* Oh, my heart 
Is full of fear , I tremble to look on him : 

See, of a sudden, what a paleness has 
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Fossest his face ; do not his e^es retire 
Into their hollow chambers'* Sir, how do you? 

Fow. Well. 

Wor. What new project’s this '* \^Aside 

Win A sudden chanj^e 
Sure, heaven is just unto thy late imposture, 

And thou art piuiish’d now indeed with sickness, 
For mocking heaven, 1 fear Oh, dost thou see? 

Fow What * 

Pen. Death sits upon his forehead ; I ne’er saw 
The horror of a dying; countenance. 

But in this g^entleman — Winmfride, to my closet, 
Fetch me the cordial 

Fow. What do you mean, gentlewoman'* 

I do not feel any such dangerous sickness 

Pen What a hollow voice he has ' oh, my mis- 
fortune, 

If he should die here ’ Fetch me some strong 
waters 

Fow No, no, I can «alkfor them myself, ifneed be. 

Pen He talks wildly ; 

I may suspect him , if you have so much strength 
To walk, go home, call your physician. 

And friend.s ; dispose of your estate, and settle 
Your peace for heaven, I do beseech you, sir ; 

My prayers shall heg a mercy on your soul, 

For I have no encouragement to hope 

Your glass hath many sands. Farewell, sir, cherish 

Pure holy thoughts, that if your life soon end. 

Your better part may to voii court ascend. — 
Come, to my father. [Exennt all but Fowler 

Fow What’s the meaning of this * sick and 
dying ' I feel no pains I have heard of some died 
with conceit , if it should kill me, I were a pre- 
cious coxcomb Was ever poor gentleman brought 
into such a foolish paradise ' prepared for a race, and 
mounting into the saddle, — I must go home and 
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die' well, if I live I’ll quit your cunning, and for 
the more certainty my revenge may prosper, I will 
not say ray prayers till it take etfect. [Exit 

SCENE V. 

The Street, near Richley’s House. 

M ' Enter Tutor 

Tutor Tins is the place where 1 must exercise 
my valour upon Brains , I was ne'er given to fight, 
but I’m engaged for sueli a prize as 1 would chal- 
lenge all the noble sciences in my own defence 

[Walks about practising wit/i his sxeotd 


Enter Aimw'kl?,, Cr,AnE, and Manly 

Attn I cannot spy them yet , pray heaven no 
disaster cross our project. 

Clare What thing’s that walks about the door ’• 
Aim One practising, I think, 

The postures of a fencer 

Tutor'” Things occur worthy consideration 
Were I best to speak before 1 strike him, or give 
him blows, and tell him [the] reason afterwards'* I 
do not like expostulations, they proclaim our anger, 
and give the enemy warning to defend himself. 
I’ll strike him valiantly, and in silence 
Clare What do^ he mutter ? 

Aim What business stays him here? some 
treachery 

Tutor Being resolv’d to strike before I speak, 
’Tis worth my judgment, whether list or sword 
Shall first salute him : I’ll be generous, 

And give him first two or three wholesome buffets. 
Which, well laid on, may haply so amaze him, 
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My weapon may be useless , for I fear, 

Should 1 begin with steel, her very face 
Would force me make too deep incision, 

And so there may be work for sessions : 

] like not that, as valiant as I am . 

Killing IS common 

Aim Clare, they are in sight ! down, down ' 
oh, my ravish d soul ! what bliss is m this object ! 

\^Re tires. 

Tutor Ha ! they are cominij , ’tis slie and the 
old ruffian , he has but a scii'-vv countenance , I have 
the ad\antagc in the first blow, and I should be 
very sorry he should bc.it me ni I lie cotu lusion 
Clare Whv does this fellow slay ^ 

Tutor I must on , she has .spied me through 
her mask , 

I sec her smile already , and command 
A present battery 


Enter Brains before Vioi.ltta 

Clare Will this fellow prevent ray office'* he., 
goes towards him itli a (jiiarrelhng face — Ha ! I’ll 
not entrage iinself then , ’tis so 

[ Withdraws Tutor strikes Brains 
Vio Help' help* 

[5"^? inns in, and presently sUps out Sensible, 
di dssed like her mistress 
Bra. IMistres.s, stay 1 Fear nothing , ala.s, good 
gentlewoman — [beats the Tutor .^ — You black 
maggot ; death ! I’ll tread him into tlie kennel 
umongst his kindred [Beats him again. 

Tutor Hold ! help ! murder ! 

Bra We shall have the whole street about us 
presently. Let's on our journey Who is this s 
mole-catcher ** — An ye had not been u itli me, I 
would have cut him into more pieces than a tailor’s 
cushion. — Sir Nicholas, you shall know on’t too. 

[Exeunt. 
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Tutor They are gone together ; pox on this 
toughness ! He has made an ass of me ; next him 
do I hate the law most abominably, for if I might 
kill and not be hang’d for him, 'Iwould never trou- 
ble me Shall I lose my reputation so? I’ll venture 
another pounding, but I’ll be revenged on him 

[Ejtt. 


SCENE VI 
Another Part of the Same 
Enter Buains before Sensible 

Bra My mi.strcss is grown xcry thrifty of her 
voice o’ the sudden , I have ask’d her tw o or three 
questions, and she answers me with holding out 
her hand, as the post at St. Alban's, that points 
the iMiy to London ; either she is groiin sullen, or 
the fright she was in late, like a wolf that sees a 
man first,' bath taken away her voice — I’ll make 
her speak to me — [lie stops, she puts him firuard 
uith her hand ] — Said you, forsooth — ’twill not do 
— wliat a blessed comlort shall he enjoy if she 
continue speechless ! the Persians did v%orship a 
god under the name of Silence, and, sure, Chris- 
tians may have an excuse for their idolatr>, if they 
can find a woman whom nature .hath posted into 
the world w'lth a tongue, but no ability to make 
use of that miserable organ — What do you think 
’tis o’clock'* two not struck, ha** — [she slips away. ^ 
— How now', mistress, treading on t’other side? 
this is your w'ay to the Exchange 

Sens My way, you saucy clown ! — take that. 

[Strikes him. 

* like a iLolf that sees a man first,] “ Lupi Mann jidirc 

priures '■ See JoDiioii, vol ii p 208. 
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Bra. You are bountiful ; ’tis more than I look’d 
for. 

Sena, [unmasking.^ — What have you to say to 
me, sirraFi ? Cannot a gentlewoman — 

Bra Ha, ah ' my brains melt ; 1 am undone, I < 
am undone , you succuba, where is my mistress 
Proserpine, speak ' 

Enter Tutor, tctlh Serjeant-s. 

Tutor That’s he , your office. 

Serj We arrest you, sir. 

Bra Me, you toads'* 

Sens How’s this '* 

Tutoi . Away with him to prison ; 'tis no slight 
action . at your penis, serjeants — My fairest 
mistress. 

Sena. Mistress* — 111 humour this plot’ for the 
mirth sake \^Aside, and putting on her mask again, 
exit loitli Tutor. 

Bra Sirrah tadpole, what do you mean ? — 

1 owe him not a penny, by thi.s flesh , he has a 
conspiracy upon me , I charge you, in the king’s 
name, unbind me 

Serj We charge you , 111 the king’ Mianic obey us 

Bra May you li\c to be arrested ol the pox, 
and die in a dungeon ! may inns o’ court gentle- 
men, at next triiiiiiiiiig, shave your ears and noses 
off, and then duck you in their own boggards ! 

*■ I'll humour thu ptol,] Old copy, " honour " 


Z2 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

The Street before Richley’s House. 

Enter Richi.ey, Treedle, and Worthy. 

Treed So, now wc have got a license, I would 
see who dares marry your daughter besides myself 
Is .che come from the Exchange yet ? 

JVor Not yet, sir 

Enter a Messenger 

Mes. Your servant Brains remembers his duty 
in this paper. 

Rich Letters ! 

Treed. Letters! let me read llieni 

Rich. Your patience, sir 

Wor. I doubt all is not well , what if some mis- 
fortune should now befal your mistress I hope 
you have aimoiir of patience? 

Treed Ay, and of proof too, at home, as much 
as ray hall can hold , the story of the Prodigal can 
hardly be seen for’t;* I have pikes and guns, enow 
for me and ray predecessors, a whole wardrobe of 
swords and bucklers, w'hen you ‘come home you 
shall see them. 

Rich A conspiracy ' 

Treed Oh, treason ! 

Rich. My man Brains is arrested by your Tutor , 
a plot to take aw'ay my daughter ; she is gone. 

Wor 1 did prophesy too soon. 

’ the itory of the Prodigal can hardly be seen/or't,] i e. the 
story worked on the tapestry, ag^st which the ums hung. 
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Treed. My Tutor read travel to me, and run 
away with my wench ! a very peripatetic — what 
shall I do, then ? an some [onej had arrested and 
clapp’d her up, too, we should haie known where 
to find her Do you hear I did not mean to marry 
with a license. 

Wor. How, sir** 

Treed No, sir, I did mean to marry with your 
dautfhter Am la gulP 
IVor Have patience , 

Treed. I will have no patience , I will have 
Violetta . why does not Brains appear'* 

Wor His heels are not at liberty , he’s in prison. 
Treed In prison ’ why, an he had been hanged, 
he might have brought us word 

Rich I am rent with vexation — Sirrah, go you 
with me to the prison [Exeunt Rich and Mess 
Wor What nmII you do, sir'* 

Treed I'll geld my Tutor 
Wor You were best find him first. 

Treed Nay, I n ill find him, and find him again, 
an I can light on him ; let me alone. I’ll take half 
a dozen with me, and about it instantly [Exit. 

Wor 1 wish thee well, niece, but a better hus- 
band — 

• Enter Fowler 

Who’s yonder"* \is master Fowler, at an excellent 
opportunity [Exit 

Fow. 1 do walk still , by all circumstance I am 
alive, not sick in any part but my head, which has 
only the pangs of invention, and in travail of 
some precious revenge for m\ worse than mascu- 
line aflroiit : what if I report aliroad she’s disho- 
nest? I cannot do them a worse liirn than to say 
so : some of our gallants take a pride to belie poor 
gentlewomen in that fashion, and think the dis- 
course an honour to them ; confidently boast the 
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fruition of this or that lady, whose hand they never 
kissed with the glove off; and why may not I 
make it my revenge, to blur their fames a little for 
abusing me 

Enter two Gentlemen at several doors. 

1 Gent Well met, friend, what* thou look- 
est sad 

2 Gent You will excuse me, and bear a part, 
when I tell the cause. 

1 Gent What’s the news? 

2 Gent Our friend, master Fowler’s dead 

Four. Fowler! lia! [Astde 

1 Gent Master .lohii Fov\ ler 

Fuw That’s I, that’s [, ha ! 

2 Gent, I'he same. 

Fotv. Drad * am 1 dead'* 

1 Gent It cannot be 1 saw him but this morning 
Lusty and jileasaiit ; how died he'* 

2 Gent Suddenly 

1 Ge?it Where? 

2 Gent At master Worthy’s house 

1 Gent. Dead ' 

2 Gent. Too true, sir. 

Fow I would not believe myself wck , belike I 
am dead ; ’tis more than I know yet 

1 Gent, lie was a suitor to master Worthy’s 
daughter 

2 Gent. Mistress Penelope ; right 

Fuw. By all circumstance they mean me. these 
gentlemen know me, too , how long is it since I 
departed? Some mistake — 

' 1 Gent How poor a thing IS life, that we cannot 
Promise a minute’s certainty; i’ the height 
And strength of youth, falling to dust again ! 

Fow Ha, ha, gentlemen ’ what do ye think of 
the dead man ? 
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2 Oent. ’Tis the last office 1 can do him, now, 
To wait on him to the earth, 

Fow Coxcombs, do ye not know me? I’m alive, 
do you not see me ? 

1 Gent. He was a noble fellow, and deserves 
A memory , if my brain ha\e not lost 
All his poetic Juice, it shall go hard 
But ril squeeze out an elegy 

Fow For whom, my lunous poet'* Ha! not 
know me • do I walk invisible, or am I my own 
ghost? — An you will not see me, you shall feel me, 
yo® have a nimble pate, I may chance strike out 
some flash of wit — [^strikes Aiwt.] — No — 

Re -enter W okthy . 

Here comes another — Save joti, master Worthy. 

1 Gent. Sir, 1 heard ill news, master Fowler’s 
dead. 

IVor He IS indeed, sir. 

Fow Indeed you lie, sir. 

War I saw his eyes seal'd up by death, and him 
Wnipt in his last sheet 

1 Gent Where’s his body? 

Wor At my sad house, sir 
Fow Is rqy body at your house? 

IVor. I did hope, gentlemen, we should have 
found ■ 

My house his bridal chamber, not his coffin. 

But heaven must be obey’d . my daughter lov’dhim. 
And much laments his loss. 

Fow Very good , then I am dead, am I not'* 
VFor You both were in the number of his 
friends, 

I hope you’ll add your presence to the rest 
At the funeral. 

Foio. Whose funeral, joii man of Bedlam 1 

2 Gent Cry [you] mercy, sir, pray keep your 
way 
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1 Gent It is a duty whirh, without invitement, 
we arc both prompt to discliaroe 

Fotc Master Worthy' Gentlemen ' do ye hear? 
[^Exeunt all blit Ffiivler^ — Is't possible'* not know 
me, not see me ' I am sotliiii,and airy, I have slipp’d 
out o' the world, it seems, and did not know on’t — If 
I be dead, wJiat place am I in "* where am I * This 
IS not hell, sure'* 1 feel no torment, and there is 
too little company , no, ’tis not hell — and 1 have 
not liv'd after the rate of goinji to heaicn yet, 
beside, I met just now’ a usurer, that only deals 
upon ountes, and carries his scales at his girdle, 
with vv Inch he uses to weigh, nut men’s necessities, 
but the plate he is to lend inonev upon , can this 
fellow come to heaven? Here a puoi I'ellowis put 
in the stocks for being drunk, and the constable 
himself reeling home, charges others in the king’s 
name to aid him There’s a spruce capl.iin, newly 
crept out of a gentleman-usher, and shnUled into 
a buff ]erk ill with gold lace, that never saiv seivice 
beyond Finsburvor the Artilleiy-garden,* marches 
wavinga desperate fealhenn hisladv’s beaver, while 
apoorsoldier, bred up in the schoolof war all liislife, 
yet never commenced any degree ol cominandei, 
wants a piece of brass, to discharge a vvlieaten bullet 
to his belly , — no, tins is not heaven, I'know by the 
vjjeople that traffic iri’t ■ where am ]_ then'* Umph! 
I’ll to Worthy’s belore they bury me, and inform 
myself better what’.s become of me; If I find not 
myself there m a coffin, there’s hope 1 may revive 
again ; if 1 be dead, I am in a world veiy like the 
other, I will get me a female spirit to con versed 
withdl, and kiss, and be merry, and nnagine my- 
self alive again \_Exit. 

» never saw service beyond Finsbury or the ArtiUery-gardtn.] 
The usual places ol tvercise for Hit city tram-bands. 
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SCENE II 
A Street. 

Eraser Theedle, Whibbi.e, and Footman, 

Treed Come, follow me, and be valiant, my 
masters. 

Whib Remember yourself, sir , tins is your 
worslii|)'s lootman, and, for mine own part, though 
I be not (Mit at cording to jonr cloth, I am a true 
Bcrtanl of jours , where do you think we shall find 
them * 

Tieed Where' where dost thou think'* 

Foot I think where Ins worsln|) thinks. 

Treed No matter, wdielher we find them or no , 
but, when wchaxe taken them, — as if they be not, 
it IS their ow n fault, lor we are ready, — for Violetta, 
upon sulnnis'^ion, I will commit marriage w'lth her, 

but loi the roijue, inv Tutor 

W/idi What will you do with him ^ 

Treed I’ll do nothing to him , thou shalt kill 
him for me 

WInb It w ill shew better in your footman 
Tieed Tlum sajest light, he can run him 
through (juicklj , but it is no matter wdio , an the 
worst come to tile w or^t, it is but a hanging matter, 
and ril get a pardon first or last I would kill him 
myseli', but that I .should be taxed to kill a poor 
worm nioie than ever 1 did in ray life , besides, it 
]g not with my ciedit to be hanged. 

Whib An t plea.se \our wor.ship, I’ll make a fair 
motion , take your choice, sir Nichol.as, whether we 
shall kill him and jou’ll be hanged for him, or you 
.shall be hanged lor him, and we’ll kill him 

Foot. Under correction, I think it were better to 
take him prisoner 
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Treed. I like my footman’s reason ; we will 
take him first prisoner, and whosoever hath a mind 
to be hanged, may kill him afterwards — Oh that I 
had him here now, I could cut him in pieces on 
my rapier’s point ! 

JVfitb Has notyourworshipbeen at fence-school 1 

Treed At fence-school I think I have, I’ll 
play so manv for so many, I name no weapons, 
with any High German English fencer of them all. 
Canst not thou fence, Whibble '* 

Whtb. I, sir'* al.is 

Treed It is but thus and thus, and there is a 
man at your mercy , I w’ould cleave a button, an 
it were as broad as the brim of your hat now. Oh 
that 1 had but any friend but to kill a little ! prithee 
try me, Whibble 

Wktb I am none of \our friends 

Treed Why, then, an thou lovest me, be my 
foe a little, for a bout or so 

Whd) I care not much to exercise your wor- 
ship ; stand aside 

Treed Stay, let me see first there is it 

I cannot with rny honour wound tlice, I do not 
stand upon the odds of my wcajion, which is lon- 
ger than thine, but thou scest thine is shorter than 
mine by an handful , — too much is toO much. 

Enter Tutor, and Sensible mas/ifd as before. 

Foot. Your Tutor, sir, and mistress Violetta ! 

Treed. How' down with him, somebody ! — [Exit 
Tutor . '\ — he is gone, follow him close’ — Oh, run 
away, cowardly rascal, will ye not fight against 
three “* — Mistress, it is my fortune, you see, or my 
destiny, to recover your lost virginity , I am sorry 
for nothing, but that 1 have shed no blood in your 
rescue ' but where there is no valour to be expec- 
ted, it is best to put up with valour and reputation. 
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Would the ra&cal my Tutor have popt in before 
me? I am glad I have prevented him, — do you 
hear'* — your father is mad, and I am little better 
myself- but let us be wise, lose no time , I know 
a parson shall divide us into man and wife ere any 
body think on it , I will make all sure now, I will 
not be put into any more ot these frights, 1 will 
marry you ; if any man dare run away with you 
afterward, let it light upon mine own head, and 
that IS the worse I am sure they can do me 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 

Worthy’s House. Penelope’s Bedchamber. 

Enter Worthy and ^u-o Gentlemen. 

IVur Gentlemen, I thank you ; you carried it 
to my desire, most cunningly. 

1 Gent Do you think it has taken? 

2 Gent. I am covetous to see tlie event 

yVor. Pray sit Penelope ! 

Enter Penelope in mourning. 

2 Gent In mourning ' 

Wor All parties in the engagement. 

Pen You oblige a woman’s service 
2 Gent Gentle lady. 

And if it prove fortunate, the design 
Will lie your honour, and the deed itself 
Reward us in his benefit he was ever wild. 

1 Gent. Assured your ends are noble, we are 
happy in’t 
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Enter Winnifhide 

TVm. Master Fowler 

TVbr. Is he come already 

Pen. Remove the lierse into tins chamber, 

[a herse is brought in with tapers. 
In your nobleness I desire you will 
Interpret f.urly w'hat I am to personate, 

And by the story you will hnd I have 

Some cause of passion \They sit round the herse 

Enter Fowler 

Fow This js the room I sickened in, and by re- 
port died in ; uraph ■ I have heard of spirits walk- 
ing with aerial bodies, and have been wondered at 
by others, but I must only wonder at myself, for if 
they be not mad, I am come to my own burial ; 
certain these clothes arc substantial, I owe my tai- 
lor for them to this hour, if the deMl be not my 
tailor, and hath furnished me with another suit very 
like it. — [^iiuys his money ^ — This is no magical 
noise, essential gold and .silver What do I with 
it if I be dead'* lleie aie no reckonings to be paid 
with it, no tavern bills, no midnight rwels, with the 
costly tribe of amorous .she-sinners , now I cannot 
spend it, would the poor had it , by their prayers I 
might hope to get out of this new pitiful purgato- 
ry, or at least know w hich way I came into it 

Here they are in mourning, what a de\il do they 
mean to do with me'* — Not too many tears, l.ady, 
you will but spoil your eyes, and draw upon them 
the misery of spectacles do not you know me 
neither 

Pen. Oh, master Fowler ' 

Fow. Ha ! out with it , nay, an the woman but 
acknowledge me alive, there is some hope of me 
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Pen. 1 loved tbee living with a holy flame, 

To purge the errors of thy wanton youth. 

Fotc. I’m dead again 
Pen This made 

Thy soul sue out so hasty a divorce, 

And flee to airy dwellings [this] hath left us 
Thy cold pale figure, 

Which we have commission but to chamber up 
In melancholy dust, where thy own worms, 

Like the false servants of some great man, shall 
Devour thee first. 

potD. I am worms’ meat’ 

Pen We must all die. 

Fo\d Would some of you would do it quickly, 
that I might have company ' 

Pen. But, vvert 

Thou now to live again with us, and that, 

By miracle, thy soul should w'llh thy body 
Have second marriage, 1 believe thou’d’st study 
To keep it a chaste temple, holy thoughts, 

Like fumes of sacred lucense, hovering 
About this heart, then thou w'ould’st learn to be 
Above thy frailties, and resist the flatteries 
Of smooth-faced lust. 

Fow. This IS my funeral sermon. 

Pen The burden of which sin, my fears per- 
suade tne. 

Both hasten’d arvd accompanied thy death. 
fVor. This sorrow is unfruitful. 

Pen 1 have done , 

May this prayer profit him ! would his soul were 
As sure to gam heaven as his body is here ' 

2 Gent. We must hope the best, he was an in- 
constant young mail , frequenting of some compa- 
nies had corrupted his nature, and a little debau- 
ched him. 

Foiff In all this sermon I have heard little com- 
meodatjons of our dear brother departed ; rich men 
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do not go to the pit-hole without complement of 
Christian burial. It seems, if I had lived to have 
made a w|Jl, and bequeathed so much legacy as 
would purchase some preacher a neat cassock, I 
should have died in as good estate and assurance 
for my soul as the best gentleman in the parish, 
had my monument in a coiLspicuous place of the 
church, where I should have been cut in a form of 
prayer, as if I had been called away at my devotion, 
and so for haste to be in heaAen, went thither with 
my book and spectacles — Do you hear, lady, and 
gentlemen, is it your pleasure to see me, though 
not know me ^ and to inform a walking puisne 
when this so much lamented brother of yours de- 
parted out of this world ? In his life I had some re- 
lation to him M hat disease died he of, [iray f who 
is his heir yet at common law for he was warm in 
the possession of lands, thank his kind Arther, who 
having been in a consumption sixteen years, one 
day, above all the rest, having nothing else to do, 
died, that the young man might be a landlord, ac- 
cording to the custom of his ancestors. 

1 Gent. I doubt the project [Jside 

Fow. You should be his heir or executor at 
least, by your dry eyes, sir, I commend thee, 
what a miserable folly it is to weep lor one that is 
dead, and has no sense of our lamcntalion. Where- 
fore were blacks invented'* to .save our eyes their 
tedious distillations , it is enough to be sad lu our 
habits, they ha\e cau§c to weep that have no 
moiirniijg cloth, it is a sign they get little by the 
dead, and that is the greatest sorrow now adays. 
You loved him, lady j to say truth, you had little 
cause, a wild young man, yet an he were alive 
again, as that is in vain to wish, you know, he may 
perchance be more sensible, and reward you with 
better service, so you would not proclaim his 
weakuess. — Faith, speak well of the dead hereafter, 
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and bury all his faults with him, will ye? what, 
are these all the guests ha ' what papers?* some 
elegy or epitaph'* who subscribes'* oh, this is your 
poetry. [reads. 

Ho w he died some do suppose, 

Ihnc he lived the partsh knows , 

Whethei he's ijone to heaven or hell, 

Ask not me, I cannot tell, iij 
Very well, would the gentleman your friend were 
ali\e to give you thanks for them What, have we 
more ? [reads. 

Underneath, the fair nut wise, 

Too self-lov'd iVarcussus lies. 

Vet his sad destruction came 
From no fountain but a jlame. 

Then, youth, quench your hot desires, 

Purge your thoughts u ith chaster fires, 
Least with him it be too late, 

And death li inmph in your fate 
IJithei all you virgins come, 

Strew your tears upon this tomb. 

Perhaps a timely weeping may 
So dispose his scorched clay, 

That a chaste and snowy fiower 
May reward your gentle shower 
Very well done upon so dead a subject , by the 
virgin that is in it, you should owe this parcel of 
poetry, lady , 

Pen A woman’s muse, sir 

Fbw Oh, now you can answer me ; am I dead 
still ? 

Pen Yes. 

Fow Then you talk to a dead man ? 

Pen, I do. 

♦ ha ' what papers Sfc.] These were the elegies or epitaphs, 
which in conformity to the practice of the times, were fixed to 
the herse See Jooson, vol ix p. 58 
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Foic. Where am I dead ? , 

Pen, Here, every where. 

You’re dead to virtue, to all noble thoughts, 

And, till the proof of your conversion 
To piety ^Mn my faith, you are to me 
Without all life; and charity to my.self 
Bids me endeavour with this ceremony' 

To g-ive you burial Ifheiealtcrl 
Let in your memory to my thoughts, or see you, 
You shall but represent his ghost or shadow, 
Which never shall have power to fright my 
innocence. 

Or make my cheek look pale My ends are 
compass’d, . ■ v 

And here, in sight of heaven 

Foic Stay, 

Thou art a noble girl, and dost deserve 
To marry with an cm|)cror. Remove 
This sad thing from us — 

[theherse and lights are taken out. 
You do know me, gentlemen , 
Witness my death to vanity, quitting all 
Unchaste desires , — revive me m thy thoughts, 

And I will love as thou hast taiiglit me, nobly, 

And like a hu.sband, by this kiss, the seal 
That I do shake my wanton slumber off, 

And wake to virtue 

fVor. Meet it, daughter 
Pen. Now you begin to live. 

Fou>. I will grow old in the study of ray honour ! 
this last conflict hath quite o’ercome me, make me 
happy in the style of your son 
fVor. My blessings multiply 
Gent. We cougratulate this event. 

JVor See, my brother. 


i your\ Old cojiy, my. 
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Enter Richley, and Brains. 

Bra. Let not your rage be so high, sir, I have 
more cause to be mad. 

Rich Thou ? 

Bra. I 

Rich I have lost my daughter. 

Bra. But I baveTost my credit, that had nothing . 
else to Ine [by]. I was more proud of that than 
you could be ol twenty daughters. 

Hwr. Have you found them 

Rich No, not I , and yet tliis old ruffian will not 
let me ^ex for it , he .sav> the greatest loss is his 

Bra And 1 mil maintain it, it nas my boast that 
I was ^c^cl cozened m my life, liaie 1 betrayed 
so mam plots, divco\ered letters, deciphered cha- 
racters, stnpt knmery to the skin, and laid open 
the ^ cry soul of conspiracy, dcser\cd for my cun- 
ninjj to be called Brains both town and country 
over, and now to forfeit them, to see them drenched 
111 a muddy stratagem, clieated by a woman, < 
and a pcdanlical lousy wordmoiiger ' it is abomi- 
nable , patience, 1 abhor thee. I desire him that 
bids rue go hang myself, wdiich is the way to sur- 
geon’s halM I will beii to have riiy skull cut, I 
have a suspieinii mv brains are lilehed, and my head 
has been hitestnfl with woodcocks’ feathers. 

Fine. Be not mad 

Bta I will, 111 spiglit of any man here, who 
shall hinder me, if I ha^e a inmil to it 

Rich. Your happiness removes mv alTliclion — 

Ila ! 

Enter Wiubble and Tutor 

JVhib. Where is sir Nicholas we have brought 
the gentleman. 

Bra Are you theic' llii> was the champion 

A a 


VOL I. 
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that justled me , shall 1 fetch a dog-whip'* or let 
me cut him up, he will make excellent meat for the 
devil’s trencher ; I will carve him — Sirrah ' 

Rich. Forbear , — where is my daughter? villain, 
confess 

Tutor. Alas, sir, I was waiting upon her home, 
sir Nicholas met me, and took her from me 
Rich Sir Nicholas ! 

Whib Yes, sir Nicholas hath mistress Violetta, 
I am a witness. 

Bra. Why did he justle me'* there began the 
treachery, ask him that 

Tutor. I pray you, sir, let it be forgotten, I have 
been kicked for it 

Enter at one door Aimwell, Violetta, Manly, 
Clare, at the ofAer Treedle, and Sensible 
disguised as before. 

Whib Here she is ; no, there she is. 

Rich. Sir Nicholas 
Wor. I am amazed 
Treed. Stay, which is my wife** 

Rich. Here is iny daughter 
Bra Mistress ! 

Fow. Fine juggling' Frank, whence comest 
[thou] '* 

Aim From the priest, if you have any joy for me , 
We are married. 

Treed Are there not two sir Nicholasses ? pray 
what do you call this gentlewoman ? 

Aim. Her name is Violetta. 

Vto Father, your pardon 

Treed. This is line, i’faith , well may a woman 
mistake her husband, when a man, that is the wiser 
vessel, cannot know his own wife. 

Rich. Married to Aimwell ! ‘ 

Man. Clare. We are witnesses, i 
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Treed A good jest, faith , heark you, were 
you ever catechised What is your name, forsooth? 

Sens. Faith, sir, guess [Unmasks. 

Atm. All passion will be fruitless but of joy. 

Treed Sensible ! Came I from Croydon for a 
chambermaid do you hear, every body '* I have 
married Sensible. 

Man. Clare We are witnesses of that, too. ‘ 

Treed No, no, this is my wife 

Alin Touch her not with a rude hand. 

Treed Why, 1 know she meant to be my wife, 
and only I ha\e married her, as folks go to law, 
by attorney , she is but her deputy , for the more 
state I married her provy 

Bra. [asifle to Tieed ] — Do not deceive yourself, 
sir. though |)nnees depute men to marry their wives, 
women do luit use to be ciphers , she is your wife 
in law, let me counsel you, sir, to prevent laughter : 
— someboily hath been cozened, I name nobody ; 
sure it was your Ibrlutie to marry this wench, which 
cannot now be undone , seem not to be sorry for 
it, they do purpose to ]eer you out of your skin else. 

Treed SaAc.st tlioii so? 

Bra Be conlident, and laugh at them first that 
they are so siiii|ilc to think that you are gull’d . 
commend your choice, and say it was a trick of 
yours to deeeiM’ then expectation. 

Tieed Come hither, madam Treedle. — Gentle- 
men, jon think now 1 ha>e but an ill match on ’t, 
and that, as thev .say, 1 am cheated , do not believe 
it — a lady is a lady, a baigam is a bargain, and a . 
kn ighl IS no genlleinan — so much for that — I grant 
1 mairu'd her, m her mistress's name, and though 
(as great men, that use to choose wives lor their 
favourites or ser\anls, ^^hen they ha\e done with 
them) 1 could put her oil' to my footman or my 
Tutor here, 1 will not, luill maintain her niy wife, 
and publish her, do you see, publish her to an« 
man that shall laugh at it, my own lady-bird. 

Aa2 
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Fotc. You are happy, sir, iu being deceived, he 
is a noble gentleman. 

Wor. Sir Nicholas has rcleast her, 

Let your consent be free, then 
Rich. Yon ha\e won it, 

'Be my lov’d children, and I wish a joy 
Flow in all bosoms — Brains, we are reconcil’d 
Treed. Tutor, we pardon. 

Vw. You may, sir ; he was my engine. Now, 
what says my factious servant'* nay, we are friends , 
the greatest politician may be deceived some- 
times ; wit without Brains, \ou see. 

Bra. And Brains without wil too 
Fow Frank, thou art married, and ^r Nicholas 
has made a lady, I have lived loose a great w hile, and 
do purpose to be made fast to tins gentlev^olnan, to 
whose act I owe my true conversion 
When all things have their trial, yon .shall find 
Nothing IS constant but a virtuous mind. [Exeunt. 


This comedy was revoed soon after the rctuin of the kinj;, 
and bcin^ perfectly well performed, (.is Downes says,) proved 
very beneficial to the Company 
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The Wedding ] This play is not entered in the ofiice-’book 
of the Master of the Revels It was probably written some 
time between IG26, the yeai in which fhc Itrollii r\ was licensed, 
and 1699, the date of the Inst edition , it wa* rcjiniited in 
16S3, and ag-ain in 1660 'J he title i-. f/ic Jltdding. of it teas 
lately acted by her j\l<i/fity's Serianti at the PhtaiLz m Uiury- 
lane, with tins motto . 

MuUaque part mei 

Viiabit Libitinam 

Langbaine calls this " an exctlleni comedy, considering the 
time ill nhich ’tfvas writ ” Theciitie must hue li, id .in ex- 
cellent notion (it “ limes ' Ik wiote about l(i')i), win n Drydiii, 
and Shadwell, .iiid Llkanah Settle wen m jiiihsi ssinn ot the 
stage, on which they shed such lu-tie, .is to lendei it necess.aiy 
to apologise tor the misfoitmic of ''hirley in hung thi con- 
temporary only of such writeis as .Slukspeai i , .loiison, Re.iu- 
inont and Fletcher, &.c Fins play was levivcd .it tin 
Restoration 



TO Till 

RIGHT WORSHIPFUL. 

WILLIAM GOWRE, ESQ 


3/n, I know ijoH, and in that your worth, which I honour 
more than greatness in a patron this comedy coming 
forth to iitkt the air in summer, desireth to walk under 
your shadow. The woild oweth a perpetual remembrance 
to your name, for cjcelleuci/ in the musical art of poesy, 
and your singular judgment and affection to it, have en- 
couraged me to this Deduution, in which I cannot trans- 
gress bei/uud your candour. It hath passed the stage , and 
/doubt not but from you it shall receive a kind welcome, 
since you have been pleased to acknowledge the author, 

Yow 's, 

.JAMES SHIRLEY. 
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ACT I SCENE I 

A Room III sir John Bcifare’s House. 

Enter Belfare. ami Isaac / as man ; Servants pass 
oxer the stn<je ntth provision 

Bel Well (lone, my masters, you bestir your- 
selves , I sec we shall feast to-morrow 

Scr Voiir worship shall want no woodcocks at 
the w etldmg ‘ 

Isaac. TJiou hast as many a thou canst carry, 
and thirteen to the last dozen 
Bel. Isaac 
Isaac IS II. 

Bel. Ha\c ^lu been careful to invite those 
friends ym had diieclion for"* 

Isaac Ves, sir , I haAe been a continual motion 


' Scr. (/our jt'orOij/i lionl 710 woodcocks fl< the wedding.'] 
Woodcock, w.is a cant tiTiii for a fool, licnce Iiaac’s reply 
to the si'ivaiit Ilc'Hfll, m one of his Letfers, iucntions a 
humoioiib application ol the word, by the loul chancellor 
Egerlon , “ havny ini ited a new Recordei of London to dinner, 
" to give Inm joy ot Ins olhcc, and having a great woodcock-pie 
"served in about the end ol the repast, which had been sent 
" from CliLslnrc, he said. Now waster Recorder, you are welcome 
“ to a common-counsel." Fam Let Sect. 6 50, 
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ever since I rose. I have not said my prayers to 
day. 

Bel. We shall want no guests then. 

Isaac. I have commanded most o’them. 


Bel How, sjr 

Isaac I have bid them, sir , there is two m my 
list will not fail to dine with ^ou. 

Bel. Who are they ? 

Isaac Master liawbone, the young usurer, — 
Bel. Oh, he is reported a good trencher-man, 
he has a tall stomach ;* he shall be welcome. 


Isaac. They say, he has made an Obligation to 
the devil, if ever he eat a good meal at his own 
charge, his soul is forfeit. 

Bel How does he live? 


Isaac Upon hi'i money, sir 
Bel He does not cat lU 


Isaac No, the devil choak him ' it were a golden 
age if all the usurers in London should have no 
other diet he has a Ihin-gut waits upon him, I 
think one of liis bastards, begot upon a spider , I 
hope to live to see them both drawn through a ring. 

Bel Who is the other? 


Isaac The other may be known, loo, the barrel 
of Heidelberg w'as the pattern of his belly , * mas- 
ter Lodam, sir. 

Bel He is a great man, indeed. ■ 

Isaac. Something given to the waist, for he lives 
within no reasonable coaipass, 1 am sure. 

Bel. They will be well met 

Isaac But very ill match’d to draw a coach ; 


* He has a tall stomach; &c] i e g'leat, stout ; the word is 
80 frcHjuently used in this sense, as to rendei any examples of it 
unnecessary 

* the barrel of Heidelberg' nar the jmltern of hu belly ,] This 
barrel, or tun, as it is also called, is perjietually alluded to by 
our old dramatists , it is said to have held 204 tons, and to liave 
been al'ways lull of the best Rhenish wme Coryat gives a 
most elaborate account of it 
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yet at provender there will be scarce an oat be- 
tween the lean jade and tlie fat gelding 
Jiel lldw 1 ives he ? 

Isaac. Religiously, sir , for lie that feeds well 
must by coiisc(|iience live well he holds none can 
be damn’d but lean men , for fat men, he says, 
must needs be saved by the laj^lh of their body. 

Enter Beaui-okd and captain Landdy 

Bel Master Beauford and captain handby ’ — 
I.saac, call forth ray daughter \_Exit Isaac. 

Beau. .Sir John, I hope you make no stranger 
of me • 

To-morio\v I shall change my title for 
V'our son, soon as the holy rites shall make me 
The happv husband to your daughter ; in the mean 
lime 

It ^vlll become me wait on her 

Bel 1 possess nothing but m trust for thee , 
Grail, iiui iiiulu-s all Ihme 

Capt L I shall presume to follow. 

Be! \ our Irieiidship, noble raptam, to master 
Beauloid, makes your peison most w’elcome, had 
you no otlii r iiieiit, pray enter. — \Ejceiiiit Bcau- 
fard and LandLy] — HcaAcn hath already 
crowned my gray hairs ' 1 live to see my daughter 
iiiairied lo a'lioble husband, the envy of our time, 
and exact pattern of a gentleman, as hopeful as 
the .spring 1 am grown proud, even in my age 


SCENE II. 

The Street before Bclfare’s House 

Enter \sk\c,folloiced by Marwood. 

Mar Dost hear, sirrah ^ 

Isaac Ay. sirrah 
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Mar. Is master Beauford within ? 

Isaac. No, sir. 

Mar I was inform’d he came hither , is he not 
here? 

Isaac Yes, sir. 

Mar TJiou say’ht he’s not within. 

Isaac No, sir , but ’tis very like he will be to- 
morrow night, sir 

Mar llow IS this ? 

Isaac AVould you have him within before he is 
married'* 

Mar AViltv groom ! Prithee invite him forth , 
say here’s a friend 

Isaac Now you talk of inviting, 1 have two or 
three guests to unite >et , * let me see 

Mar Why dost not nlo^e '* 

Isaac An you make iniiLli ado I’ll invite you : 
pray come to the wedding, to-rnorrow [Eajf. 

Re-enter Bi-LFare, Beauford, and captain 
Landhy 

Bel ’Tis he. 

Beau You were my happy prospect from the 
window, coz, — you are a most welcome guest. 

Bel Master Marwood, you have been a great 
stranger to the city, or m\ house, for the coarse 
entertainment you received, hath been' unvvorthy of 
your visit. 

Alar. ’Twas much above my desert, sir cap- 
tain — 

Capt. L I congratulate your return. 

Bel. Beauford, gentlemen, enter my house, and 
perfect your embraces there ■ I lead tlie way. 

[^Exit. 

Beau. Pray follow 

Mar. Y our pardon . 


* yet ,] Old cop}, " you 
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Capt. L. We know )ou have other habit, 

You were not wont to affect ceremony 

\_Maruood and Beauford whisper. 

Beau How ^ 

Capt /y I do not like his present countenance, 
it docs threaten somewhat , 1 would not prophesy 
Beau Good captain. 

Excuse ray absence to oiir friends within , 

I have affairs concern me with my kinsman, 
Which done, we’ll both return to wait on them. 
Capt L I shall, sir. \_Extt. 

Beau. Now' proceed, 
yl/or We are kinsmen. 

Beau More, we are friends 
Mar And shall 1 doubt to speak to Beauford 
any thing 

Mv lo\e directs me 10 "* 

Beau What needs this circumstance'^ 

We were not v^ont to talk at such a distance . 

You appear wilil. 

Mar I haie been wild indeed 
In my ungovern’d youth, but have reclaim’d it , 
And am so laden with the memory 
Of forniei errors, that 1 desire to be 
Confes'«’d. 

Beau Confess’d ' I am no ghostly father. 

Mar But you must hear; you may abfi<ffve me, 
loo 

Beau If thou hast any discontentments, 

Prithee lake other time for their discourse ; 

1 am in expectation of marriage, 

And w'oula not interrupt my joys. 

Mar I must 


' That I rfeiire to be confess ‘< 1 , &c ] The reader must 
beat 111 niiud that bhirley iv<is .i lluuiaii ( athulic, a circum- 
Btance wliiih will anuunt fui this ,tnd uiher alkisioas to the 
usiii;es of th.it icligion, intniduLcd into several of his plays, the 
scenes of whii.h are laid in Enitland 
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Require your present hearing ; it concerns 
Us both, as near as fame or life. 

Beau. Ha ! what is it ? 

Mar. We shall have opportunityat your lodging , 
The streets are jiopulous, and full of noise 
So please you walk, I’ll wait on you 

Beau 1 ara your servant. \^Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 

A Room jwshce Landby’s House. 

Enter justice Landbv and Mii.mscent 

Just L Millisceiit, where’s tny daughter? 

Mil In complement with masici Kawbone, who 
is newly entered, sir. 

Just. L. O, there’s a piece of folly ' 

A thing made up of parchment , and Ins bonds 
Are of more value than his .soul and body. 

Were any man the purchaser • only wise 
111 his hereditary trade of usury , 

Understands nothing but a scrivener, 

As if he were created for no use 

But to grow rich with interest . to his ignorance 

He has the gift of being impudent 

What will he grow to, if he live, that is 

So young a monster? 

Mil. With your favour, sir, 

If you hold no better opinion of this citizen. 

It puzzle.s me why you invite him to 

Your house and entertainment, he pretending 

Affection to your daughter : pardon me, sir. 

If I seem bold. 

Just L As some men, Milliscent, 

Do suffer spiders in their chamber, while 
They count them profitable vermin 
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Mil. But he’s most like to scatter poison, sir. 
Your fame is precious ; and your family, 

Not mingliri" with corrupted streams, hath, like 
An entire river, still maintain’d [its] current 
Chaste and dclinrlitfnl. 

Just L Shall receive my bosom ■ — 

I’ll sooner match her with an Ethiop, 

Than give consent she should disgrace our blood . 
And herein I but try her strength of judgment 
In giving him access , ifshe have lost 
Remembrance of her birth, and generous thoughts 
She suck’d from her dead mother, with my care 
I’ll strive to reinforce her native goodness, 

Or quite divorce her from my blood and,Milliscent, 
I'll use your Mgilance. 

Mil. Sir, command 
Just. L I will 

Not urge how I receiv’d you first a stranger, 

Nor the condition of your life with me, 

Above the nature of a servant, to 
Oblige your faith : 1 have observ’d thee honest. 
Mil You are full of noble thoughts. 

Just. L Though I suspect not 
The obedience of ray daughter, yet her youth 
Is apt to err ; let me employ your eye 
Upon her still, and receive knowledge from you, 
How she dispenseth favours , you shall bind 
My love the stronger to you. 

Mil. Sir, I 

Shall be ambitious to deserve your favour 
With all the duties of a servant : and, 

I doubt not, but your daughter is so full 
Of conscience, and care in the conformity 
Of her desires to your will, I shall 
Enrich ray sight with observation, 

And make ray intelligence happy. 
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Enter Camelion. 

Just L. How now ! what's he'* 

Mil ’Tis ina.stcr Rawbone’s squire 

Cam. Pray, is not rny master’s worship here’* 

Just L. Your master’s vvorsliip ! 

What’s that * liis spaniel'* 

Cam No, sir, but a thing that does follow him 
Just. L In what likeness "* 

I hope he does not converse with spirits ? 

Cam. He’ll not entertain an angel but lie will 
weigh him first ; ‘ indeed I am all the spirits that 
belong to him 
MU So I think, 

But none of his familiar. 

Just L What’s thy name * 

Cam. Camelion 

Just. L Good ; didst ever eat * 

Cam Yes, once. 

Just. L And then thou cauglit’st a surfeit, thou 
couldst ne’er endure meat since : wer't ever chri.s- 
ten’d'* 

Cam Yes, twice, first, in m;y infancy, and the 
last time about a year ago, \\hcn 1 should have 
been ’prentice to an anabaptist 

Just. L. Does thy master love thee "* 

Cam. Yes, sir, an 1 would cat gold I might 
ha\e it, but my storaachwould belter digest beefor 
mutton, it there be any such things in nature 
Mil Here is his master, sir, and mistress Jane. 

* Cam, He'll not entertain an angel but he'll weigh him Jirst ,] 
A pun on the gold com so called A perpetual source of wit 
to our old (liamatiats In the preceding speech, the justice 
humourosly alludes to the unsubstantial appearanc of poor 
Camelion 
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Enter Rawbonb and Jane. 

Raw. How now, Canielion! hast dined 

Cam. Yes, sir ■ I had a delicate fresh air to 
dinner. 

Raw And yet thou look’st as thou hadst 
eat nothing' this se’nniglit ' here, provKle me a 
capon, and half a dozen of pigeons to supper — 
And when w'lll your worship come home, and taste 
ray liospitality ? 

Just L When you please, sir. 

Rate. Yet, now J think on’t, I must feed more 
sparingly 

Jane More liberally, in ray opinion. 

Rau Would not any body in the world think 
sot (||([ you ever see two .such ear-wigs as my 
man and 1 1 do we not look alike ? 

Jane. I think the picture of either of your faces 
ill a ring, m ith ii tncmento mori, would be as suffi- 
cient a mortification, as lying with an anatomy. 

Raw. The reason why we are so lean and con- 
siitned, IS nothing but eating too much. — Came- 
lioii, now I think un’t, lei the pigeons alone, the 
capon will be enough for thee and I. 

Cam. 'The rump ii iH last us a se’nnight. 

Raw I’ll tell you, forsooth , I have brought myself 
so low iMlh a gseat diet, that I must be temperate, 
or the doctor says there’s no w'ay but one with me.'^ 

Cam 'riiat’s not the way of all flesh, I am sure, 

[Aside 

Raw. It IS a shame to say wJmt we eat every day. 

Jane I think so. 

Cam. By this hand, if it would bear an oath, vve 
have had nothing this two days but half a lark , 

7 there ^ no tcay btU one utth me j i. e- I shall die Tins 
expression, which is very cuouuon in our old writers, always 
implies an ineiitable consei|uence, a moral or physical eertaiutv 

VOL V. B b 
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'whicb, by a mischance, the cat had kill’d too, the 
cage being open : I will provide my belly another 
master. [Aside. 

Just. L. Now I’ll interrupt them, — Master 
Rawbone ! 

Raic I hope your worship will reprieve my 
boldness ; ’tis out of love to your daughter. 

Just. L. Sir, 1 have a business to you ; a friend 
of mine, upon some necessity, would take up a 
hundred pounds. 

Raw. I’ll pawn some ounces to pleasure him. 

Just L. It is more friendly said than I expected. 

[Aside. 

Raw So he bring me good security, some three, 
or four, or dve sufficient and able citizens, for mor- 
tality’s sake, I’ll lend it him. 

Just. L Will you not take an honest man’s word * 

Raw Few words to the wise : 1 will take any 
man’s word to owe me a hundred pound, but not a 
lord’s to pay me fifty. 

Just. L. Well : ’tis a courtesy. 

Raw. He shall pay nothing to me but lawful 
consideration from time to time, beside the charges 
of the ensealing, because he is your friend. 

Just. L. This IS extremity ; can you require 
more ? 

Raw. More ! what’s eight in tfie hundred to 
me ? my scrivener knows 1 havo taken forty and 
fifty in the hundred (viis et modis) of my own 
kinsmen, when they were in necessity. 

Just. L. I apprehend the favour. — 

Enter Isaac. 


How now, Isaac ? 

Isaac. My master commends his love to you, sir, 
and does desire your presence, together with your 
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daughter and nephew, at the arraignment of my 
young mistress, to-morrow. 

Just. Li. How, knave? 

Isaac She is to be married, or arraign'd, i’ the 
morning, and at night to suffer execution, and lose 
her head 

Just L Return our thanks, and say we'll wait 
upon the hiide — Jane! [Exeunt Justice and Jane. 

Isaac. Dear master Rawbone, 1 do beseech you 
be at the^e sessions. 

Ltaw Thou didst invite me before 

Isaac I know it ; but our cook h.is a great mind 
that sentence should likewise pass upon the roast, 
the bod’d, and the baked . and he fears, unless you 
be a conimi>8ioncr, the meat will hardly be con- 
demned to-morrow, so that I can never often 
euoiigh desire your stomach to remember; you 
\\ ill come 

Rate Dost think I will not keep my word ? 

Isaac. Ala'i ’ wc have nothing but good cheer to 
entertain you; I beseech you, sir, howsoever, to 
feast witli IIS, though you go away after dinner 

Rate. There’s my hand. 

Isaac I thank you 

Raw. Is master Justice gone, and mistress Jane, 
too'* Follow me, Camclioii, I’ll lake my leave 
when I come 'again. [Exit wtih Cam. 

Md Isotic * , 

Isaac. My little wit, thou wilt come with thy 
master to-morrow , I’ll reserve a bottle of wine to 
warm tliy sconce. 

J/t/ I cannot promise 

Isaac. If I durst stay three minutes, I would 
venture a cup with thee in the buttery , but ’Us a 
busy time at home. — Farewell, Millisceut 

M*l Marriage ! as much joy wait upon the bride. 
As the remembrance of it brings me sorrow , 

B b2 
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A woman has undone me ; when I die, 

A coffin Will enclose this misery \^Extt. 


SCENE IV 

Beauford’s Lodgttujs. 

Enter Beauford and Mahwood 

Beau You prepare me for some wondci 
Mar. 1 do 

And ere I come to the period of my story, 

Your understanding will admire 
Beau. Teach my soul the waj 
Mar Iainnot,coz, i’ the number of those friends 
Come to congratulate your present marriage 
Beau. Ha ' 

Mar. I am no flatterer . the blood you carry 
Doth warm my veins [,too] , yet could nature be 
Forgetful, and remove itself, the love 
I owe your merit, doth oblige me to 
Relation of a truth, which else would fire 
My bosom with concealment I am come to 
Divide your soul, [to] ravish all your pleasures. 
Poison the very air maintains your breathing. — 
You must not marry ' 

Beau Must not ? though as I . 

Am mortal, I may be compell’d within 
A pair of minutes to turn ashes, yet 
My soul, already bridegroom to her virtue. 

Shall laugh at death that w'ould unmarry us, 

And call her mine eternally. 

Mar. Death is 

A mockery to that divorce I bring ; 

Come, you must not love her. 

Beau. Did I hope thon couldst 
Give me a reason, 1 would ask one 
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Mar. Do not , 

It will too soon arrive, and make you curse 
Your knowledge ■ could you exchange your tem- 
per for 

An angel's, at the hearing of this reason 
’TwouTd make you passionate, and turn man again. 

Beau. Can there be reason for a sin so great, 
As changing my aflection from Gratiana'^ 

Name it, and teach me how to be a monster, 

For I must lose humanity : oh, Marwood ' 

Thou Icad'st me into a wilderness , she is — 

Mar False, sinful , a black soul she has. 

Beau Thou ha.st a hell about thee, and thy 
language 

O O 

Speaks thee a devil, that, to blast her innocence, 
Dost belcJi these vapours [forth] • to say thou best, 
Were to admit, thou hast but made in this 
A human error, hen thv sin hath aim’d 
The fall of goodness Graliaiia lalse'^ 

The snow shall turn a salamander lirst. 

And dwell in lire , the air retreat, and leave 
An emptiness in nature ; angels be 
Corrupt, and, brib’d bv mortals, sell their charity 
Her innocence is such, that A\ert thou, JMarwood, 
For this olVeiice condemn’d to lodge in flames. 

It would for e>er cure thy burning fever. 

If with thy sorrow thou procure her shed 
One tear upon tITee, now, thou art lost for ever , 
And arm’d thus, though with a thousand furies 
guarded , 

I reach thy heart. [Draws. 

Mar Stay, Beauford , 

Since you dare be so confident of her chastity. 
Hear me conclude : I bring no idle fable 
Patch'd up between suspicion, and report 
Of .scandalous tongues , my ears were no assurance 
To convince me without my eyes 
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Beau. What horror! 

Be more parhcular 
Mar. I did prophesy 

That it would ( nrne to this ; for I have had 
A tedioii'' stniguliiig with my nature, but 
The name of friend o'erbalaiiced the exception : 
Forp; ive me ladies, lhal my lo\c to man 
Hath power to nuke me gmitv of such language, 
As, with It must betray a woman’s honour. 

Beau. You torture me , be brief 
Mar Then, though it carry shame to the reporter, 
Forgive me, Heaven, and witness an unwelcome 
Truth. 

Beau Stay, I am too hasty for the knowledge 
Of something thou prepar’st for my destruction. 
May I not think wiiat ’tis, and kill myself'* 

Or, at least, by degrees, «ith apprehending 
Some strange thing done, infect my fancy with 
Opinion first, and so dispo.se myself 
To death ** 

I cannot; when I think ofGratiana, 

I entertain a heaven ■ the worst. I’ll hear it 

Mar It will enlarge itselftoo soon , receive it. — 
1 have enjoy’d her. 

Beau. Whom '* 

Mar. Gratiana, sinfully; before yOur love 
Made her and you acquainted 
Beau. Ha ! thou hast kept 
Thy word ; thou cam'st to jioison all ray comfort. 

Mar. Your frtend.ship 1 have preferr’d 
To my own fame , and but to save \oii from 
A lasting shipwreck, noble Beauford, think 
It should have rotted here : She that will part 
With virgin lionour, ne’er should wed the heart. 

Beau. Was ever woman good, and Gratiana 
Vicious? Lost to honour? At the instant 
When 1 expected all my harvest ripe. 
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The golden summer tempting me to reap 
The well-grown ears, comes an impetuous storm, 
Destroys an age's hope in a short minute, 

And lei’s me live the copy of man’s frailty : 
Surely, some one o( all the female sex 
Engross’d the virtues, and, fled hence to heaven, 
Leil woman-kind dissemblers. 

Mar. Sir, make ii.se 

Of reason , ’tis a knowledge should rejoice you. 
Since It does teach >ou to preserve yourself. 

Beau. Enjoy’d Gratiana siMfiillv! 'tis a sound 
Able to kill with horror , it infects 
The very air , I see it like a mist 
Dwell round about That I could iincreate 
Myself, or be forgotten, no remembrance 
That e\er I lov'd woman ! I have no genius 
Left to instruct me — it grows late . — within ! — 
Wait on my kinsman to his chamber, 

I shall desire your rest; pray give me leave 
To think a little 

Mar Cou'iri, I repent 

1 have been .so open-breasted, since you make 
This Severe use on t, and afflict your mmd 
With woinanisb ^orroa- . 1 have but caution’d you 
Against a danger, out of my true friendship ■ 
Prosper me, g<x)dness, as my ends are noble. — 
Good night, collect yourself, and be a man 

Beau. And why may not a kinsmiii beavillaiu? 
Porhaps he loves Gratiana , and envying 
My happiiies.s, doth now traduce her chastity. 

To find this out, tune will allow but narrow 
Limits ; Ills last words bad me be a man. 

A man ! yes, t have iiiy soul , ’t does not become 
A manly resolution to be tame thus, 

And give up the opinion of Ins mistress 

For one man’s accusation.— Ha! i' the moruing? 

Proper. Yes, Marwood, I will be a man*. — 

* Proper Yes, Marwood, I will he a man ] Sooiething JS 
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His sword shall either make [me] past the sense 
Of this affliction, or mine enforce 
A truth from him ■ ifthou be’ st wrong’d, Gratiana, 
I’ll die thy martyr , but if false, in this 
I gain to die, not live a sacrifice. [Exit 


A C T II. SCENE I. 


A Room in sir John Belfare’.s House 


Enter Cardona and Isaac 


Car. To the tailor’s man, run ! 

Isaac. To the tailor’s mao'* why not to liis master* 

Car The wedding-clothes not brought home 
yet ! lie, fie ' 

Isaac. Who would trust a woman’s tailor ? take 
measure so long before of a gentlew'oman, and not 
bring home his commodity there’s no conscience 


in’t ' 


Car. The arrant .shoemaker, too 
Isaac. Master Hide, is not he come yet ? I call’d 
upon him yesterday, to make haste of niy mi.stress’s 
shoes, and he told me, he was about the ujiper- 
leather, he would be at her heels jlrescntU I left 
his foot in the stirrup , I thought he would have 
rid post after me 

Car Prithee, Isaac, make haste , how tedious 
thou art ; hast not thou been there yet ** 

Isaac Oh yes, and here again , d’ye not see 
me'* you are so light yourself. 

Car. As thou goest, call upon Cod the per- 


evidently wrong, but I know not how to set it right. Perhaps 
proper may be used as an exclamation for good ' well ' 
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Turner, tell him he uses us sweetly, has not brought 
home the gloves yet ' — and, dost hear 1 when thou 
art at the Peacock, remember to call for the sprig; 
by the same token, 1 left my fan to be mended ’ — 
and, dost hear w hen tbou’rt there, ’tis but a little 
out of the way, to run to the Devil, ' and bid the 
vintner make haste with the runlets of claret ; we 
shall have no time to bum it. 

Isaac You need not, if it come from the Devil , 
methinks that wine should burn itself. 

Car Run, I prithee 

Isaac Tailors, shoemakers, perfumers, feather- 
makers, and the devil and all , what a many occu- 
pations does a woman run through, before she is 
married ' 

Car. Fieupon’t' what a perplexity is [here] about 
a wedding ! I might have been thus troubled for a 
child of my own, if good luck had serv’d 

Gra [icti/iin ] — Cardona ' 

('ar. 1 come, lady-bird [Exit 

SCENE II 
The Patk. 

Enter Rf.aUford iritlt his stcard draicn, and 
. Marwood. 

Ma, W as this >our purpose? 

Beau. This place, of all the park, affords most 
privacy 

Nature hath placed the trees to imitate 
A Roman amphitheatre. 

Mar. We must be 
The sword -players. 

Beau. Draw ; imagine all 

* run to the Dcuil ] See Jonson, vol. ii. p S3 
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These trees were cypress, the companions of 
Our funeral ; for one or bolh must go 
To a dark habitation : metliinks 
We t'vo are like to some iingiiided men, 

That having uander'd all the day in a 
Wild unknown path, at night walk down into 
A hollow giot, a cave which never star 
Durst look into, made in contempt of light, 

By nature , which the moon did never yet 
Befriend with an\ melancholy beam . 

Oh, cousin ! thou hast led me where I never 
Shall sec day more. 

Mar This IS the way to make it 
A night indeed , but if ^oii recollect 
Yourself, [ brouifht \ou beams to let you see 
The horror of that darkness you are going to, 

By marrying with Gratiana 
Beau That name 

Awakes my resolution , cjnsume not 
Thy breath too idly, thou hast but a small time 
For the use on’t : either employ it in the unsaying 
Thy wrong to Gratiana, or thou hasten’st 
Thy last minute. 

Mar I must tell Beanford, then, 

He IS ungrateful, to return so ill 
My friendship • have I undervalued . 

My shame, in the relation of a truth, 

To make the man 1 would preserve, my enemy? 
Why dost thou tempt thy destiny with so 
Much sin 3 dost think I wear a sword I dare 
Not manage t or that I can be enforced 
To a revolt I am no rebel, Beauford. 

Again [ must confirm Gratiana’s honour 
Stain’d, [all] the treasures o( her chastity 
Rifled, and lost ; ’t^^as toy unhappiness 
To have added that unto my other sms 
r the wildness of my blood, winch thou mayst 
punish. 
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Bra. Thou hast repeated but the same in sub- 
stance, 

Touching Gratiana. 

Mar iVulh IS ever constant, 

Remains upon her square, firm and unshaken. 

Beau If what thou hast affirm'd be true, 

Why should we fight, be cruel to ourselves, 
Endanger our eternity, for the error 
Of one frail woman'* let our swords expect 
A nobler cause What man hath such assurance 
In any woman's faith, that he should run 
A desperate hazard of his soul? 1 know 
Women are net born angels, but created 
With passion and temper like to us. 

And men arc apt to err and lose themselves, 
Caught w'lth the .«mile of wanton beauty, fetter’d 
Even with their inislress’ hair. 

Mar 1 like this well. [Aside. 

Beau Hellas ahandsomeprcsenceand discourse. 
Two subtle cliarnis to tempt a woman’s frailty, 
Who must be govern’d by their eye or ear, 

To love , liesicfe, my kinsman hath been tax’d 
For being loo prompt in wantonness , this con- 
firms it . 

Then farewell, woman-kind ! 

• [Aside, and putting up hts sword 
Mar This does become you 
Beau Why should we fight '• our letting blood 
will not 

Cure her, and make her honour white again : 

We are friends , repent thy sin, and marry her. 
Mar W horn ? 

Beau Gratiana 

Mar. How, sir, marry her '* 

Beau W hy, canst thou add to it another crime, 
By a refusing to repair the ruins 
Of that chaste temple thou hadst violated '* 

Her virgin tapers are by thee extinct, 
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No odour of her chastity, which once 
Gave a perfume to heaven, and did refresh 
Her innocent soul ■ they that have spoil’d virginity, 
Do half restore the treasures they took thence, 

By sacred marriage 

Mar Marriage ! with whom 1 
Beau Gratiana. 

Mar Should I marry a whore ** 

Beau. Thou liest , and with a guilt upon thy soul, 
Able to sink thee to damnation, [Draws again 
I'll send thee hence ! — whore ’ what woman 
Was ever bad enough to deserve that name 
Salute some native Curv, or a wretch 
Condemn’d already to hell’s tortures by it, 

Not Gratiana , ihou’st awaken’d justice, 

And given it ejes to see thy treachery, 

The depth of ihy malicious heart ; that word 
Hath disenchanted me. 

Mar Are you seiious? 
f Beau How have I sinii’d in my credulity 
’Gainst virtue all this while * what charm bound up 
My understanding part, I should admit 
A possibility for Jicr to carry 
So black a soul , though all her sex beside 
Had fallen from their creation? Thou hast 
Not life enough to forfeit, — what an advantage 
To fame and goodne.ss had been lost • 

Mar. Will you fight 

Beau. Wert thou defenced with circular lire, 
more subtle 

Than the [fierce] lightning, that I knew would ravish 
My heart and marrow from me, yet I should 
Neglect the danger, and, but singly arm’d, 

Fly to revenge thy calumny : — a whore ! — 

Come on, sir. [They fight 

Thou’rt wounded ; ha ! [Marwood falls 

Mar Mortally , 

Fly, Bcauford, save thyself, 1 hasten to the dead 
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Beau. Oh, stay awhile, or thou wilt lose us both * 
Thy wound I cannot call back, now there is 
No dallyinr^ with heaven, but thou pullest on thee 
Double confusion ; leave a truth behind thee, 

As thou vvoiildst hope re.st to thy parting soul , 
Hast thou not wrong’d Gratiana 1 

Mar Yc.s, in my lust, but not in my report 
Take my last breath, I sinfully enjoy’d her. 
Gratiana is a blotted piece of alabaster . — 

[One hollas within 

Farewell, lest some betray thee , hea\en forgive 
My offence, as I do freely pardon Ihinc 

Beau I cannot long siirMvc 

Is there no hope thou mayst recover ** 

3Iar Oil ! 

Beau Farewell for ever, then, with thy short 
- breath 

May all thy ills conclude ! mine but begin 
To muster , life and I shall quickly part ; 

I feel a sorrow will break Beauford’s heart [Errf. 

Enter Park Keeper and Servant 

Serv There are coney-stealers abroad, sir 
Keep These whoreson rabbit-suckers will ne'er 
leave the ground. 

Serv. In walk last night, I frighted some on 
’em 

’Pox o’ these vermin, would they were all destroy’d ' 
Keep. So we may chance to keep no deer 
Serv Why so * 

Keep. An old coney stops a knave's mouth some- 
times, that else would be gaping for venison 
Mai. Oh' 

Keep Who’s that ? 

Serv Here’s a gentleman wounded 
Keep. Ha ! 

Serv He has bled much 
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Keep How came you hurt, sir ? — no ? not apeak? 
if he be not past hope, let us carry him to my lodge ; 
my wife is a piece of a surgeon, and has been 
fortunate in some cures : tear a piece of my shirt, 
Ralph, to bind his wound : — quickly — so, so ; alas ! 
poor gentleman ! he may live to be dress’d, and 
tell who has done this misfortune ; — gently, honest 
Ralph \ he has some breath yet. Would I had my 
blood-'hound here ! [Eseunt, carrying MariDooa. 

SCENE III 

A Room in air John Belfare’s House 

Enter Belfare, justice Landby, and Jane , 
Isaac icatting 

Bel. You’re welcome, master Landby, and mis- 
tress Jane , 

Where’s the young captain, sir, your nephew ' 
Just. L He went betimes to wail upon the 
bridegroom. 

Bet They are inseparable friends, as they had 
divided hearts ; they both are glad when either 
meets a good fortune 

Jane. I’ll be bold to see your daughter. 

Bel. Do, mistress Jane, she has her maid’s 
blush yet , she’ll make you amends for this, and, 
ere it be long, I hope, dance at your wedding. 

[Exit Jane. 

Just L I wish you many joys, sir, by this mar- 
riage : 

Your daughter has made discreet election, 

She’ll have a hopeful gentleman. 

Be! Master Landby, it would refresh my age to 
see her fruitful to him : I should find a blessingfor 
a young Beauford, and bo glad to dandle him. The 



389 


Sc III] THE WEDDING 

first news of a boy bom by my daughter would 
set me back seven years ; O, master Landby, old 
men do never truly doat, until their children bring 
them babies. 


Enter Rawbone, and Haver as his servant. 

Isaac Master Rawbone, I’ll be bold to present 
you with a piece of rosemary, we have such 
cheer 

Raw Honest Isaac ! 

Isaac. Pray do you belong to master Rawbone ^ 

Hav. Yes, sir. 

Isaac You have eat something in your days ? 

Hav Why, prithee'* 

Isaac Nothing, nothing ; 

Do you understand nothing** you shall eat nothing. 
Unless some benefactors, like my master, 

In pity of your bellies, once a year 
Do warm it with a dinner, you must never 
Hope to see roast or sod , he has, within 
This Iwehemonth, to my knowledge. 

Made se\cn men immortal. 

Hav How ! 

Isaac. Yes, he has made spirits on 'em, 

And they haunt such men’s houses as my master’s, 
Spirits o’ the buttery ; let me counsel you 
To cram your corpse, to day, for by his almanac, 
There's a long Lent a coming. 

Bel Never see me 
But ivhen you arc invited! 

Rate. ’Las! I had lather eat a piece of cold capon 
at home, than be troublesome abroad. I hope, 
forsoolh, unstress Jane is as she .should be. 

Just L. bhe IS in health. 

Bel. You tiave a fresh servant, master Rawbone ; 
a proper fellow, and maintains himself handsomely. 
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Rate An he would not ha’ maintain'd himself, 
I had never entertain’d him. 

Isaac Where’s Camelion ? 

Rate I have preferr’d him, Isaac 
Isaac How ' 

Raw Turn’d him away last night, 

And took this stripling. 

Enter captain Landby 

Capt. L. ’Morrow, sir John, where is the early 
bridegroom ? 

Just L. Came you not from Inm 
Bel. We expect him, sir, every minute 
Capt L Not yet come** his servants told rue 
He went abroad before the morning blush’d 

Bel. We have not seen him; pray hemeii he 
be in health ! 

Capt. L. I wonder at his absence 
Raw. Captain Landby, young man of nur, I do 
salute thee witli a broadside 
Capt L Do you hear ? 

They say you come a wooing to my cousin , 

That day you marry her, ril cut your throat , 

Keep it to yourself 

Hav Thou art a noble fellow , things may 
prosper . [Aside 

Capt L You come hither to wish, Ood give 
'em joy, now 

Raw Yes, marry do 1. 

Capt. L. You do he ; you come 
To scour your dirty maw with the good cheer, 
Which will be damn’d in your lean barathrum,’’ 
That kitchen-stuff devourer. 

Raw Why should you say so. captain? uiy 
belly did ne’er think you any harm. 

Capt. L. When it does vomit up thy heart 

^ in your lean barathrum,] i- e. abyss, botlomlesg gulph. Oui 
]joets tieiiucDtIy apply the word to an insatiate eatci 
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I’ll praise it; in the mean time, 

Would every bit thou eat’st to-day were steep’d 
In aquafortis. 

Raw What is that, Jasper ? 

Hav It is strong water. 

Raw. Noble captain ! thanks i’ faith heartily ' I 
was afraid you had been angry 

Cant L. I’ll have thee sow’d up in a money-bag. 
And boil’d to jelly 

Raw You shall have me at your service, and 
my bags too, upon good security. Is not this 
better than quarrelling, Jasper'? 

Enter Cardona. 

Car. Is not the bridegroom come yet ® sure he 
has oierslept himself; there is nothing but won> 
denng within , all the maids are in uproar, one 
Say.s he IS a slow thing, another says, she knows 
not what to sav, but they all conclude, if ever they 
marry, they'll make it in their bargain to be sure 
of nil things before matrimony. Fie upon him ! if 
1 were to be his wife, I’d shew him a trick for't 
ere a year came about, or it should cost me a fall, 

1 warrant him [Exit 

Just. L Sir John, you’re troubled 
Bel Can ycAi blame me, sir? 

I Mould not have our morning’s expectation 
Frusliate. — I know not what to think. 

Just. L Sir, fear not. 

Bel. The morn grows old. 

Just. L. Hymen has long tapers. 

Bel What should procure his absence'* he de- 
jiarted 

But oddly yesterday. 

Capt 'L Marwood had engag’d him ; 

They promis’d to return. 

Bel But we see neither 
VOL I. C c 
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Just. L They’ll come together; make it not 
your fear ; 

Beauford’s a gentleman, and cannot be 
Guilty of doing such affront, unless 
Some misfortune — 

Bel. That’s another jealousy. 

Enter , followed hy Camelion. 

Lod. Where is sir John Belfare 7 
Bel. Ha ' master Lodam, 

Welcome 

Lod I congratulate — 

Bel. Saw you master Beauford, sir ^ 

Lod Yes, I saw him, but — 

Just L. But what? 

Lod I know not how he does . 

Where is the lady that must be undone lo-night, 
Your daughter'* 

Bel. My daughter undone * name what unhap- 
piness. 

My heart already doth begin to prophesy 
Her unkind fate , name what disaster : give it 
Exp ression, pray, what is the news? 

Lod The news'* 

Why, would you know the new's* 'tis none o’ the 
best. . 

Just. L Be temperate, then, in your relation. 
Bel What is’t"* 

Lod. They say for certain. 

There ere tour-and-twenty colliers cost away, 
Coming from Newcastle , ’tis cold news i’ the city , 
But tliere is worse news abroad. 

Bel Until It concern my knowledge? trifle not 
Lod. They say that canary sack must dance 
again to the apothecaries, and he sold lor physic in 
hum-glasses ’ and thimbles ; that the Spa-water 

^ See JonsoD, vol. vii. p 24 1> 
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must be transported hither, and be drunk instead 
of French wines . for my part, I am but one. 

Hav Big enough for two 

Lod This citadel may endure as long a siege 
as another , if the pride of my flesh must be pull’d 
down, farewell it ' 't has done me service this forty 
year ; let it go. 

Bel Saw you master Beaiiford ? 

Lod Yes, sir John, I saw him — but ’twas three 
days ago 

Capt L He is ridiculous. 

Just L Do not afflict yourself. 

He will give a fair account at his return. 

Bel Pray hea^eIl he may. — My daughter 

F/i/cr Giutian Jane, and Cardona. 

Rate Sir, I desire to be acquainted with you. 
Lod 1 have no stomach to your acquaintance, 
You arc a thought too lean 
Rate. And you a bit too fat 

Bel Dost not wonder, girl, atBeauford’s absence? 
Gra Not at all, sir , 1 am not now to learn 
(/pinion of his nobleness ; and 1 hope 
Your judgment will not permit you sin so much 
To censure him tor lhi> slay. — Fair morning to 
mastei Landby, noble captain, master Lodam, 
and the rest. • 

Raw I am .so little 

JShe cannot see iiie , gne yon joy, forsooth , 

1 hope it IS your dc-sliiiy to be married 
Capt L. And your s to be haug’d. 

Rate. How, .sir ! 

Hav. No liarni ; 

He wishes you long life. 

Raw A long halter, he does ; 

What, to be bang’d ? 

Hav 'La.s, sir, he know's you ha\e no flesh to 
burden you , 

C c2 
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Light as a feather, hanging will ne’er kill you, 

If he had wish’d, sir, master Lodam hang’d — 

Raw. Then, I'll to him, and thank him , — 

But here’s mistress Jane 

Capt. L. You shall command me as your servant. 
— Sirrah ! [seeing Ratchone court Jane. 

Raw. I did but ask her how she did , I said 
Never a word to her . [Exit capt.'[ — ’pox upon his 
bouncing! 

I am as fearful of him as of a gun. 

He does so powder me. 

Gra Wc have not seen 

You, sir, this great while, you fall away,methinks. 

Lod Losing Lodam, I ■* 

Gra. You are not the least welcome, sir 

Liod I do give you great thanks, and do mean 
(o dance at your wedding fort . I do marvel mas- 
ter Beaufordis not earlier, 1 should have been here 
with music, lady, and have fiddled you too, before 
you were up , these lean lovers have nolhiog in 
them, slow men of London. 

Bel Gratiana 

Lod. [spying Jane.~\ — Who’s this 7 she has a 
mortal eye 

Isaac. Camehon ! how now ! turn’d away your 
master 7 

Cam. No, I sold my place , as I ' was thinking 
to run aw'ay, comes tins fellow, and offered me a 
breakfast for my good will, to speak to iny master 
for him ; I took him at hi.s word, and resigned my 
office, and turn’d over my hunger to him immedi- 
ately ; now I serve a man, Isaac. 

Bel. Isaac — [JVfiispers Isaac , and sends him 

Lod I do foresee a fall of this tower already , 
, love begins to undermine it. — Mistress, a word in 
private 

* LoMing Lodam, /] An allusion to the false dice, tou Ful- 
lams, used at the game of this name 
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Rato Jasper, hast a sword ? 

Hav. Yes, sir. {Draioing it. 

Raw. That’.s well, let it alone : 

Didst see this paunch affront me ? 

Rav He did it in love to tlie gentlewoman. 
Raw In love? let me see the sword ag^ain. 

[Draws 

Would 'twere in his belly! — pnt il up , 

Thou deserv’st a good blade, lis so well kept. 

Re-enter Isaac 

Isaac. Master Bcaiiford ! master Beauford ! 

Bel. Where? 

Isaac. Hard liy, within a stone’s cast o’ my mis- 
tress ; here, sir, here ! 

Enter Beaufobd. 

Gra. My dearest Beauford, where hast been so 
long 

Beau Oh, Gratiana ' 

Gra. Are you not in health ** 

Bel Nol\vell'* 

’Tis then no tune to chide — How fare you, sir? 

Beau I ha\e a trouble at my heart : pardon 
The lre‘>pa.^s on jour patience, gentlemen , 

I’ll piibli.sh llie occasion of my absence, 

So first you give me lca\e to unlade it here . 

But, with join favour, I desire I may 
Exempt all cars, but Gratiana'.s, till 
A short lime ripen it for your knowledge 
BeL Ha I 

Just. Id Let’s leave them then awhile. 

Bel Into the garden, gentlemen 
Raw With all my heart, in my conscience 
theyil be honest together 
Bel This begets my wonder. — Master Lodam. 
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Lod. Good, sir John, I'll wait upon you ; it is 
dinner time. [Exeunt. 

Beau I have no time to dwell on circumstance ; 

1 come to take my last leave , you and I 
Must never meet again. 

Gta What language do I hear ? 

If Beauford’s, it should strike me dead 
Beau This day 

1 had design’d for marriage, but I must 
Pronounce we arc eternally divorced : 

Oh, Gratiana ' thou hast made a wound 
Beyond the cure of .surgery ; wliy did nature 
Empty her treasure in thv face, and leave thee 
A black, prodigious soul ' 

Gra Defend me, goodness ' 

Beau. Call uiioii darknevs to obscure thee rather, 
That never more thou inay.sl be seen by mortal . 
Get thee some dwelling in a mist, oi in 
A wild forsaken earth, a wilderness, 

Where thou maysl hide thyself, and die forgotten. 
Gra Where was 1 lost'> name v^hat offence 
provok’d 

This heavy doom ■ dear Beaulord, be not so 
Unjust to sentence me, belore I know 
What IS my crime , or, if thou Wilt not tell 
W hat sm it is I have committed groat. 

And horrid, as your anger, let me study, 
ril count them all before you , n{‘\er did 
Penitent, in confession, .''trip the soul 
More naked , I’ll unclasp my book of conscience , 
You shall read o’er my heart, and if you find 
In that great volume but one .single thought 
Which concern’d you, and did not end with some 
Good prayer [for] you, oh, be just and kill me. 
Beau Be just, and tell thy conscience, thou’st 
abus’d it. 

False woman ! why dost thou increase my horror. 
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^ the obscuring a misdeed which would. 

Were all thy other sins forgiven, undo thee : 

Oh, Gratiana ! thou art — 

Ora What ami? 

Beau. A thing I w'ould not name, it sounds so 
fearfully ; 

"Twould make a devil blush to be saluted 
By that which thou must answer to. 

Ora. I fear — " *•. 

Beau. That fear betrays thy guilt . tell me, Gra- 
tiana, 

What didst thou see in me to make thee think 
I was not worthy of thee at thy bc^t. 

And richest value, when thou wert as white 
In soul, as beauty for, sure, once thou wert so : 
Hadst thou .so cheap opinion of iny birth, 

My breeding, or my fortunes, that none else 
Could ser\c for property ol your lust, ‘ but I* 

Gra Dear Boauibrd, hear me 

Beau A common father to thy sin-got issue, 

A patron of thy rilled, unchaste womb^ 

Oh, thou wcit cruel, to lewaid so ill 
The heart that truly honour’d thee ' thy name, 
Which sweeten’d once the breath® of him that 
•spake it, 

And niusicalU charm'd the gentle ear, 

Shall .sound hereafter like a screech-owl’s note. 
And fright the liearei \iri>ins shall lament 
That thou hast shamed their chaste society , 

And oft as Hymen lights his tapers up, 

At the remembrance o( thy name, shed tears, 

And blush for thy dishonour from this minute. 
Thy friends shall count Ihee despeialely sick, 

’ property 0/ your Zujt.] i. e. disguise, eluke for it. 

« The breath n/ him that spake it.] The old copy reads, 
the name of him. ” The word was probably repeated from 
the preceduig line 
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And whensoe’er thou goest abroad, that da^ 

The maids and matrons, thinkin? thou art dead, 
And going to the grave, shall all come forth, 

And wait like mourners on thee 
Ora Have you done ? 

Then hear me a few syllables ; — you have 
Su^icion that I am dishonour’d. 

Beau. No, 

By heaven I have not ; I have too much knowledge 
To suspect thee sinful ; but in the assurance 
Of it, I must disclaim thy heart for ever. 

Gratiana, my opinion of thy whiteness 
Hath made my soul as black as thine already : 
Weep till thou wash away thy stain, and then, 
r the other world, we two may meet again \^Extl 
Greu Weep inward, eyes, thither your streams 
impart, 

For sure, I’ve tears enough to drown my heart. 

\^Ex%l. 


ACT III. SCENE I 
Beauford’s Lodgings , 

Enter Beavford and captain Landby. 

Capt L. You amaze me, Beauford ; Gratiana 
false ? 

1 shall suspect the truth of my conception, 

And think all women monsters . though 1 never 
Lov’d with that nearness of affection 
To marry any, yet 1 mourn they should 
Fall from their virtue ; why may not Marwood 
Injure her goodness'^ 

Beau. What, and damn his soul ? 
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Sha]! I think any with his dvin^ breath 
Wonld shipwreck hi« last hope ? He mix’d it with 
His prayers, when in the stream ofhis own blood 
His soul was launching forth 
Capt L That circumstance 
Takes away all suspicion again : 

Where left you Marwood? 

Beau r the Park. 

Capt. L Quite dead ? 

Beau Hopeless , bis weapon might have prey’d 
so happy, 

To have released me of a burden, too ; 

Andj but that manhood, and the care of my 
Eternity, forbids, I would force out 
That which but wearies me to carry it. 

Unwelcome life 

Capt. L Would he were buried ! 

My fears perplex me for you , though none [saw] 
You fight, the circumstance must needs betray 
you — What’s he ? 


Enter a Surgeon 

Sur. I would borrow your ear in private. 
Beau. We are but one to hear ; liis love hath 
Made him tod great a part of my affliction . 
Speak it. 

Sur The body is taken thence. 

Beau Ha ' 

Sur I cannot be deceived, sir ; I beheld 
Too plain a demonstration of the place; 

But he that suffered such a loss of blood, 

Had not enough to maintain life till this time : 
Which way soe’er his body was convey’d, 

I must conclude it short-liv’d , 1 am sorry 
1 could not serve you. 

Beau Sir, I thank you, you 
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Deserve I should be grateful : — [give shim money ] 
— It must be so. — \Ex\t Surgeon. 

Capt. L. "What fellow’s this? 

Beau A surireon. 

Capt L Dare you trust him? 

Beau Yes, with my life 
Capt. L. You have done that already 
In your discovery, pray heaven he prove your 
friend ! 

You must resolve for flight, you shall take ship. 
Beau Never. 

Capt. L. Will you rum yourself? there’s no 
security. 

Beau. There is not, captain. 

Therefore I’ll not change my air. 

Capt L How ? 

Beau Unless thou canst instruct me how to An 
from 

Myself, for wheresoever else I wander, 

I shall but carry my accuser with me 
Capt. L Are you mad'* 

Beau. I liave heard, iii Afric is a tree, which 
tasted 

By tra\ellcrs, it breeds forgetfulness 
Of their country , canst direct me thither? 

Yet 'twere in vain, unless it can extiijguish. 

And drown the remembrance 1 am Beauford 

No — I’ll not move , let those 

Poor things that dare not die, obey their fears, 

I will expect rny fate here. 

Capt L. This IS wildness ; 

A desperate folly ; pray be sensible ■ 

Who’s this? ’tis Gratjana. 

Enter Gkatiana with a cabinet of jewels. 

Beau. Ha ! farewell. 

Capt. L. You shall stay now a little. 
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Beau. 1 will not hear an accent, I shall lose 
My memory, be charm’d into belief. 

That she is honest, with her voice, I dare 
Not trust my frailty with her 
Capt L. She speaks nothing ; 

Is all a weeping Niobe, a statue ; 

Or 111 this posture, dothahe not present 
A water-nymph placed in the midst of some 
F'air garden, like a fountain, to dispense 
Her chrystal streams upon the dowers ; which 
cannot 

But, so refresh’d, look up, and seem to smile 

Upon the eyes that feed them 

Will she sneak ’ 

Gra Though by the effusion of my tears, you 
may 

Conclude I bring nothing but sorrow with me. 

Yet hear me speak , I come not to disturb 
Your thoughts, or with one bold and daring 
language 

Say how uiijust you make my sufferings . 

1 know not what 

Hath rais’d this mighty storm to my destruction, 
But I obey your doom , and after this. 

Will neser see you more First, 1 release 
And give yi^u back your \o\vs ; with them, your 
heart, 

Which I had lack’d up in my own, and cherish’d 
Better , iniue, I’m sure, does bleed to part 
wilh’l ; 

All that ih lell of yours, this cabinet 
Delivers back to your possession ; 

There's c\cry jewel you bestow’d upon me. 

The pledges once of love. 

Beau. Pray keep them. 

Gra. They are not mine, since I have lost the 
opinion 

Of what 1 was ; indeed I have nothing else : 
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I would not keep the kisses once you gave me, 

If \oii would let me ])ay them bac k again. 

Bean All woman is .i lahyniith ; we can 
Measure the heijilil of any star, point out 
All the dimensions of the earth, examine 
The sea’s large v'omb, and sound its subtle depth ; 
But art will ne er be able to 6nd out 
A dt monstralinn of a Oman's heart ; 

Thou hast enough undone me, make me not 
More mi'erahle, to believe thou canst be virtuous 
Farewell , enjoy jou this, I «ill find out 
Another loom to weep in. ^Exti. 

Capt L Lady, I u oiild ask you a rude question : 
Are you a rnaid ? 

Gra Do I appear so monstrous, no man will 
Believe rn\ injury'* has heaven forgot 
To piotccl innocence, that all this while 
It hdlh vouchsafed no miracle, to confirm 
A virgin's honour ? 

Capt L. I am answered . 

I do believe she’s honest , Oh that 1 could 
But speak with Marwood’s ghost now! an thoubeest 
In hell, I’d meet thee half wav, to converse 
One quarter of an hour with thee, to know 
The truth of all [these] things , thy devil jailor 
May trust thee without a waiter , he Ijas security 
For [ihy] damnation in this sin alone 
I’m lull of jiity now, and, 'spite of manhood, 

Cannot forbear, — ] — Come, lady, I am 

confident, 

I know not which way — that you are virtuous 

Pray walk with me. I’ll tell you the vvliole story, 
For yet you know not your accuser. 

Gra. 1 am an exile hence, and cannot walk 
Out of my way — Beauford, farewell , may angels 
Dw'ell round about thee, live until thou find, 

When I am dead, thou hast been too unkind. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 

A Room injustice Landb^^’s House. 

Enter Milliscent and Jane. 

Jane May I believe thee, Milliscent, that my 
father, 

Though he give such respect to him I hate. 
Intends no marriage'* thou hast releaat 
My heart of many fears, that I was destin'd 
To be a sacrihce. 

Mil It had been sin 

That Milliscent should suffer you perplex 
Your noble soul, when it did consist in his * 
Discovery to give a freedom to 
Your labouring thoughts ; ’tis now no mine a 
secret, 

Your father makes a trial of your nature 
By gi\ mg him such countenance. 

Jane what thanks shall I give? 

Mil Your virtue hath both unseal'd 
My bosom, and rewarded me 
Jane Oh, Aiilliscent ! 

Thou hast deserv’d my gratitude ; and I cannot 
But, in exchange of thv discovery. 

Give to thv knowledge what I should tremble 
To let another hear , but I dare trust thee with it. 

Mil If I have any skill 
In my own nature, [I] shall ne’er deceive, 

Your confidence , and think myself much honour’d. 
So to be made your treasurer 
Jane ’Tis a treasure. 

And all the wealth I have, ray life, the sum 
• Hu.'] Old copy her 
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or all my joys on earth, and the expectation 
Of future blessings too, depend upon it. 

Mil Can I be worthy of so great a trust ? 

Jane. Thou art, and shalt receive it ; for my 
heart 

Is willing to discharge itself into thee : 

Oh, Milliscent ! though my father would have been 
So cruel to his own, to have wished me marry him. 
It was not in the power of my obedience 
To give consent to’t, for my lo^o already 
Is dedicate to one, whose worth hath made 
Me but his steward of it , and although 
His present fortune doth eclipse his lustre 
With seeming condition of a servant, 

He has a mind derived from honour, and 
Mav boast himself a ffentleman ? Is not 
Thy undenstanding guilty of the person 
I point at? sure thou canst not choose but know 
him. 

Mil. Not I 

Enter Haver. 

Jane. Then look upon him, Milliscent 
Mil Ha! 

Hav. My master, mistress Jane, sent me before 
To say, he comes to visit you. 

Jane BuL thou art , 

Before him in acceptance ; nay, you stand 
Discovered here; in Milliscent yoif’ may 
Repose safe trust. 

Hav. Her language makc.s me confident — 

Aside. 

You are a friend. 

Mil. To both a servant. 

Hav. I shall desire your love. 

Jane But wlieie’s this man of mortgages ? 

We shall be troubled now. 

Hav 1 left him chewing the cud, ruminating 



Sc. II.] THE WEDDING. 


405 


some speech or other, with which he means to ar- 
rest you 

Mil. He is entered. 

Enter Rawbone, with a scroll tn his hand. 

Hav. I have prepared her. 

Raw Fortune be my guide then. 

Hav. And she is a blind one 
Raw. Mistress Jane, I would talk with you in 
private, I have fancied a business, I know you are 
witty, and love invention, it is my own, and nobody 
else mu.st hear it [reads ] — Be it known to all men 
by these presents — 

Hav. I'his IS like to be a secret 
Raw'. That I, .Jasper Rawbone, citizen, and 
housekeeper of London — 

Hav. A very poor one, I am sure, [Aside. 
Raw IJo owe to mistress Jane, lady of my 
thoughts, late of London, gentlewoman — 

Hav Is she not still a gentlewoman ? 

Raw Still a gentlewoman, goodman coxcomb'* 
Did I not say she w as lady of my thoughts "* where 
was I, now '* 

Hav At goodman coxcomb, sir 
Raw — Do owe to mistress Jane, lady of my 
thoughts, late of London, gentlewoman, my true 
and lawful heart of England, to be paid to his said 
mistress, her evecutors, or assigns — ■ 

Hav To her executors'* what, will you pay 
your heart, when she is dead* 

Raw "I'ls none of my fault, an she will die, who 
can help it'* thou dost nothing but interrupt me; 
I say, to be paid to the said mistress, her executors, 
or asiigns, whensoever she demand it, at the 
font-stone of the Temple. 

Hav Put it the top of Paul's and please you ; 
your conceit will be the higher. 
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Raw. Which payment to be truly made and per- 
formed, I bind not my heirs, but my body and soul 
for ever 

Hav How, your soul, sir ? 

Rate. Peace, fool ! ray soul will shift for itself ; 
when I am dead, that will be sure enough. — In 
witness whereof I have hereunto put my hand 
and seal, which is a handsome spiny youth with a 
bag vfmtney in one hand, a bond in the other, an 
indenture between his legs, the last day of the first 
merry month, and in the second year if the reign of 
king Cupid. 

Hav. Excellent! but in ray opinion you had 
better give her possession of your heart , I do not 
like this ov^ mg : faith, pluck it out, and deliver it 
in the presence of u». 

Raw Thou talk st like a puisne , I can give her 
possession of it by delivery of two-pence wrapp’d 
up in the wax, 'tw'ill hold in law-, man — And how, 
and how do yon like it? I could haie come o\er you 
with verse , but hang ballads, give me poetical 

{ irose, every mountebank can rlivme, and make 
us lines cry twang, though there be no reason in 
them. 

Jane. What music have I heard '* 

Ra w. M ii'*ic ? oh rare I 

Jane He has Medusa’s noble countsuance , 

His hairs do curl like sott and gentle snakes ; 

Did ever puppy smile so? or the aHs 
Better become his ears'* oh geneious beast 
Of sober carriage ' sure he’s valiiint too , 

Those blood-shot eyes betray him ; but his nose 
Fishes for commendation. 

Raw. Wliat does she mean, Jasper'* 

Hav Do you not see her love, sir '* why, she does 
doat upon you, which makes her talk so madly. 
Raw. Forsooth, 1 know you are taken with me : 
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alas ! these things are natural with me ; when 
shall we be married, forsooth ’’ 

Jane With your licen‘>e, sir. — 

Hav. D’ ye not observe her'* you must first 
procure a license 

Raw \ on shall hear more from me when I come 
again — Jasper, \_ExU Ranbone hastily. 

Ilav My heart doth breathe itself upon your 
hand [Exit. 

Mil. Y our father and master Ludam — 

[Jane and Md. retire. 

Enter Loo am, Landby, and Camelion 

Lod Sir, I do love your daughter. — I thought 
it necessiiy to ai quaint you first, because I would 
go about iJie Ijihiiicss |udicially 
Just. L, You oblige us both 
Lod I'll pioiiiise you one thing, 

Just L NN hat’s ttial ? 

Lud I’ll bung your daughter no wealth. 

Just L hay you so ** m hat, then you promise 
hei iiulliiiig ' 

Lod But I will bring her that which is greater 
lluiii wealth, 

Just. L What’s that* 

Lod Myself 

Just L. A 1-ui )ointuro ' 

Lud Nay, I’ll bring her more. 

Just L it sliall not need , no woman can desire 
more of a man. 

Lod I can bung her good qualities, if she want 
any 1 have travelled for llieni 
Just L. What are they * 

Lod. The language*" 

Just. L You'Vuspect she will want tongue • — 
let me see — 

Parlez-vous Francois, monsieur ** 

Lod. Diggon a camrag. 

\ OL, I D d 
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Just. L. That’s Welsh. 

Lod. Pocas palabras. 

Just. L That’s Spanish 

Lod Troth, I have such a confusion of lan- 
guages in my head, you must e’en take them as 
they come. 

Just L. You may speak that more exactly — 
Hahlar spagmiol, senor'^ 

Lod Serge-dubois, Calli-mancho, et Perpetu- 
ana 

Just L There's stuff, indeed , since you are so 
perfect, I’ll trust you for the rest 1 iiiiiat refer 
you, sir, unto my daughter, if you can win her fair 
opinion, my consent may haply follow — So, she is 
in presence. [^Jane and Mil cumc Jotuard. 

Lod Mercy, madam [^Salutrs Jane. 

Just L Tins fellow looks li-ke the principal in 
usury, and this rat follows him like a pitilul eight 
in the hundred — Come hither, sirrah, your name 
IS Camelion. 

Cam. It is loo true, sir 

Just L You did live with master Rawbonc 

Cam. No, sir, 1 did starve with him, aii’t please 
you ; I couhl not live with him. 

Just L How do you like your change 

Cam Never worse 

Just L. Master Lodam w'aiits noi:flesh 

Cam But 1 do, — I have no justice, sir , iny lean 
master would eat no meat, and iii'y fat master eats 
up all — IS your worship's house troubled with 
vermin 1 

Just. L. Something at this time. 

Cam Peace, and I’ll catch a mouse then. 

Enter captain Landby and Gratiana 

Juat. L. My nephew turn’d gentleman-usher. 

Capt. L. Sir John Belfore’s daughter. 
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Just. L. ’Las, poor gentlewoman, I compas- 
sionate her unkind destiny 

Capt /> Let us in treat a word in private, sir 
[Just Lt retires with Gratiana and capt L. 
liod 1 cannot tell how you stand affected, but 
if you can love a man, I know not what is wanting , 
greatness is a thing that your wisest ladies have 
an itch after ■ for my own part, I was never in Jove 
before, and if you have me not, never will be 
again Thinlc on’t between this and after dinner; 
I vv ill Slav u’ purpose for your answer 
Jane Vmi are very short 

Ij(td 1 %v ould not tie kept in expectation above 
an hour, fur love is worse than a Lent to me, and 
lasting IS a thing my tlesh abhors , if niy doublet 
be not fill'd, I know who (ares the worse for’t. I 
would kt‘e|i iiiv flesh to sw'ear b\, and if you and I 
cannot agree upon the matter. I would lose nothing 
bv you 

Jane Von ai c v ery resolute. 

Lod Ever while voii live, a fat man. and a man 
of resoliilioii go together, I do not commend my- 
self, but there are no such fiery things in nature 
.Fane Fierv 

liod Tis prov’d, put them to any action, and 
see if thev do not smoke it , they are men of met- 
tle, and the gteatest ineltcrs in the vvoild , one hot 
service makes tljeni loast, and they have enough 
in them to baste a hundred . you may take a lean 
man, many yourself to famine, and beg for a great 
belly , you see wl iat b ecame, of. ..sir John's daugh- 
ter. — Come, I would wi.sh you be well advised; 
there are more commodities in me than you are 
aware of, if you and I couple, you shall tare like 
an empress 

Jane. That will be somewhat costly 
Lod. Not a token , 1 have a privilege. — I vvaa 
at the tavern t’other day, in the next room I smelt 

Dd 2 
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hot venison , I sent but a drawer to tell the com- 
pany, one in the house \Mtli a great belly longed 
for a corner, and 1 had half a pasly sent me imme- 
dialely . I will hold inlelligeiice with all the cooks 
in the tow n, and w hat dainty, but I have greatness 
enough to command 

Just L \coming fortcard tcilh Gratiana and 
captain L ] — 1 like it well be as w’elcoinc here as 
at your father’s — ISliUisccnt, make it yoiii care to 
wait upon this gentlewoman, but conceal she is 
our guest I should rejoice to see this atoini 
blown over — Nephew, attend her to her chamber 
[Exeunt capt. Ij Gra and Md 

Enter Raw bone and Haver, husldy 

Rate. I have been about it 

[Justles Ijod and falls down 
Lod Next time you ride post, w'iiid your horn, 
that one may get out o’ the w ay 

[Strikes Ran hone 
Just. L What's the matter, Jane 
Rate ’Tis guts , if 1 durst, my teeth water to 
strike him 

Just L What ha\e you done 

Lod Let him take heed another lime. 

Hav Take such an affront before'your mistress ! 
Rate I have a good stomach. 

Hav That’s well said 
Raw. 1 could eat him. 

Hav Oh, IS it that'* 

Lod Let me alone, no body hold me. 

Raw I’ll have an action of battery 
Lod Whoreson mole-catcher ’ — 

Come not near me, weazel 

Raw Prithee, Jasper, do not thrust me upon 
him. — 

I do not fear you, sir. 
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Lod. Again ! shall I kick llice to pieces? 

Hav Let him baffle >ou ** — lo him ' — 

[f/avtT thrusts him upon him. 
Rato I do not fear you. 

Just L Jane, remove yourself. 

Jane Master Rawbone, I am sorry for your hurt 

\^Exit 

Hav She jeers you 

Lod For lliLS time I am content with kicking 
of thee 

[As L odam offers to (jo out. Haver pulls him back 
Hav M\ master desires another [word^ w’ye, 
.sir — You must figlit with him — [to Rawbone. 
Raw Who, I light ? 

Lod You s|)ider-catcher, have you not enough? 
you see I do not draw 
Just L V’ery well 

Hav By this hand you shall challenge him, 
then , if he dare accept it, I’ll meet him m your 
clothes [Aside to Rawbone. 

Raw INill you? Hum !— I do not fear you — 
satisfaction ! 

Hav [aside to Rawbone .^ — That’s the ivord 
Raw 'riiar.-? the word — you’ll meet me, guts 
Lod Meet tl'ce ' by this ile.sh, if thou dost but 
prooke ire . — you do not challenge me — do not — 
d' \e long to*tje minced? 

Hav [aside to Ran ] — At Finsbury. 

Raw At l'lu^bu^y ' 

Hav [aside ] - lo-morrow morning 
Raw. To-rnorrow morning — you shall find I 
dare fight 

Lod Say but such another uord. 

Raic Finsbury, lo-morrow morning ; there lis 

again 1.11,1 

Just L I cannot contain my laughter ; ha . ha 

ha! ha' 
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Raw. So, let’s be gone quickly, before he 
threaten me ; you made me challenge him, look 
to’t 

Hav Fear not, I warrant you. 

[Rxevnt Raw and Hav. 

Lod. Sirrah Novennt,* if I can but prove thou 
dost come within three furlongs of a windmill, I’ll 
set one o’ top of Paul's to watch thee — shalt forfeit 
thysiiul, and I’ll cancel thy body worse than any 
debtor of Lhiiie did his obliffalion. — He’s gfoue — and , 
now 1 think upon the matter, I have somewhat the 
worst oii’t, for if I should kill him, 1 sluill never be 
able to fly, and he has left a piece of his skull, 1 
think. 111 my shoulder— Whether am I bound to 
meet him or no'* I will consult some o’ the sword- 
men, and know whether it be a competent chal- 
lenge. — Camehon ' 

Cam Sir ' 

Lod. Has the rat, your master that was, any 
spirit m him ? 

Cam Spirit' the last time he was in the field, 
a boy of seven years old beat him with a trap-stick 

Lod Say’st thou so"* I will meet him then, and 
hew him to pieces 

Cam. I haie an humble suit, — if it be so that 
you kill liim, let me beg his body for an anatomy , 
1 ha\e a great mind to eat a piece on’ him. 

Lod ’Tis granted ; follow me ,.ril cut him up, 
I warrant thee \_ExPunt. 

* XiOd SiTTah Notermt, &c ] So lie terms IlAwbone, in allu- 
sion, I suppose, to the first word in the debtor’s obligations on 
bonds, with whieh, as a usurer, he was familiar . Know all 
men, &c 
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SCENE III. 

Beauford’s Lodgings. 

Enter Beauford and captain Landby. 

Capt. L I have a letter 
Beau From whom 
Capt L Gratiana. 

Beau I would forget that name , speak it no 
more 

Capt L She IS abus’d ; and if you had not been 
Transported from us with your passion, 

You would have changed opiiiioo, to have heard 
How well she pleaded 
Beau. For herself? 

Capt L You might, 

With little trouble, gatlier from her tears 
How clear she w as ; which, more transparent than 
The morning dew',or cr\slal, tell neglected 
Upon the ground some cunning jeweller, 

To ha\e seen them scatter’d, would have thought 
some [irincess 

Dropp'd them, and, covetous to enrich himself. 
Gathered tlil'in up for diamonds 
Beau Vou qre then converted 
Capt L Oh, you were too credulous 
Marwood has play’d the villain, and is damn’d for't 
Could l)ut Ins soul be brought to hear her answ^er 
The accusation, she would make that blush, 

And force it to confess a treason to 
Her honour, and your love 
Beau. You did believ'e her? 

Capt L I did , and promis’d her to do this 
service ; 

She begg’d of me, at parting, if she sent 
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A letter, to convey it to your hand . 

Pray read, you know not what this paper carries. 
Beau Has she acquainted yen'* 

Capt L Not me , I guess 
It IS some secret was not fit for my 
Relation , it may be worth your knowledge , 

Do her that justice, since you would not hear 
What she could say in person, to peruse 
Her paper 

Beau It can briiirr nothing to take off 
Th' offence committed 

Capt L Sir, you know not 
What satisfaction it contains ; or what 
She may confess in it , for my sake read 

Beau [reads the superscription ] — Tu him that 
If as, — uliaf* conjuivnt of heri ittue, 

Once an admirer, now a mourner for 

Her absent goodness — She has miidc (he change . 

From her that uas, would have fiecome this paper. 

Had she conserv’d her first immaculate whiteness, 

It had been half profane, not to salute 

Her letter with a kiss, and touch it with 

More veneration than a Sybil's leaf. 

But now all ceremony must be held 
A superstition to the blotted scroll 
Of a more stained writer. — I’ll not read , 

If, unprepar’d, she win wuth her discourse. 

What must she do when she has time and study 
To appal el her defence t 
Capt L Den> her this? 

Beau. Well, I will read it 

Enter Servant 

Ser H ere’s sir John Belfare 
Beau Say any thing V eveuse me , bc’t your caic 
That none approach the chambers 

Capt L So, so , now unrip the seal. 
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Enter sir John Belfare, and Isaac. 

Bel. Not speak with him he must have stronger 
guard 

To keep me out where’s Beauford'* 

Beau Here 

Bel Then there’s a villain 
Beau Tliat’ s coarse language. 

Bel I must not spin it finer, till you make me 
understand better, why my daugliter, and, in her, 
my family is abused. 

Beau She has not then accus’d herself — I'll 
tell you, 

I did c.vpcct your daughter would have been 
My virgin bride ; but she reserv’d for me 
The ruiii.s of her honour ; — I would not speak 
r the rude dialect, you may collect 
Sooner in Kriglish. ^ 

Bel Is she not honest? will you make her then 
A whore'* 

Beau Not I, her own sin made her. 

Bel. Thou best , nor can iny age make me appear 
Uiiwortliv a satisfaction from thy^wonl \^Draws 
Imnc Does he noteall iny young mistress whore? 
Be! Kee[) me not fioiii him, captain , he has iii 
tins, 

Given a Iresh uound . [ came t’ expostulate 
The reason of a tbrmei sullcriiig , 

Which uiilo this was chantv — As thou art 
A gtiitlemaii, 1 dare llice to the combat. 

Contemn not. Beauford, my gray hairs, if thou hast 
A noble soul, keep not this tlislance , niLot me — 
Thou art a soldier • [to capt L J — for heaven’s 
sake peimit me 

Chastise the most uncharitable slander 
Of this bad man 

’ in English Old copy. “ An English" Even thus, the 
ini'.ining is nither matter of guess than of certainty 
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Beau I never injured you. 

Bel. Not injured me 1 what is there then in nature 
Left to be called an injury^ didst not mock 
Me, and my poor fond girl, with marriage, 

Till all tilings were design’d, the very day 
When H vmen should have worn Ins saffron robe , 
My friends invited, and prepar’d to call 
Her bride and yet, as if all this could not 
(Summ’d up together) make an injury. 

Does thy corrupted soul at last conspire 

To take hei si hile name from her — Give me leave 

To express a father in a tear or two. 

For my wrong’d child. O Beaiiford ! thou hast 
robb d 

A father and a daughter — but 1 will not 
Usurp heas en’s justice, which shall punish thee 
’Bove my weak arm , may’st thou live to have 
Thy heart as ill rewarded, to be a father 
At my years, have one daughter and no more, 
Beloved as mine, so mock’d, and then call'd whore 

[Exeunt Belfare and Isaac. 

Capt L Alas, good old man ! 

Beau My afflictions 
Are not vet number’d in my fate, nor I 
Held ripe for death 

Capt L Now read the letter 

Beau Yes, 

It cannot make me know more misery. [reads 
Beauford, I dare not call thee mine, though I could 
not hope, ( while I uas living,) thou uouldst believe 
my innocence, deny me not this favour after death, 

to say I once loved thee 

Ha ! death ^ captain, is she dead ? 

Capt. L. 1 hope she employ’d not me to bring 
this news'* 

Beau Yes, death Ha! 

Prithee read the rest , there’s something in my 
eyes , I cannot well distinguish her small characters. 
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Capt. L My accuser, by this time, knows the 
reward of my injury — Farewell, I am carrying my 
prayers for thee to another world,— Her own mar- 
tyr, drown'd Oratiana. 

Beau. Read all 
Capt L, I have 

Beau. It cannot be, for when thou mak’staDend, 
My heart should give a tragic period, 

And with a loud sigh break , — drown'd' ’twas nosm 
A bove heaven 's pardon , though thou hadst been false 
To thy first vow and me , I’d not have had 
Thee die so soon , or, if thou hadst affected 
That death, 1 could have drown’d thee with my 
tears . 

Now they shall never find thee, but be lost 
Within thy watery sepulchre 
Capt L Take comfort. 

Beau. Art dead? 

Then here I’ll coffin up myself, until 
The law unbury me for Marwood’s death'* 

1 will not hope for life, mercy shall not save 
Him, that hath now a patent for his grave. [^Eseunt. 


ACT IV SCENE I. 

A Room in justice Landby’s House 

Enter Milmscent and Ghatiana. 

Mil. ’Tishis command to whom 1 owe all service, 
I should attend you. 

Ora 'I'liou art too diligent 
I prithee leave me. 

Mil. I should be unhappy 
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To be offensive in my duty , yet 
Had I no charge upon me, I should much 
Desire to wait 
Gra. On me? 

Mil I know not why , 

Your sorrow does invite me 
Gra Thou art too young 
To be acquainted with it 
Mil 1 know it would not 
Become my distance to dispute with you, 

At vvhat affe we are fittest to receive 
Our griefs impression 

Gra. Leave me to myself 
Mil I must, if you \Mn have it so 

[Oj^ersto go out 

Gra Methought 

1 saw him drop a tear. — Come back again — 
What should he mean by this unwillingness 
To part'^ he looks as he would make me leave 
My own misforUine to pity Ins — tliy name'* 

Mil I am called Milliscent 
Gra Dost thou put on 
That countenance to imitate mine'* or hast 
A sorrow of thy o^^ n, lliou vs ouldst express by ’t ? 

Mil Mine does become iny lortune , 

Yet your’s does so exactly paint out misery, 

That he that wanted of his own, woul6 mourn 
To see your picture 
Gra Mine is above 
The common level of affliction 
Mil Mine 

Had no example to be drawn by — 

I would they were akin, so 1 might make 
Your burthen less by mine own suffering 
Gra. 1 thank thy love. 

Mil And yet 1 prophesy 

There’s something would make mine a part of your’s. 
Were they examin’d. 
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Gra. Passion makes thee wild now 

Mil. Youhave encouraged me to boldness^ pardon 
My ruder language. 

Gra Didst thou ever love t 

Mil Too soon , from thence sprung my unhap- 
piness 

Grn And mine. 

Mil My affliction, riper than my years, 

Hath brought me so much sorrow, I do not think 
That I shall live to be a man 

Gra I like thy sad expression, we’ll converse, 
And niins'le stories 

Md 1 shall be too bold 

Gra. We lay aside distinctions if our fates 
Make us alike m our misfortunes , yet 
Mine villi admit no parallel — Ha ! 

Enter justice Lxndbv, reading a letter 

We are interrupted let’s withdraw 
And Ml begin 

3Id You mav command , and when 
Your story's done, mine shall maintain the scene 

[^Exeunt 

Ju>(t L [reads ] — To maintain such hliss. t will 
Wish to be transformed stdl 
be a shame in loi e. 

Since I imitate but Jove, 

Who flom heaven hath stray'd, and in 
A thousand figures worse than mine, 

Woo'd a virgin may not /, 

Then for thee a servant try ^ 

Yes, for such a maid as thee. 

Vary as many shapes as he . 

Rawbone clothes my outward part. 

But thy livery my heart 


Ha ! young Haver ? 


Haver ! 
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This letter I found in my daughter's prayerbook , 
is this your saint? how long have they conspir’d 
thus ? Report gave out, he was gone to travel ' it 
seems he stays here for a wind, and in tlie mean 
time would iig up my daughter he is a gentleman 
well educaied, but his fortune was consumed by a 
prodigal father ere he was ripe , which makes 
nioij 1 suspect, borrow this '•liape to court my 
daughtei ; little does Rawbone think his servant is 
his rival , I hnd the jugghng, and will take order 
they shall not steal a marriage — 

Enter captain Landby. 

Nephew, T have news for you 
Capt. L For me, sir** 

Just L You are a .soldier , there’s a duel to be 
fought this morning, will you see t'* 

Capt L It does not, sir, become a gentleman 
To be spectator of a tight, in which 
He’s not eiiiiag'd 

Just L You may behold it, cousin. 

Without disparagement to your honour , Rawbone 
Has challenged master Lodara, the place Finsbury 
Capt L They fight? a doublet stuff’d with straw, 
advancing 

A bull-rush, were able to fright them both 
Out o’ their senses ; they have not soul enough 
To skirmish w ith a field-mouse . they point a duel ' 
At Hojisdon, to shew fencing upon'cream 
And cake-bread , murder a quaking custard, 

Or some such daring enemy. 

Just L Did not 

Affairs of weight compel me to be absent, 

I would not miss the sight on’t , for the usurer 
Hath got his man Jasper t’ appear for him, 

In his apparel. 

Capt L. Jasper? 

Just. L, For mirth’s sake 



THE WEDDING 


421 


Sc L] 

You may behold it ; and let me entreat, 

At your return, perfect relation 
Of both their valours. 

Capt L. You shall, sir. 

Just L. And, coz — 

If it be possible, procure them hither 
Before they shift ; I much desire to see them. 

Capt L Promise yourself you shall. 

I will defer my conference with Gratiana, and 
entertain this recreation [Exit. 

Just L So , I have a fancy . 

This opportunity will give it birth , 

If all hit right, it may occasion mirth [Exit 


SCENE If 

Another Room in the Same 

Enter Milliscent and Gratiana. 

Gra Which part of my discourse compels 
thee to 
This suffering 

Mil Your pardon, lady , I 
Did prophesy what now I find ; our stories 
Have w dependence 
Gra How', prithee? 

Mil. That Marwood, 

Whom you report thus viounded, had a near 
Relation to me, and it was iny fortune 
To come to close his eyes up, and receive 
His last breath. 

Gra Ha ! 

Mil I know more than Beauford ' 

And dying, he obliged my love to tell it him 
Whene’er we met. 



422 


THE WEDDING ^ActlV 

Gra. You beget wonder in me . 

Did he survive his slander ? There is hope 
He did recant the injury he did me. 

Mil. He did confirm he had enjoy’d your person. 
And bad me tell Beauford he left behind 
A living witness of the truth he died for . 

Naming a gentlewoman, [one] Cardona, 

That bled you in your father’s house , whom, he 
Affirm’d, betray’d your body lo his lust 
Gra. Cardona! — Piety has forsaken earth 
Was ever woman thus betray'd to sin. 

Without her kno^^ledoe'* 

Mil Would he had not been 
My kinsman I 1 begin lo fear him 

Gra. Wherein had I offended Marwood, 

He should, alive and dead, so persecute 
My fame Cardona too in the conspiracy ' 

’Tis time to die then 

Mil. My heart mourns for you 
In the assurance of your innocence, 

And were I woitliy to direct you — 

Gra. Has 

Malice found out another murderer '* 

Mil. \N ould you be pleas’d to hear me, I could 
point 

You out a path would bung you no repentance 
To walk in, if (as I am confident) , 

Your goodness fears not what Cardona can 
Accuse your honour with ; let her be 
Examin’d , then her knowdedge will quit you, 

Or make your suflering appear just , this is 
An easv trial , and, since Marwood had 
A stubborn soul, (for though he were my kinsman, 

I prefer justice,) and held shame to check 
His own n port, women have softer natures ; 

And things may be so manag'd, if there be 
A treason, to enforce confession from her i 
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Would you please to employ me in this service, 
And, though unworthy, be directed by me, 

(I beg It from yon,) I’ll engage ray being 
You shall hnd comfort in’t 
Gra. Do any thing . 

But I am lost already 

Mt/. You much honour me. [Eareun/. 


SCENE III. 
flnsbury 

Enter Lodam and Camelion 

Lod Camelion, see an if he be come yet ; bring 
me word hither 

Cam 1 see one lying o’ the ground. — 

Lod Is there so** let’s steal away before we be 
discovered, I do not like when men lie perdu ; be- 
side, there may be three or four of a heap, for 
aught we know . let’s back, 1 say 

Cain ’Tis a horse 

Lod. Hang him, jade ' I knew it could be no- 
thing else • Is the coast clear, Camelion 

Cam I see nothing but live or si\ — 

Lod Five^ or six'* treachery* an ambush! ’tis 
valour to i nn. 

Cam. They be windmills 

Lod And yet thou wouldst persuade me ’twas 
an ambush for me. 

Cam. I 

Lod. Come, thou wert afraid, an the truth were 
known , but be valiant : I h.ave a sword, and if I 
do draw, it shall — be against iny will ■ \aside '\ — 
Is he not come yeti 

Cam. An he were between this and Moorgate, 
you might scent him. 

Lod. If he come, somebody shall smell ill- 

voL. I. . E e 
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favoured ly ere he and I part — Ha! by this flesh 
^tis he , Cam, go tell him I am sick 

Enter Haver and Rawbone, disguised in each 
others clothes ; followed at a distance by captain 
Landby 

Hav Master Lodam. 

Lod A brace of bullets to my heart Aside 
Capt L Here can I stand, and behold the 
champions 

Lod I have expected you this two hours, which 
IS more than 1 have done to all the men I have 
fought withal, since I slew the High German in 
Tuttle. ^ 

Capt L Whoreson mole-catcher ! 

Lod Draw, spider * 

Capt L. Well said, toad 
Hav. Let us confer a little 
Lod. Confer me no conferrings . I will have no 
more mercy on thee than an infidel , an thou hadst 
been wise, thou niightest have kept thee at home 
with thy melancholy cat, that keeps thy study, 
with whom thou art m commons, ♦ and dost feed on 
rats on Sundays ; then, perhaps, a leg or an arm. 
With thy Jew’s ears, had .satisfied me, when I met 
thee next draw, I .say ; why dost not draw '* 

Hav. I come to give you satisfaction. 

Lod What, with words'? '• 

Sirrah Tartar, my fox shall scratch your guts 
out which 1 will send to the Bear-garden : dost 
hear, usuringdog'* I’ll tell thee my resolution : I do 


^ Since I slew the High German in Tut Me] Tothdl-JielAM, 
which, long before Shu ley's tunc, hail been the scene of smglc- 
eombats 

* with whom thou art in commons,] i, e livest in common ; 
on the same dish ; it is a University phrase 

* my fox shall scratch your guU eul ] A cant name for a iword , 
see before, p. 30 . 
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mean to g-ive thee as many wounds before I kill 
thee, as a siirg-eon’s sio^n has and when I am 
weary of scarifying; thy I’ll Imre tliv heart — 

which done, mark what I say, I will divide thy 
quarters ■ observe and tremble . then w ill I have thee 
put into a tub or barrel, and powder thee; and 
after three days in pickle, this thing that vvas thy 
servant, this cacodenioii, whom thou didst starve 
once, Camelion, shall in revenge of his pitiful 
famine, eat thee up, devour thee, and grow fat 
i’ the ribs ag uii with thy flesh, mammon — 

Cam I limigrily thank your worship 
Raw. Wdiat have 1 ’scaped ' 

Lud Which is more, — after tlioii art dead 1 will 
not leave thy soniqniel. I’ll loriiK'iit thy ghost foi 
I will straight to th\ house, where 1 will break 
open tliy chest lined with white and yellow 
pietal, will! h 1 vmII cast away on pious uses then 
suniinoii all tliy debtor.' by a driiin, and give them 
111 all llieir bills, bonds, evidences, indentures, de- 
feasances, inortgagc.s. .statutes 

Raw I .shall be undone [^Aside 

Lod. All there were a million of ihem. 

Raw I II home, and .shut up ray doors, for fear 
he kill Ja'pcr, and u<e inc so indeed 

[ Aside ; going. 

Capt L. [appea)ing ^ — If thou dost offer to look 
home again, till they have done, I’ll cut thee off at 
the thigh. 

Raw Ah — 

Lod Draw, I say ’ 

Hav. t iuce there is no remedy — 

Lod IIi.s .sword appears, (.'am 
Cain. If he were a cowanl you were able to con- 
jure a spirit into him with llio.se tlireat’nnigs 

Lud. Pox o’ mydulness ! — Dost hear, scoundrel? 
if I should incline to mercy, what submission? 
Ha ! let roe see — Ay, ay, live, thou slialt upon thy 

Ee 2 
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knees confess thy rascality, and ask me forgiveness 
in private, in the presence of mistress Jane, and 
the twelve companies, which, at thy charge, shall 
be feasted that day in Mooihelds. 

Hav That must not be 

Lod. Then say when thou art dead, thou wert 
offered conditions for tin life: Cam, thou shall 
feed, and feed high, Camelion — Let me see — 
Come, ’tis my foolish nature to have compassion 
o’ thee ; I know thou art sorry , shall only confess 
thyself a rascal under thy hand, then, and stay my 
intended re\enge, which else would have been 
immortal 

Hav. Let me consider. 

Lod. O, ho, Cam * 

Capt L Both cowards, we shall have no 
skirmish 

Raw. Now I think on’t, what if my man Jasper 
should be valiant, and kill Lodani — um|)h'* wriat 
pickle were I in'* worse, worse, he’ll run away, 1 
shall be taken and hanged for the conspiracy — 
[pulls Haver by the s'eeve^ — Ah — Jasper, rogue 
that I was, w’here were my brains to challenge 
him — he will not hear — a stubliorn knave, lie looks 
as if he meant to kill ah, Jaspei ! 

Capt L I have seen a dog look like him, that 
has drawn a wicker bottle, rattling about the 
streets, and leering on both sides w’here to get a 
quiet corner to bite his tail off. 

Raw I do imagine myself apprehended already 
now the constable is carrying me to Newgate — 
now, now, Tin at the Sessions-house, in the dock . 
— now I’m called — not guilty, my lord . — the jury 
has found the indictment, billa vera. — Now, now 
comes ray sentence. 

Hav. 1 am resolv’d, sir 

Raw. Ha !— 

Hav. You shall have what acknowledgment this 
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pen of steel will draw out in your flesh with red 
ink, and no other, dear master Lodam 
Lod How ? 

Capt L So, so. 

Raw. Now I’m in the cart, riding up Holborn in 
a two-wheeled chariot, with a guard of lialbardiers 
There goes a proper J^ellow., says one, good people 
pray for me . now I am at the three wooden stilts. 

Lod Is this Rawbone the coward ** — 

Dost hear, thing'* consider w’hat thou dost ; come, 
among friends, thy w'ord shall he as good as a note 
under thy hand, tempt not iny fury — Would I were 
off with asking him forgiveness ! [Aside 

Raw. Hey ' novv I feel ray toes hang i’ the cart ; 
now ’tis drawn awa^ . now, novv, novv * — I am gone. 

[Turns about, 

Hav, You must .shew your fencing 
Lod Hold I demand a parley. 

Hav H ovv ** 

Lod ’Tis not for your reputation to deal with a 
gentleman upon unequal terras. 

Hav Where lie the odds 7 
Capt L. How’s tins'* 

Lod Examine oiir bodies : 

I take it 1 am the fairer mark, ’tis a disadvantage . 
feed till you be js fat as I, and I'll fight with you, as 
I am a gentleman 

Hav 11 shall not serve your turn [Strikes him 
Lod Hold' murder! iiiuider' 

Rau I’m dead. I'm dead 

Capt L Whoreson pulT-paste, how he winks 
and barks ! — [Conics Jorward. 

How now, gentlemen , master Lodam? 

Lod Captain, [you] should have come but a 
little sooner, and have seen good sport ; by this 
flesh he came up handsomely to me, a pretty spark, 
faith, captain 
Hav How, sir'* 
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hod But if you be his friend, run for a surgeon 
for him, I have hiirf him under the sliorL ribs, be- 
side a cut or two i’ llie shoulder — Would I were 
in a miller’s sack yonder, though 1 were ground 
for’t, to be quit of them [Aside. 

Hat You will not use me thus”* 
hod I were best deliver my sword ere I be 
compell’d to it — a pretty fellow, and one that will 
make a soldier because I see thou hast a spirit, 
and canst use thv weapon, I’ll bestow a dull blade 
upon thee, squirrel. 

Caj t. h Deliver up your weapon! 
hod In lo\e, in love, captain , lie’s a spark, on 
my repulation, and worthy voui .icqnainlance. 

Hav. TIum molly-piifl! vieie it not justice to 
kick thy ofuts out '* 

hod. When 1 am disarm’d ^ 

Hav I'.ike it again, voii .sponge — 
hod What, when I have given it thee? ’tis at 
thy service, an it were a whole cutler’s shop be 
confident 

Raw My ague has not left me yet , there’s a 
grudging of the halter still 

Caj)t L Master Rawbone, 1 repent rny opinion 
of your cowardice , I .see you daie light and shall 
report it to niy cousin you .slia'l walk home, 
(she’ll lake it as an honour,) and picseul your pri- 
soner 

Rail' Jasper, let's go home and shift , do not go 
— hone.st Ja,sper. 

Hav You will be prattling, .sirrah * — I’ll wait 
upon you, captain — Master Lodam — 

hod 1 will accompany thee , thou art noble, 
and fit foi my conversation ; honest master Raw- 
bone — a ])o\ upon you ' [Aside 

Capt h Nay, you shall wait on your master, 
with his leave, good Jasper. 

' Hav How now, Jasper ? 


[Exeunt 
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SCENE IV 

Beauford’s Lodgings — Cornets: a tMe set forth 
with two tapers , Servants placing yew, bays, 
and rosemary, 8(C. 

Enter Beauford. 

Beau A.re these the herbs you strew at funerals * ** 
1 Ser Ves, sir 

Beau ’Tis well ; I corarnend your care, 

And thank yc , ye have express’d more duty 

In not enquiring' wherefore 1 command 

This strange eiriplo\ment, than in ‘the very 

Act of \oiir obedience : my chamber 

Looks like the spring now have ye not art enough 

To make this yew tree grow here, or this bays, 

The emblem of our victory in death? 

But they jiresent that best when they are wither’d ; 
Have you been careful that no day break in 
At any window I would dwell in night, 

And have no other star-light but these tapers. 

1 Ser If any ask to speak with you, 

Shall I say, you are abroad ** 

Beau N o , 

To all [that], do enquire with busy face, 

Pale, or disturb’d, give free accesss — 

* [^Exeuiit Servants 

What do I differ from the dead ? Would not 
Some fcarlul man or woman, seeing me. 

Call this a churchyard, and imagine me 
Some wakeful apparition nioiig the graves , 

That, for some treasures buiied in my life, 

Walk up and down thus ? ^ buried ! no, ’twas 
drown’d , 

* than i-?] Old copy, therein 

’’ That, Jot some treasures buried, &c ] For this superstitious 
notion, which was once very general, see Mass. vol. iv. p. 539. 
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I cannot therefore say, it was a chest ; 

Gratiana had ne’er a coffin, 1 have one 
Spacious enouoh for both of us , but the waves 
Will never yield to’t, for, it may be, they, 

Soon as the northern wind blows cold upon them, 
Will freeze themselves to marble over her, 

Lest she should want a tomb. — 

Enter Park-Keeper. 


Thy business 

Keep He died this morning : 

A friend of his and your’s did practise on him 
A little surgery, but in vain , his last 
Breath did forgive you • but you must expect 
No safety from the law — my serMce, sir 

Beau I have left direction that il cannot miss me ; 
And. hadstthou come to apprehend me for’t. 

With as much ease thou might’st ; I am no states- 
man , 

Officious servants make no suitors svait , 

My door’s unguarded, ’tis no labyrintli 
I dwell in ; but I thank thy love, there’s something 
To reward it . \^wes him money ^ — ^justice cannot 
put on 

A shape to fright me 

Keep I am sorry, sir, " 

Your resolution carries so much danger [^Ej;tt 
Beau What can life bring to me, that I should 
court it'* 

There is a period in nature , is it not 
Better to die and not be sick ; worn in 
Our bodies, which, in imitation 
Of ghosts, grow lean, as if they would at last 
Be immaterial too , our bloods turn jelly, 

And freeze in their cold channel , let me expire 
While 1 have heat and strength to tug with death 
For victory. 
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Enter Milliscent, behind, and Servants hearing a 

chest. 

Md You may disburden there , 

But gently, ’tis a chest of value — Mistress, 

I’ll give him notice — Where is Beauford'* 
lieau. Here 

Md. What place d’ye call this 
lieau ’'Pis a bridal chamber. 

Md It presents horror. 

Beau. Have you any thing 
To say to me ’ 

Mil Y es 
Beau Proceed 
Md I come to visit you 
Beau You are not welcome, then 
Md 1 did suspect it, and have therefore brought 
My assurance with me ; I must require 
Satisfaction for a kinsman’s death, 

One Marwood 
Beau Ila ! 

Md Your valour was not noble , 

It was a coarse reward to kill him for 
His friendship ; I come not with 
A guard of officers to attach your person ; 

It weie too poor and formal , the instrument 
That sluiced hi> soul out, I had rather should 
Sacrifice to his ashes, and my sword 
Shall do’t, or your’s be guilty of another, 

To wait upon his ghost 
Beau Young man, be not 
Too rash; without the knowledge how our quarrel 
Rose, to procure thyself a danger. 

Mil Make 

It not your fear ; I have heard the perfect story, 
And ere I fight with thee, shall see thy error ; 
Acknowledge thou hast kill'd a friend : I bring 
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A perspective to make those things that lie 
Remote from sense, familiar to thee ; nay, 

Thou shall confess thou know’st the truth of what 
Concerns him, or Gratiana 
Beau When my soul 

Throws off' this upper garment, I shall know all 
Mil Thou shall not number many minutes , 
know, 

’Twas my misfortune to close up the eyes 
Of Marwood, whose body 1 \ow’d never 
Should to the earth without revenge, or me, 
Companion to his grave , I have therefore brought it 
Hither , His in this house. 

Beau Ha ! 

MU His pale corpse 
Shall witness iny affection. 

Beau Thou didst promise 
To inform me of Gratiana 
Mil, And thus briefly : 

Marwood reveal’d at death another witness 
Of his truth , for Cardona lie corrupted 
To betray Gratiana to him 

Beau. Ha ! Cardona ! ^ 

Heaven continue liei among the living 
Blit half an hour ! 

Mil I have sav’d you trouble , 

She wails without ; iii your name I procur’d 
Her presence, as voii had affairs with her • 

She’s unpiepar’cl, a little tenor will 
Enforce her to confess the truth of all things 
Beau d'hou dost cliiecl well. 

MU Still remember, Beaiiford, 

I am thy enemy, and in this do but 
Prepaic thy conscience of misdeed to 
Meet my just anger [Exit 

Beau 1 am all wouder. 
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Re-enter Milliscent, with Cardona. 

Mil. He’s now at opportunity. 

Car Sir, ^ou sent 
To speak with me 

Beau Come nearer; I hear say 
Yon iire a band ; tell me how go virg’ins 
r the sinful market t Nay, I must know, hell-cat; 
What as tlie price you took for Gratiana : 

Did Mar'v ood come off roundly with his wages'? 
Tell me llie truth, or by my father’s soul, 

I’ll dig tliY lieart out. 

Cai Hel|)' 

Beti^i Let me not hear 
A syllable that has not reference 
To my ijiiestion — or — 

Car I’ll tell you, sir . 

Marwood — 

Beau So. 

Cur Did viciously affect her . 

Won with Ins gifts and flatteries, I promis’d 
My assistance f bid I knew her virtue was not 
To be coniiptcd in a thought. 

Bean Ha ' 

Car Therefore 

Beau, ^^dlat ' — d’ ye study ^ — 

Car Hold — 1 would deliver 
The rest into your ear, it is too shameful 
To express it louder than a whisper 

{She whispers htm 

Mil. With wliat unwillingness we discover 
things ^ 

We are asham’d to own ! Cardona, should st 
Have us’d but half this fear m thy consent, 

And thou hadst ne’er been guilty of a sin 
Thou art so loth to part with, though it be 
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A burden to thy soul • how boldly would 
Our innoceuce plead for us ? but she has done. 

[Aside. 

Beau Then was Gratiana's honour sav’d ? 

Car Untoiuli’d. 

Beau Where am I lost? this story is more 
killine: 

Than all ni\ jealousies: oh, Cardona! 

Go safe from hence ; but when thou com’st at home, 
Lo( k ihyself up, and languish till thou die 
Thuii shall meet Marwood in a glotmiy shade , 
Give bark his salary [Exit Cardona 

Ml/ Ha\e I made good 
My proiiiise'* do you lind your error't 

Beau No ; I have found my horror — has the 
chaste 

And innocent Gratiana drown’d herself'* 

What satisfaction can I jiay thy ghost** 

Mil Now do me right, sir 
Beau. She’s gone for ever , 

And can the earth still dwell a quiet neighbour 
To the rough sea, and not itself be thaw’d 
Into a river ** let it melt to waves 
From henceforth, that, beside th’ inhabitants. 

The very Genius of the world may drown, 

And not accuse me for her — Oh, Gratiana ' 

Mil Reserve your passion, and remember what 
I come for 

Beau. How shall I punish my unjust suspicion ** 
Death is too poor a thing to suffer for her . 

Some sjiint guide me where her body lies 
Within her watery urn although seal’d up 
With frost ; my tears are warm, and can dissolve it, 
To let in me and my repentance to her ; 

I would kiss her cold face into life again, 

Ren ew her breath with mine, on her pale lip , 

I do not think, but if some artery 

'Of mine were open’d, and the crimson flood 
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Convey’d into her veins, it would agree , 

And with a gentle gliding, steal itself 
Into her heart, enliven her dead faculties, 

And with a flattery ’ticc her soul again 
To duell in lier fair tenement. 

Mil You lose 

Yourself in these wild fancies , recollect, 

And do me justice 

Beau [ am tost, indeed. 

With fruitless passion . I remember thee 
And thv design again ; I must account 
For Marv\ nod's death, is’t noli Alas ! thou art 
Too young, and canst not tight, I wish thou wert 
A man of tough and active sinews, for 
Thy onn revenge sake , I would praise thee for 
My death, so I might fall but nobly by thee: 

For I am burden’d \Mth a weight of life — 

Stay, didst not tell me thou hadst brought hither 
The body of young Marwood 
Mil Yes. 

Beau Since a mistake, not malice, did procure 
His ill late, I will but drop one funeral 
Tear upon his wound, and soon finish 
To do thee right 
Mil You shall. 

bring fonoard the chest, and exeunt. 
Beau. Does this inclose his corpse 1 How little 
room • 

Do we take up in death, that, living, know 
No bounds 1 Here, without murmuring, we can 
Be circumscrib’d ; it is the soul that makes us 
Affect such wauton and irregular paths. 

When that’s gone, we are quiet as the earth. 

And think no more of wandering. — Oh, Marwood ! 
Forgive my anger , thy confession did 

Invite thy ruin from me, yet upon 

[ Opens the chest, and discovers Gratiana. 
Memory forsake me, ’tis Gratiana's spirit ! — 
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Hast thou left thy heavenly dwelling 

To call me hence 1 1 was now coming to thee : 

Or but command more haste, and I vull count it 
No sin to strike myself, and in the stream 
Of my own blood to imitate hovv thou 
Didst drown thyself, 

Gra. I am living, Beauford 

Beau. I know thou art immortal 

Gra. Living as thou art [Kises out of the ehest. 

Beau Good angels, do not mock mortality 

Gra. I came — 

Beau. To call me to ray answer how I durst 
Suspect thy chastity , I’ll accuse nivsclf, 

And to thy injur’d innocence give me up 
A willing sacrifice. 

Gra. Oh, my Beauford ’ now 
I am over-blest for my late sufferings ; 

I have solicited my death wiili prayers ; 

Now I would live to see my Beaiifoid love me. 

It was thy friend induced me to that letter, 

To find if thy suspicion had destroy'd 
All seeds of love. 

Beau Art thou not dead indeed '* 

May I believe? her hand is warm — she breathes 
Again — and kisses as she vvout to do 
Her Beauford , — art [thou] Gratiana'* Heaven 
Let me dwell here, until my soul exlialk 

, her 

Mil. One sorrow’s cur’d , [now] Milliscent, be 
gone, 

Thou hast been too long absent from thy own. 

\^Aside, and exit 
Beau. Oh, my joy-ravish’d soul ! — but where’s 
the youth 

Brought me this blessing? vanish’d, Gratiana? 
Where is he ? I would hang about hi.s neck 
To kiss his cViebk , he will not leave me so : 

Gone? sure it was some angel, was he not, 
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Or do I dream this happiness 7 Wilt not thou 
Forsake me too? 

Gra. Oh, never 
Beau. Within, there ' — 

Bid the young man return, and quickly, lest 
My joy, above the strength of nature’s sufferance. 
Kill me before I can express ray gratitude" 

Have ye brought him 

Enter Officers 

I Offi. Master Beauford, 1 am sorry we are 
commanded to apprehend your person. 

Gra Officers ' ha ! 

1 Ojjfi You are suspected to have slam a gen- 
tleman, one Marwood. 

Beau. Have I still my essence ; ha** 

I had a joy was able to make man 
Forget he could be miserable. 

2 Offi. C’ome, sir. 

Beau If e’er extremities did kill, we both 
Shall die this very minute. 

Gra You shall not go 
1 Offi Our authority will force him 
Gra Y^ou’re villains, murderers . 

Oh, my Beauford ! 

Beau Lflave me, Graliana. 

Gra Nevei^, I'll die with thee 
Beau What can we say unto our misery i 
Sav’d m a tempest, that did threaten most, 
Arriv’d the harbour, ship and all are lost ! 

Offi. To the next justice. [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

A Room in sir John Belfare’s House 
Enter Belfare. 

Bel. Whither art fled, Gratiaiia f that I can 
Converse with none to tell me thou art still 
A mortal ? taken hence by miracle ** 

Though angels should entice her hence to heaven , 
She was so full of piety to her father, 

She would first take her leave. 

Enter Isaac and a Physician 

Isaac. There he is, sir • he cannot choose but 
talk idly, for he has not slept since the last great 
mist 

Phys. Mist? 

Isaac. Ay, sir, hi.s daughter, my young mistress, 
went away in’t, and we can hear no tale nor tidings 
of her : to tell you true, I would not disgrace ray 
old master, but he is little belter than mad. 

Phys Unhappy gentleman ' 

Bel. ’Tis so ; he murder’d her , 

For he that fust would rob her of her honour. 
Would not fear afterward to kill Gratiana , 

He shall be arraign’d for’t, — but where shall we 
Get honest men enow to make a jury, 

That dare be conscionable when the judge 
Looks on, and frowns upon the ^e^dlc(? men 
That w ill not be eorrnjited to favoui 
A great man’s evideiite, but prefer justice 
To ready money Oh, this age is barren. — 

Isaac. You hear how he talks. 
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Bel. But 1 have found the way ; ’tis but procuring 
Acquaintance with the foreman of the jury, 

The sessions.’ bell weather, he leads the re«t 
Like slieep , w’hen he makes a gap, the} follow 
In huddle, to his sentence 
Isaac Speak to him, sir 
Pfiys God save vou, sir John Belfare ! 

Bet I am a little serious — do not trouble me. 
Phys Do \ou not know me’* 

Bet I neither know, nor care for you, unless 
You can he silent. 

P/iys I’m your neigVibour 
Isaac Master doctor — 

Bel. Away, fool ' 

Isaac No, sir, a physician 

Bet A [diysician can you cure ray daughter ? 

Pfiys Ay, sir , where is she ? 

Bel Can not you find her out by art'* a good 
Phy siciaii should be acquainted with the stars : 
Prithee, erect a figure, grave astronomer, 

Shalt have the minute she departed ; turn 

Thy eplieraerides a little, I’ll lend 

Thee Ptolemy, and a nest of learned rabbis, 

To judge by tell me W'hether she be alive 
Or dead, and thou shalt be my doctor , I’ll 
Give thee a round per annum pension, 

And thou shalt kill me fur it 

delirium. 

Phys A vertigo in’s head 
Isaac 'In his head'* 

Bel. What says the raven ? 

Isaac. He says you have two hard words in your 
head, sir. 

Phys Have you forgot me, sir'* I was but late 
Familiar to your knowledge. 

Bel. 

Your pardon, gentle sir , I know you now ; 

VOL I. F f 


Phys He has a strange 
Isaac. Aj', sir. 
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Impute it to ray grief ; it hath almost made me 
Foi^et myself 

Phys I come to visit you, 

And cannot but be sorry to behold 
You thus afflicted 

Bel Doctor, I am sick, 

I’m very sick at heart , loss of my daughter, 

I fear, wdl make me mad ; how long d’ ye think 
Man’s nature’s able to resist it Can 
Your love or art prescribe your friend a cordial 
No no, you cannot. 

Phys Sir, be comforted, 

We have our manly virtue given us 
To exercise in such extremes as these 

Bel As these why, do you know wliat ’tis to 
lose 

A daughter '* you converse with men that are 
Diseas’d in body , punish’d with a gout 
Or fever ■ yet some of these are held 
The shames of physic , but to the mind you can 
Apply no salutary medicine . 

My daughter, sir, my daughter. — 

Phys Was to blame 

To leave you so , lose not your wisdom for 
Your daughter’s want of piety 
Bel. Speak well 

O’ the dead, for living she would not be absent 
Thus from me , she was ever dutiful, 

Took plea.sure in obedience - oh, iny child ' 

But I have strong suspicion by whom 
She’s made away — Beauford — 

Phys How ? 

Bel He that pretended marriage — he gavehei 
A wound before. 


Phys. Master Beauford’s newly 
i^prehended for some fact, and carried 
’Fore justice Landby ; in my passage hither 
I met him guarded. 
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5e/. Guarded ! for what ? 

Some did whisper he had kill’d — 

5e/. Grahan'i 
Oh my ifirl, my Gratiana ! — Isaac, Beauford is 
taken, 'tis apparent he hath slain my daughter, and 
shall noLl revenge her death'* I'll prosecute the 
law willi violence against him , not leave the 
judge till he pronounce his sentence then I’ll die, 
and carry Gratiana the news before him Follow 
me. [Eareirn^- 


SCENE II. 

/I Room in jHstice Landby’s House. 

Entei justice Landry and Jane 

.fust L T c\pcct, Jane, thou wilt reward my 
caie 

With tliN obedience , he’s young and wealthy, 

No niattei fortliose idle ceremonies 
Of wit and courtsinp 

Jane Do I hear my father'* 

Just. L He will inanitam thee gallant , city 
ives^ 

Are fortune’s darlings, govern all tlieir husbands, 
Variety of pleasure, and apparel, 

When some of higher titles are oft feign 
To jiaw'ii a ladyshij) : thou shalt have Rawbone. 

Jane Virtue forbid it , you arc my father, sir, 
And lower than the earth 1 have a heart 
Prostrates itself, I had my being from you, 

But, 1 beseech you, take it not away 
Again by your severity. 

Just L. How’s this **— I like it well. \^Aside. 
Jane. You have read many lectures to me. which 
My duty hath received, and piactised, as 

F f 2 • 
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Precepts from heaven ; but never did I hear 
You preach so ill ; you heretofore directed 
My study to be careful of my fame. 

Cherish desert, plant my affection on 
Nobleness, which can only be sufficient 
To make it fruitful, and do you counsel now 
To many a disease ? 

Just. JL Good ! my own girl. — [Aside 

What is’t you said ha? 

Jans For the man himself 
Is such a poor and miserable thing — 

Just L. But such another word and I take off 
My blessing . how now, Jane*^ 

Jane, [aside^ — Alas ! 1 fear 
He IS in earnest — Marry me to ray grave, 

To that you shall have my consent , oh do not 

Enforce me to be guilty of a false 

Vow, both to heaven and angels ; on ray knees — 

[Kneels. 

Just L. Humble your heart, rise, and correct 
your sullenness, 

I am resolv’d ;; would you be sacrificed 
'I'o an unthrift, that will dice away his skin, 
Rather than want to stake at ordinaries 
Consume what I have gather’d, at a breakfast 
Or morning’s draught '* and when you have teem’d 
for him, 

Turn sempstress to find milk and clouts for babies? 
Foot stockings to maintain him in the Compter? 
Or, if this fail, erect a bawdy citadel. 

Well mann’d, which fortified with demi-cannon, 
Tobacco-pipes, may raise you to a fortune. 
Together with the trade 
Jane. Oh, my cruel stars ! 

Just L. Star me no stars, I’ll have my will, 
Jane. One minute 
Hath ruin’d all my hope , Milliscent 
Was cruel thus to mock me 


[Aside 
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Enter Haver and Rawbone, disguised as before; 
captain Landby, Lodam, and Camelion. 

Capt L Uncle — \^Capt and Just, whisper. 

Raw Jasper, what case am 1 iii 

Hav Be wise, and keep your counsel, is not all 
for your honour 

Lod Lady, 1 hope by this tinae you are able to 
distinguish a difference between Rawbone and 
myself. 

Jane I find little 

Capt. L You shall do nobly, sir \^Aside to Just L 

Just. L Master Rawbone, the only man in my 
wishes : 

My nephew gives you valiant, your merit 
O’erjoys me, and to shew how much I value 
Your worth, my daughter’s yours, I’ll see you 
Married this morning, ere we part ; receive him 
Into your bosom, Jane, or lose me ever. 

Jane I obey, sir . — Will my father cozen himself? 

[Aside. 

Hav. Ha, do I dream'* 

Raw Dream, quotha"* this is a pretty dream 

[Aside. 

.Just L Master Lodarn, I hope you’ll not repine 
at his fortune 

Raw. Blit Rawbone will pine, and repine, if 
this be /lot a dream [Astde 

Lod. I allow it, and will dine with you 

Cam And I 

Raw Jasper* no* will nobody know me* 

Just L. Let’s lose no time, I have no quiet till 
1 call him son 

Rate. Master justice, do roe right, 

Y^ou do not know who I am — I am — 

Just. L. An ass, sir, are you not? what make 
you prattling * 
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Raw. Sir 

Noble captain, a word. I am— 

Capt L A coxcomb — 

Your mail is saucy, sir. \to Haver 

Rate. Then I am asleep 
Capt L I forget Gratiana. 

Just L Cousin, you shall supply my place at 
church, while I prepare for your return, some 
guests we must haNe — nay, nay, haste, the morn 
grows old, we’ll ha’t a Wedding-day. 

Hav Here's a blessing be>ond hope. 

Raw Sure I am asleep, I will e’en walk with 
them till my dream be out 

[Exeunt capt L. Haver, and Jane, followed by 
Rawhone and Cameliun. 

Enter Beauford, Officers, Mahavood disguised, 
Park-Keeper, and Gratiana 

Just. L Master Beauford, welcome, and Gra- 
tiaiia. 

Beau You will repent your courtesy, I am 
Presented an offender lo you 

Offi Yes, and please youi worship, he is accus’d 
Gia Sir, you haA^e charity, believe them not; 

’^1 hey do conspire to take away his life 

Keep May it please you undersiand he ha* 
kill d 

A gentleman, one Marwood, in our park ; 

1 found him wounded mortally, though befoie 
He died, he did coiiless — 

Beau. Urge it no farther. 

I’ll save the trouble of examination. 

And yield myself up guilty. 

Gra. For heaven’s sake 
Believe him not , he is an enemy 
To his own life. — Dear Beauford, what d’ ye mean 
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To cast yourself away you are more unmerciful 
Than those that do accuse yon, than the law 
Itself, for at the worst that can but find 
You guilty at the last, too soon for me 
To be divided from you. 

Beau Oh, Gratiana ! I call heaven to witness, 
Though my misfortune made me think before 
My life a tedious and painful trouble, 

My very soul a luggage, and too heavy 
For me to carry, now I wish to live, 

To live for thy sake, till my hair were silver'd 
With age , to live till thou wouldst have me die. 
And wort aweary of me ; for 1 never 
Could by the service of one life reward 
Enough thy love, nor by the suffering 
The pumsliment of age and lime, do penance 
Sufficient for my injury , but my fate 
Humes me (rom thee ; then accept my death 
A satisfaction for that sin 1 could not 
Redeem alive ; I cannot but confess 
The accusation 

Enter Belfare and Isaac 

Bel. Justice, justice ’ I will have justice . 

Ha, Gratiana ! 

fjia Oh, my dear father 

Be/. Art alive! oh my joy ’ it groves 
Too mighty for me, 1 mu>t weep a little 
To sa\e iny heart 

Isaac My young mistress ali\e ' \^Exil. 

Gra If ever you lov’d Gratiana, plead for 
Beau ford. 

He's been abused by a villain, all s discover d. 

We have renew’d hearts, and now, I fear, I shall 
Lose him again, accused here for the death 
Of Marwood, that was cause of all our suffering. 

Bel. I have not wejit enough for joy, Gratiana, 
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That thou’rt alive yet — I UDderstand nothiag 
Beside this comfort 

Gra. Dear sir, recollect, 

And second me 

Just L The fact confess’d, all hope 
Will be a pardon, sir, may be procur’d ■ 

Sir John — you’re come in a sad time. 

Gra. \A’hat is the worst you charge him with 

Keep. He has slain a gentleman. 

Just Jj. No common trespass. 

Gra. He has done justice. 

Just. L. How ? 

Gra A public benefit to his country in’t. 

Just L. Killing a mao'* her .sorrow overthrows 
Her rca.son 

Gra. Hear me, Marwood w'as a villain, 

A rebel unto virtue, a profaner 
Of friendship’s sacred laws, a murderer 
Of virgin chastity, against whose malice 
Not innocence could hope protection , 

But, like a bird grip’d by an eagle’s talon, 

It groaning dies 

What punishment can you inflict on him, 

That, in contempt of nature, and religion. 

Enforces breach of love, of holy vow’s 
Sets them at war whose hearts w'ere married 
In a full congregation of angels'* 

I know you will not say but such deserve 
To die , yet Marwood being dead, you reach 
Your fury to his heart that did this benefit ' 

Beau. Oh, Gratiana! if 1 may not live 
To enjoy thee here, I would thou hadst been dead 
Indeed, for in a little time we should 
Have met each other in another w’orld ■ 

But since I go before thee, I will carry 
Thy praise along , and if my soul forget not 
What it hath lov’d, when it convers’d with men, 

I will so talk of thee among the blest. 
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That they shall be in love with thee, and descend 
In holy shapes, to woo thee to come thither. 

And be of their society , do not veil thy beauty 
With such a shower , keep this soft rain 
To water some more lost and barren g'arden. 

Lest you destroy the spring, which nature made 
To be a wonder in thy cheek. 

Just. L Where is Marwood’s body ? 

Mar. [throwing off his disguise.^ — Here, sir. 

Omnes. Alive ' 

Mil Ha' Marwood? 

Mar Alive, as glad to see thee, as thou art 
To know thy self acquitted for my death , 

Which 1 of purpose, by this honest friend. 

To whose cure 1 owe my life, made you believe, 
T' increase our joy at meeting, for you, lady, 

You are a woman — yet you might have been 
Less violent in your pleading, do not engage 
Me past respects of mine, or your own honour. 

Gra Mine is above thy malice , 1 have abreast 
Impenetrable, 'gainst which, thou fondly aiming. 
Thy arrows but recoil into thy bosom, 

And leave a wound 

Beau. Friend, we have found thy error 

Mar Let it be mine, we have had storms already. 

G)a. Tell me, injurious man, for in this presence 
You must acquit the honour you accus'd. 
Discharge th^ poisou here, inhuman traitor ! 

Beau. Thou wilt ask her forgiveness, she’s all 
chastity 

Mar Why do you tempt me thus 

Bel. It was ill done, sir 

Just L Accuse lier to her face. 

Mar. So, so , you see lam silent still. 

Gra You are too full of guilt to excuse your 
treachery 

Mar Then farewell, all respects, and hearmetell 
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This bold and insolent woman, that so late 
Made triumph in my death. 

Mil Oh, sir, proceed not, 

You do not declare yourself of generous birth. 
Thus openly to accuse a gentlewoman, 

Were it a truth 

Gra. He ma\ throw soil at heaven, 

And as soon stain it 

3far. Sirrah boy, who made you 
So peremptory'* — He uould be whipp’d. 

Mil With \ihat1 I am not arm’d, 

You see, but your big language would not fright 
My youth, were it befriended w'llh a sword ; 

You should lirid then 1 would dare to prove it 
A falsehood on your person. 

Just L How now, Milliscent? 

Mar Hath my love made me thus ridiculous, 
Beauford, that [thou] wil[t] sufler such a boy 
To affront me'* then, against all the world 
I rise an enemy, and defy his valour 
Dares justify Gratiana virtuous. 

Re-enter Isaac mth Cardona. 

Isaac Believe your eyes 

Car. My daughter alive'* 

Oh, my dear heart ' 

Mar You are come opportunely, 

Cardona ; speak the truth, as thou wouldst not 
Eat my poniard , is not Gratiana 
A sinful woman '* 

Car. What means Marwood, ha? 

Bel. I am in a labyrinth. 

Car. Hold ' I confess — 

You never did enjoy Gratiana. 

Mar. Ha ’ 

Car. Let not our shame be public, sir, you shall 
Have the whole truth ; oh, that my tears were able 
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To wash my away — won with your promises^ 

I did, in hope to make myself a fortune, 

And get a husband for my child, with much 
Black oratory, woo my daughter to 
Supply Gratiana’s bed, whom, with that 
Circumstance, you enjoy’d, that you believed 
It was the virgin you desired. 

Bel Is’t possible ** 

Mar I am all a confusion ; where’s this daughter? 
Cur- She, with the fear (as I conceive) of her 
Dishonour, taking a few jewels with her, 

W ent from me, I know^ not whither, by this time 
Dead, if not more unhappy in her fortune. 

Mar Into how many sins hath lust engaged me 
Is there a hope you can forgive, and you. 

And she whom 1 have most dishonour’d; 

1 never liad a conscience till now. 

To be griev’d for her , I will hide myself 
From all the world 

Mil Stay, sir. — [ Whispers Martoood. 

Ora You hear this, Beaiiford, father — 

Beau ’I’his she confess’d to me, though 1 con- 
ceal’d 

From thee the error. Marwood dead, their shame 
Would not have given my life advantage , now 
We have o’ercome the malice of our fate, 

I hope youiJI call me son. 

Bel. Both my loved children. 

Just. L. I tongiatulate your joy 
Mar Beauford, gentlemen, 

'I'his is a woman , Lucibel, your daughter, 

The too much injured maid • oh, pardon me ! 
Welcome both to niy kiiowdedge, and my heart 
Car. Oh my child 

.fust. L My servant prove a woman ! 

Bel. You’ll marry her? 

Mar It shall begin my recompense . 

Lead you to church, we’ll find the priest more work. 
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Just. L. He has done some already, for by this 
time 

I have a daughter married to young Haver, 

That walk’d in Rawbones livery, — they’re return’d. 

Re-enter captain Landby, Haver, Jane, Lodam, 
Rawbone and Camelion 

Hav. Father, your pardon, though you meant 
me not 

Your son, yet I must call your daughter wife : 
Here I resign my citizen 

l^Pulls ojf his citizen's gown, 
Bel. Young Haver' 

Jvst L My blessing on you both ! 

1 meant it so . a letter took off this 
Disguise before ; nay, here are more couples 
Enow to play at barley-break.* 

Raw. Master Lodam, you and 1 are in hell. 

Lod. How I 

Hav. You and 1 are friends. 

Lod. I knew by luslioct 1 had no tjuarrel to thee , 
Art thou Rawbone ** 

Raw. I am not drunk 

Lod. No, but thou art disguis’d shrewdly. 

Raw I will not believe 1 arn awake * 

This IS not possible. 

Beau Leave off to wonder, captain 
Capt L Sure this is a dream. 

Raw. As sure as you are there, captain , alas ' 
we do but walk and talk in our sleep all this while. 
Bel Away, away ! 

Lod. Ay, to dinner, bullies. 

Raw Do you hear, gentlemen, before you go, 
does no body know me, who am I ? who am I ** 
Just. L You are master Rawbone, sir, that 


‘ Enau, to play at barley-break ] See Massinger, vol i p 103 
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would have married my daughter, that is now wife, 

I lake, to this gentleman, your seeming sen^ant. 

Raw. Dream on, dream on. Jasper, make 
much o’ the wench, now thou hast got her; am 
not I finely gull’d'* 

Hav. I think so. 

Raw. Dream on together, a good jest, i’ faith ; 
he thinks all this is true, now 

Capt L Are not you then awake, sir '* 

Raw. No, marry am I not, sir 

Capt L. What d’ye think o’ that, sir'* 

[^Kicks him. ' 

Raw. That, sir** now do I dream that I am 
kick’d. 

Capt L, You do not feel it, then '* 

[Ktcks him again - 

Rate Kick, kick your hearts out. 

Lod. Say you so'* let my foot be in too, then. 

\Ktcks him . ' 

Raw. Sure I shall cry out in my sleep — what a 
long night ’tis ' 

Bel. Set on 

Capt L Ay, we may come back, and take him 
napping, 

Beau Come, Gratiana, 

My soul’s best half, let’s tie the sacred knot, 

So long deferr’d Never did two lovers 
Meet in so little time so many changes . 

Our WeddinGjJjay is come, the sorrow’s past 
Shall give our present joy more heavenly taste 
{Exeunt all but Rawbtme, who comes forward 
and speaks the 

EPILOGUE 

Gentlemen; pray he favourable to wake a fool 
dormant amongst ye ; I have been kick'd, and ktcEd 
to that purpose , may be, tl^ey knock'd at the wrong j 
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door, my hrams are asleep in the garret I must 
appeal from their feet to your hands ; there is no 
vtay but one ; yoil must chip me, and clap me 
sos^^y; d' ye hear, I shall hardly come to myself 
dse. 

Oh, sinee my case, tcithoul you, desperate stands, 
Wake me wiih the loud music of your hands [Exit 
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